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THE HOUSE OP EULER 

SThb house was plunged in silence. Since Melchior Vs death 
everything seemed dead. Now that his loud voice was 
stilled, from morning to night nothing was heard but the 
wearisome murmuring of the river. 

Christopher hurled himself ^to his work. He took a 
fiercely angry pleasure in self-castigation for having 
wished to be happy. To expressions of sympathy and 
kind .words he m^e no reply, but was proud and stiff. 
Without a word h^ went about his daily task and gave 
his lessons with icy politeness. His pupils w'ho knew of 
his misfortune were shocked by his insensibility. But 
those who were older and had some experience of sorrow 
J^ew that this apparent coldness might, in a child, be 
t!S!J%g^nly to conceal suffering : and they pitied him. He 
wasnhii^.i™tfeful for their sympathy. Even music could 
bring hi^jLg comfort. He played without pleasure, and 
as a duty. was as though he found a cruel joy in no 
longer taking .;^'|easure in anything, or in* persuading 
himself that he not; in depriving himself of every 
reason for living, yet going on. 

His two brothers^^rrified by the silence of the house 
ot*dealh, ran away^from it as quickly as possible. 
Rodolphe went into th^gffice of his uncle Theodore and 
lived with him, and after trying two or, three 

^ades, found -work on onel^the Rhine steamers plying 
Detween Mainjf and Cologne»nd he used to come back 
dnly when he wanted money. ^Christopher was left alone 
with his mqther in the house, l|hich was too la^e for 
them ; and the meagreness of tl|^ resourpes, ftmd th^ 
payx^ent of *c6rt^ debts which ha^^en discovei^d after 
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his father’s' deaths forced them, whatever paiij it m%ht ■ 
cost, to seek, another more lowly and less expensive 
dwelling. 

They found a little flat,—two or tl^ree rooms on the 
second floor of a house in the Market Stree^^'^t was a 
noisy district in the middle of the town, far from the 
river, far from the trees, far from the country and all the 
familiar places. But they had to consult reason, not 
sentiment, and Christopher found in it a fine opporturiity 
fhr gratifying his bitter creed of self-mortification. 
Besides the owner of the ^ouse, old registrar Euler, was* 
a frijiid of his grandfather, and knew the family : that 
was enough for Louisa, who was lost in'her empty house, 
and was irresistibly drawn towards those who had known 
the creatures whom she had loved. 

They got ready to leave. They took long draughts of 
the bitter melancholy of the last days passed by the sad, 
beloved fireside that was to be left for<cver. They dared 
hardly tell their sorrow : they weref ashamed of it, • or 
afraid. Both thought that they ought not to show their 
weakness to each other. At table, sitting alone in a dark 
room with half-closed shutters, they dared not raise their 
voices : they ate hurriedly and did not look at each ot^-. 
for fear of not being able to conceal their trouble. 
parted as soon as they had finished. Christonjy^fwent 
back to his work ; but as soon as he was free fc^Tmoment, 
he would come back, go stealthily hopie^^id treep on 
tiptoe to hL% room or to the attic. Thejif w^ould shut 
the door, sit down in a corner on an dr trunk or on the 
window-ledge, or stay there without t^mking, letting the 
indefinable buzzing and humming ojjfthe old house, which 
trembled with the lightest tread, tpill through him. His 
heart would tremble with it. would listen anxiously 
for th^ faintest breath in or oj/ of doors, for the creaking 
of floors, for all the impej(r ptible familiar noises: he 
knew them all. He would J^e consciousness, his thoughts 
would be filled with Uio hj^ges of the past, and he would 
issue from his stupor ojprfty at the sound of St^int Martin’s 
l;!ock, K'nimding hii^^at it wa.s time to go. 

In th«k room lK;lo’9<^iim he could h^ar l^uisA’s footfteps 
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^passing softly 4o and fro, then for hours she Qould not be 
heard; ^e made no. noise. Chefefbpher would* listed 
iutently. Hje would go down, a little uneasy, as one is 
for a long time after a great.misfortune. He would push 
th^€S*> ajar ; Lmiisa would turn her baek*on him ; she 
would be sitTing in front of a cupboard in the midst of a 
heap of things—rags, old belongings, odd garments, 
treasures, which she had brought out intending to sort 
them. But she had not strength for it; everything re¬ 
minded Jber of something ; she would turn and turn itjn 
^ her hands and begin to dream; it would drop from her 
hands ; she would stay for hoars together with Her arms 
hanging down, lying back exhausted in a chair, given up 
to a stupor of sorrow. 

Poor Louisa was now spending most of her life in the 
past—that sad past, which had been very niggardly of 
joy for her ; but she was so used to suffering that she was 
still grateful for ^e least tenderness shown to her, and 
thp pale lights wnjch had shone here and there in the 
drab days of her life, were still enough to make them 
bright. All the evil that Melchior had done her was for¬ 
gotten ; she remembered only the good. Her marriage 
had been the great romance of her life. If Melchior had 
drawn into it by a caprice, of which he had quickly 
ref^i^ed, j^lie had given herself with her whole heart; she 
thougnfevbat she was loved as much as she had loved ; and 
to Melqjii^^,:he was ever most tenderly grateful. She did 
not try to uy'"")rstand what he had become in the sequel. 
Incapable of sw *mg reality as it is, she only knew how to 
bear it as it isj^iiumbly and honestly, as a woman w^ho 
has no -need of unoterstanding life in order to be abk- to 
live. What she could not explain, she left to God for 
eYplanation. In her fl(mgular piety, she put upon God 
the responsibility for all^^ injustice that she had suffered 
at the hands of Melchior ^ the others, and onlj*visited 
mem with the«good that tfts^had given her. And so her 
Jife of misery had left her \^|h no bitter memory. She 
only felt worn out—weak as s^i?fas—by those years of 
privation ahd fatigue. And noW that Melchioryaas ly) 
longer there, now that two of hi^ona were g'Jjhe from 
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their home, and the third seemed to be able to do withant - 
‘her, she had Iosif allr-Jieart for action; she Was 'tired, 
sleepy ; her Will was stupefied. She was going through 
dne of those crises of neurasthenia which often come upoja- 
active and indastrious people in the doclin^of life,* ,.hen 
some unforeseen event deprives them of every reason for 
living! Shh had not the heart even to finish the stocking 
she was knitting, to tidy the drawer in which she was 
looking, to get up to shut the window; she would sit 
tJiere, without a thought, -without strength-^save for 
recollection. She was conscious of her collapse, and was 
aHha;.4i^d of it or blushed ior it ; she tried to hide it from 
her son ; and Christopher, wrapped up ,in the egoism of 
his own grief, never noticed it. No doubt he was often 
secretly impatient with his mother’s slo\\Tiess in speaking, 
and acting, and doing the smallest thing ; but different 
though her ways were from her usual activity, ho never 
gave a thought to the matter until thep. 

Suddenly on that day it came home to him for the f^st 
time when he surprised her in the midst of her rags, turned 
out on the floor, heaped up at her feet, in her arms, and 
in her lap. Her neck was drawn out, her head was 
bowed, her face was stiff and rigid. When she heard him 
come in she started ; her wdiite cheeks wx^ro laiffusod 
red; with an instinctive movement she tried the 

things she w'as holding, and muttered with arrfiwkward 
smile . 

“ You seci, I was sorting ...” > ^ 

The sight of the poor soul strandoc^,.uong the relies 
of the past cut to his heart, and ho filled wdth pity. 
Blit he spoke with a bitter asperity xad seemed ^o scold, 
to drag her from her apathy : y * 

“ Come, come, mother ; you mVA not stay there, in the 
middle of all that dust, with tl^yroom all shut u.p ! It is 
not good for you. You musi^ull yourself together, ai^d 
have done with all this.” 


“Yes,” said she meckl 

She tried to get up lo njja the things back in the drawer. 
But sat down agaii^Ct once and listlessly let .them fall 
trom he* hands. 
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^ “Oh ! I can’ib . . .* I can’t,** eho moaned. “ I shall 
nevoivfiniffh !** ^ 0^1 •* « 

Ha was frightened. Ho leaned over her.* Ho caressed 
her forehead with his hands.. 

mother^what is it ?*’ he said. •“.Shall I*holp 
you ? Are yt>u ill 1” 

She did not answer. She gave a sort of -stifled sob. 
He took her hands, and knelt down by her side, the better 
to see her in the dusky room. 

“ Mother !’’ ho said anxiously. 

Louisa laid her head on his shoulder and burst into tearS. 
“ My boy, my boy,” she crjed, holding close to him. 
“ My boy ! . . . You will not leave me ? Promise mo 
that you will not leave in<^ ?” 

His heart was torn w’ith ])ity. 

“ No, mother, no. I will not leave you. What made 
you think of such a thing ?” 

“ T am so unhappy ! They have all left me, all. . . 

She pointed to things all about her, and he did not 
know whether she was speaking of them or of her sons 
and the dead. 

“You will stay with me ? You will not leave me ? . . , 
What should I do, if vou went too ?” 

T “ I will not go, I tell you ; we will stay together. Don’t 
I promise.” 

She v';?nt on weeping. She could not stop herself. 
Ho dried liheeyes wdth his handkerchief. 

“ W^lfat is *, • mother dear ? Are you in pain ?” 

“ I don’t kiiv'v ; I don’t know what it is,” She tried 
to calm herself aii^ to smile. 

“ I da try to be^nsible. I do. But just nothing at 
all makes me cry. You see, I’m doing it again. . . . 

PV>rgive me. I am stupid. I am old. I have no 
strength left. I have nlyiaste for anything any more. I 
am no good for anythin^^I wish I were buried ^ ith all 
the rest. . . .**. 

, He held her to him, close,’Hjce a child. 

“ Don’t worry, mother; b^oalna; don’t think about 
it ” 

Gradually she grew quiet. 
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“ It is foolish. I am ashamed. . . • *Biit what iaJt J 
"Whafrisit ‘ ^ 

She who had always worked so hard could not under¬ 
stand wh}^ her strength had suddenly snapped, and she 
was humiliated to the very depths "of h^ being*: ' He 
})rctended not to see it. 

“A little weariness, mother,*’ ho said, tr\dng to speak 
carelessly. “ It is nothing ; you will see ; it is nothing.” 

But he too was anxious. From his childhood he had 
heen accustomed to see her brave, resigned, <n silence 
withstanding every test. And he was astonished to see 
her suddenly broken : he was afraid. 

He helped her to sort the things scattered on the floor. 
Kvcr 3 ^ now and then she would linger over something, but 
he would gently take it from her hands, and she suffered 
him. ^' 

Hi Di 

From that time on he took pains to bp more with her. As 
soon fis he had finished his work, instead shutting hlmpclf 
up in hiis room, as ho loved to do, he would return to her. 
He felt her loneliijpss and that she was not strong enough 
to bo left alone: there was danger in leaving her alone. 

He would sit by her side in the evening near the open 
window looking on to the road. The view w^ould sl^’,^ 
disappear. The people were returning kopie. dim'tle 
lights appeared in the houses far off. They .^d seen it 
ail a thousand times. But soon they wo^f^u sf>e it no 
more. They would talk disjointedl 3 ^ TYfr/ would point 
out to each other the smallest of the^^niliar incidents 
and expectations of the evening, with fresh 

interest. They would have long Jmimate silences, or 
Louisa, for no apparent reason, would tell some reminis¬ 
cence, some disconnected story ^at passed through her 
mind. Her tongue was loosei^ little now that she felt 
that she was with one who hjlMid her. She tried hard to 
talk. It was difficult for for she had grown used to 
living apart from her fam^; she looked upon her sons 
and her husband as t6o arever to talk to her, and she had 
\ieverS^ared to join in^eir conversation. Christopher’s 
tender^b,re was a njf^^tliing to her and infinitely sweet. 
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^hoijgh it made her afraid. She deliberated! over her 
words'; she found it difficult to^^^press herself', her 
sentences werp left unfinished and obscured Sometimes 
she was ashamed of what she .was saying ; she would look 
at hfr son, and stop in the middle of her narrative. 'But 
ho would press her hand, and she would be reassured. 
He was filled with love and pity for the childish, motherly 
creature, to whom he had turned when he was a child, 
and now she turned to him for support. And he took a 
mclanchcjy pleasure in her prattle, that had no interest 
|or anybocly but herself, in her trivial memories of a life 
that had always been joyless ^ind mediocre, thdugh it 
seemed to Louisa^to be of infinite w'orth. Sometimes he 
would try to inujrrupt her; he was afraid that her 
memories would make her sadder than ever, and he would 
urge her to sleep. She wduld understand what he was at, 
and would say with gratitude in her eyes : 

“ No. I assure yyu, it does one good ; let us stay a little 
longer.” ^ 

They would stay until the night was far gone and the 
neighbours were abed. Then they would say good-night, 
she a little comforted by being rid of some of her trouble, 
he with a heavy heart under this new burden added to 
t;^. which ahead}' he had to bear. 

t 

The day came for their departure. On the night before 
they stiiye(!?t.longer than usual in the imlighted room. 
They did no .speak. Every now and then Louisa 
moaned: “Dear God! Dear God!” Christopher tried 
to keep her attention fixed on the thousand details of 
the morpow’s removal. She would not go to bed ui&til 
ho gently compelled her. But when he went up to his 
robin he did not go to Led for a long time. Leaning out 
• of the window, he tried ^gaze through the darkness, to 
see for the last time iheViioving shadows of th» rivei 
beneath the hcMise. He he^^the wind in the tall trees 
ki Minna’s garden. The sky^as black. There was nc 
one in the street. A cold rait v^s just falling. The 
weathercocl& creaked. In a hoifre near by a chiJf^vas 
crying. The night weighed aiming 
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heaviness upon the earth and upon hia Tho^dull, 

chiming ol .the hcfL-^the cracked note of the'halves and 
quarters, dropped one after another into the grim silence, 
•broken only by the sound of the rain on the roofs and the 
coiyoles. , ^ 

When Christopher at last made up his'lbaind to go to 
bed, chilled in body and soul, he hoard the window below 
him shut. And, as he lay, he thought sadly that it is 
cruel for the poor to dwell on the past, for they have no 
right to have a past..like the rich : thej^ have,no homo, 
*ho corner of the earth wherein to house their memories : 
theii joys, their sorrows^ all their days, are scattered iii 
the wind. 

4c 4c 

Next day in berating rain they moved their scanty 
furniture to their new dw’^efiing.* Fischer, the old furniture 
dealer, lent them a cart and a pony ; he came and heaped 
them himself. But they could not take everything, for 
the rooms to which they wore going* were much smaller 
than the old. Christopher had to make his mother leave 
the oldest and most useless of their belongings. It was 
not altogether easy ; the least tiling had its worth for 
her : a shaky table, a broken chair, she wished to leave 
nothing behind. Fischer, fortified by the authority^f 
his old friendship with Jean Michel, had to join Christ^^^or 
in complaining, and, good fellow that he was* and under¬ 
standing her grief, had even to promise to^ee|> some of 
her precious rubbish for her against the day when she 
should wan*t it again. Then she agreed to tciar herself away. 

The tw'O brothers had been told of the removal, but 
T-lsnst came on the night before to say that he^rfC’ould not 
be there, and Rodolphe appeared for a momor]^ about 
noon ; he watched them load the furniture, gave sc/me 
advice, and went away again kpking mightily busy. 

The procession sot out j|f!^ugh the muddy streets. 
Christopher led the horse^^mich slipped* on the greasy 
cobbles. Louisa walked^^ her son’s side, and tried to 
shelter him from thevamr And so they had a melancholy 
hottt^ircoming to the da&p rooms, that were*made darker 
•than^^r by the coming from the lowering sky. 
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They could not*have fought against the depression that 
was upon them had it not been for thw attentions of 'their * 
landlord and his family. But, when the caft had driven 
away, as night fell, leaving the furniture heaped up iri 
the a^om, and Christopher and Louisa were sitting, ^om 
out, one on a box, the other on a sack, they heard a little 
dry cough on the staircase; there was a knock at the 
door. Old Euler came in. He begged pardon elaborately 
for disturbing his guests, and said that by way of cele¬ 
brating tteir first evening he hopejd that they would bo 
kind enough to sup with himself and his family. Louisa, 
stunned by her sorrow, wished to refuse. Chri^copher 
was not much mpre tempted than she by this friendly 
gathering, but the old man insisted and Christopher, 
thinking that it would be better for his mother not to 
spend their first evening *in their new homo alono with 
her thoughts, made her accept. 

They went dowm to the floor below, where they found 
the, whole family ccfllectcd: the old man, his daughter, 
his son-in-law, Vogel, and his grandchildren, a boy and a 
girl, both a little younger than Christopher. They clus¬ 
tered around their guests, bade them w'clcome, asked if 
they wore tired, if they were pleased with their rooms 
if^ey needed anything; putting so many questions 
illChristopher in bewilderment could make nothing 
of them, for everybody spoke at once. The soup was 
placed oji the table ; they sat down. But the noise went 
on. Amalia, Euler’s daughter, had set herself at once 
to acquaint Louisa wdth local de^iails : with the topography 
of the district, the habits and advantages of the house, 
the timoavhen the milkman called, the time when she got 
up, the.variouR tradespeople and the.prices that she paid. 
Slfc did not stop until she had explained everything. 
Louisa, half-asleep, tried^ard to take an interest in the 
information, but the remai', s which she ventured showed 
that she had*,understood fet a w'ord, and provoked 
Amalia to indignant exclama^n and repetition of every 
Jet ail. C>ld Ilegisirar Euler tri^ to Explain to CliristojAer 
th(* difficglthis uf a musical career. Christopher 
neighbour, Eosa, Amalia’s daughte%||ever stoppecUalkm^ 
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from the jiioment when they sat down-^so volubly, that 
Rhe had no time IcHbreathe ; she lost her br&ath*^in the 
middle of a sentence, but at once she Wcas off again. • Vogel 
Vas gloomy and complained of the food, ancl there were 
embittered*arguments on the subject.* Amalia, Kule.'. th(; 
girl, left off talking to take part in the discussion ; and 
there wer^s endless controversies as to w’hethor there was 
too much salt in the stew or not enougli; they called eac'h 
other to witness, and, naturally, no two opinions were 
Jhe same. Each despised his neighbour’s taste, and 
thoimht only his own healthv and reasonable. Thev 

p t •' 9 

might* have gone on argving until the Lust Judgment. 

But, in the end, they all joined in cvying out upon the 
bad w^eather. They all commiserated Louisa and Chris¬ 
topher upon their troubles, and in terms which moved 
him greatly they p^aisc^d him* for his courageous <M>nduet. 
'JTiey took groat pleasure in recalling not only the mis¬ 
fortunes of their guests, but also thejr owm, and tliose of 
their friends and all their acquaiijtance, and they all 
agreed that the good are always unhappy, and that therl^ 
is joy only for the selfish and dishonest. They decided 
that life is sad, that it is quite useless, and that they 
w^ere all bolter dead, w^ere it not the indubitable will of 
Ood that they should go on living so as to suffer^-As 
these ideas came very near to Christopher’s actual ^^si- 
mism, he thought the better of his landlord, and (closed 
Ills eyes to their little oddities. , 

When he w^ent upstairs again with his mother to the 
disordered rooms, they were weary and sad, but th(^y felt 
a little less lonely; and while Christopher lay awake 
through the night, for he could not sleep becmisc of his 
weariness and the noise of the neighbourhood, and 
listened to the heavy carts shaking the walls, and‘the 
breathing of the family sleepj^g below, he tri^eil to per¬ 
suade himself that he woulc^e, if not happy, at least less 
unhappy here, with thesejpod people —a little tire.some, 
if the truth be told—wborsuffered from like misfortunos, 
,w^ seemed to undbrst^d him, and whom he thought 
^be if^erstood. * • 

But^wheir at las^^ did fall asleep, he was roused un- 
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pleasantly at dftwn by the voices of his neighbours 
arguing, add the creaking of a pump worked furiously 
by soiAeone who was in a hurry to swill the yard and the 
stairs. 

Justus Euler was a little bent old man. with uneasy, 
gloomy eyes, a red face, all lines and pimples, gajp-toothed, 
with an unkempt beard, with which he was for over 
fidgeting with his hands. Very honcvst, quite able, pro¬ 
foundly moral, he had been on quite good terms with, 
(Christopher’s grandfather. He was said to be like him. 
And, in truth, he was of the sam^ generation and brought 
up with the same principles ; but he lacked Jean Michel’s 
strong physique, that is, while he was of the same opinion 
on many points, fundamentally ho was hardly at all like 
him, for it is temperament tar more than ideas that makes 
a man, and whatever the divisions, fictitious or real, 
marked between njen by intellect, the great division 
bctwei^i men and men is into those who are healthy and 
those who are not. Old Euler was not a healthy man. 
He talked morality, like Jean Michel, but his morals were 
not the same as Jean Michel’s ; he had not his sound 
stomach, his lungs, or his jovial strength. Everything 
in ^ler and his family wa.s built on a more parsimonious 
antftiggardly plan. He had been an official for forty 
years, was now retired, and suffered from that melancholy 
that comes from inactivity" and weighs so heavily upon 
old men, who have not made provision in their inner life 
for their last years. All his habits, natural and acquired, 
all the habits of his trade had given him a meticulous 
and peevish quality, which was reproduced to a certsfin 
extent in each of his children. 

ffis son-in-law, Vogel, a clerk at the Chancery Court, 
• was fifty years old. i’all, strong, almost bald, with gold 
spectacles, fairly good-looking, he considered himsMf ill, 
and no doubt was so, although obviously he did not have 
the diseases which he thought he had, but only a mind 
soured by the stupidity of his calling and a body ringed 
to a certain extent by his sedentary life. Very industrious, 
not without.merit, even culturedto a point, was 
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a victim of our ridiculous modern life,*or like so many 
clerks, locked up uT their offices, he had succumbed to 
^the demon of hypochondria. One of those unfortunates 
whom Goethe called “ ein trauriger, ungriechischer Hypo- 
choivdrist a gloomy and un-Greek hypochondriac *’— 
and pitied, though he took good care to avoid them. 

Amalia'was neither the one nor the other. Strong, 
loud, and active, she wasted no sympathy on her hus¬ 
band’s jeremiads ; she used to shake him roughly. But 
mo human strength can bear up against living- together, 
and wjien in a household one or other is neurasthenic, thf 
chances are that in time they will both be so. In vain 
did Amalia cry out upon V'ogel, in vain did she go on 
prote-sting either from habit or because it was necessary ; 
next moment she herself^ w'as lamenting her condition 
more loudly even than ho, ‘and, passing imperceptibly 
from scolding to lamentation, she did him no good ; she 
increased his ills tenfold by loudly singing chorus to his 
follies. In the end not only did sh<5 crush the urfhappy 
Vogel, terrified by the propoitions assumed by his own 
outcries sent sounding back by this echo, but she crushed 
everybody, even herself. In her turn she caught the 
trick of unwarrantably bemoaning her health, and her 
father’s, and her daughter’s, and her son’s. It became 
a mania ; by constant repetition she came to believe "^at 
she said. She took the least chill tragically ; she was 
uneasy and worried about everybody. More than that, 
when they, were well, she still worried, because of the 
sickness that was bound to come. So life was passed in 
perpetual fear. Outside that they were all in fairly good 
hehlth, and it seemed as though their state of •continual 
moaning and groaning did serve to keep them well. 
They all ate and slept and worked as usual, and the life 
of this household w^aa not relaxed for it all. . Amalia’s 
activity was not satisfied with working frpm morning, to 
night up and down the house ; they all had to toil with 
her, and there was for ever a moving of furniture, a wasfe- 
windows, a polishing of floors, a sound of voices, 
^foot^ps, quivering, movement. 

’ihft^two •childroill^jrushed by such loud authority. 
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leaviag nobody ^Hone, seemed to find it natural enough 
to subTtnit^o it. The boy, Leonard, was ^oOd-looking, 
though insignificant of feature, and stiff in manner. The^ 
girl, Itosa, fair-haired, with pretty blue eyes, gentle and 
aifec^onate, would •have been pleasing e^ecially w\th 
the freslmess of her delicate complexion, and her kind 
manner, had her nose not been quite so latge or so 
aw^kwardly placed ; it made her face heavy and gave her 
a foolish expression. She was like a girl of Holbein, in 
the gallery at Basle—the daughter of Burgomaster Meier# 
sitting, w'ith eyes cast down, her hands on her jenees, 
her fair hair falling down to hen shoulders, looking em¬ 
barrassed and aslviined of her uncomely nose. But so 
far Rosa had not been troubled by it, and it never had 
broken in upon her inexhaustible chatter. Always her 
shrill voice w'as heard in the house telling stories, always 
breathless, as though she had no time to say everything, 
always excited and* animated, in spite of the protests 
whigii'sho drew frorn her mother, her father, and even 
her grandfather, exasperated, not so much because she 
w'.us for ever talking as because she prevented them talking 
themselves. For these good people, kind, loyal, devotod 
—the very cream of good people—had almost all the 
virtues, but they lacked one virtue which is capital, and 
is tJfb charrp of life : the virtue of silence. 

Christopher was in tokaant mood. His sorrow had 
softened*his intolerant and emphatic temper. His ex¬ 
perience of the cruel inditference of the elegant made him 
more conscious of the worth of these honest folk, graceless, 
and devilish tiresome, wdio had yet an austere conception 
of life, and because they lived joylessly, seemed to him 
to live •without weakness. Having- decided that they 
wore excellent, and that he ought to like them, like the 
“German that ho was, he tried to persuade himself that 
he did in fact^liko them. But he did not succeed ; he 
lacked that eaK}4 (ilermanic idealism, which does not wish 
la SCO, and does not see, jvhat w'ould be displeasing to its 
sight, for fear of disturbing the vtvf proper tranquility, 
of its jtidgnrcnt and the pleasantness of its existdRce. 
On the contrary, he never was so ions of the (J^ects' 
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of these people as when he loved thorn,*when he W 3 .nted 
‘ to love them absolutely without reservation ; it was a sort 
of unconscious loyalty, and an inexorable demand for 
‘truth, which, in spite of himself, made him more clear¬ 
sighted, and 'more exacting, with what was deare*'t to 
him., And it was not long Ijcfore he began to bo irritated 
by the oddities of the family. They made no attempt to 
conceal them. Contrary to the usual habit they displayed 
every intolerable quality tlioy possessed, and all the good 
Jn them w^as hidden. . So Christopher told him^^elf. for he 
jud{7cd himself to have been unjust, and tried to surmount 
bis first impressions, and tf^ disc,ovcr in them the cxci'llcnt 
qualities which they so carefully conce(ilcd. 

He tried to converse wuth old Justus Euler, vho asked 
nothing better. He had,a secret sympathy with him. 
remembering that his grandfather had liked to praise 
him. But good old Jean Michel had more of the pleasant 
faculty of deceiving himself aboi\t his friends than 
Christopher, and Christopher soon s^iw that. In voii) did 
ho try to accept Euler’s memories of his granilfathcr. 
He could only get from him a dlscoloun^d caricature of 
Jean Michel, and scraps of talk that wore utterly un¬ 
interesting. Euler’s stories used invariably t-o begin with ; 

“ As I used to say to your poor grand father. . . 

He could remember nothing else. He had heard xuily 
what he had said himself. 

Perhaps Jean Michel used only to listcm in jhe same 
way. Most friendships are little more than arrangements 
for mutual satisfaction, so that each party may talk 
about himself to the other. But at least Jean Michel, 
however naively he used to give himself up to .the delight 
of talking, had sympathy which he was always ’cady to 
lavish on all sides. He was interested in everything ; he 
always regretted that he was no longer fifteen, so as to 
be able to see tho marvellous inventions of the new 
generations, and to share their thoughts. ' Ho had the 
quality, perhaps tho most prepious in life, a curiosity 
^iljlways fresh, never'changing wuih the years, born anew 
. every morning. He bad not the talent'to. turn this 
‘ gift tf» account; biiATiuw many men of talen.t might envy 
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him \m Most men*die at twenty or thirty ; thercyafter they 
are only reflections of themselves : for the rest of their 
lives ttiey are.aping themselves, repeating from day to 
day more and more mechanically and affectedly what they 
said find did and thcmght and loved when they*were al^re. 

It was so long since old Euler had been alive, and he 
had been such a small thing then, that what Was left of 
liim now was very poor and rather ridiculous. Outside 
his former trade and his family life he knew nothing, and 
^wished to Jknow nothing. On every subject he had ideas, 
jeady-made, dating from his youth. He pretended to 
some knowledge of the arts, l^ut he clung to certain 
hallowed names of men, about whom he was for ever 
reiterating his emphatic formulae : everything else was 
naught and had never been. When modern interests were 
'mentioned he would not listen, and talked of something 
else. Ho declared that he loved music passionately, and 
he would ask ChristQpher to play. But as soon as Chris¬ 
topher; who had been#caught once or twice, began to play, 
the old fellow would begin to talk loudly to his daughter- 
in-law, as though the music only increased his interest in 
everything but music. Christopher would get up ex¬ 
asperated in the middle of his piece; no one would notice 
it. There were only a few old airs—three or four—some 
ver^ beautiiul, others very ugly, but all equally sacred, 
which were privileged to gain comparative silence and 
absolute .approval. With the very first notes the old 
man would go into ecstasies, tears would come 4^0 his eyes, 
not so much for the pleasure he was enjoying as for the 
pleasure which once he had enjoyed. In the end Christopher 
had a horror of these airs, though some of them, like the 
Addaidt of Beethoven, were very dear to him: the old 
maii was always humming the first bars of them, and 
never failed to declare, “ There, that is music,” contemp¬ 
tuously comparing it with “ all the blessed modern music, 
in which there is no melody.” Truth to tell, he knew 
nothing whatever about it. 

His son was better educated and* kept in touch wjjtjj 
artistic movements ; but that was even worse, for ms 
judgment there was always a dispdni|||ing tinge, ^nt he 

VOL. |U. * ^ 
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was lackipg neither in taste nor intelligence ; but he 
could not bring himself to admire anything modern. He 
would have "disparaged Mozart and Beethoven, iS they 
"had been contemporary, just as ho would have acknow¬ 
ledged the merits of Wagner and Richard Strauss, had 
they been dead for a century. His discontented temper 
refused to allow that there might be great men living 
during his own lifetime ; the idea was distasteful to him. 
He was so embittered by his wasted life that ho insisted 
on pretending that every life was wasted, thj^jb it could 
not be otherwise, and that those who thought the oppo¬ 
site, or pretended to tlijnk so, were one of two things : 
fools or humbugs. 

And so he never spoke of any new celebrity except in a 
tone of bitter irony, and as ho was not stupid he never 
failed to discover at the first glance the weak or ridiculous • 
side of them. Any new name roused him to distru.st; 
before he knew anything about the man he was inclined 
to criticize him—because he knew^, nothing about him- 
If he was sympathetic towards Christopher it was because 
he thought that the misanthropic boy found life as evil 
as he did himself, and that he was not a genius. Nothing 
so unites the small of soul in their suffering and discontent 
as the statement of their common impotence. Nothing 
so much restores the desire for health or life to those whf/are 
healthy and made for the joy of life as contact with the 
.stupid pessimism of the mediocre and the sick, who, 
because thejy are not happy, deny the hajipiness of others. 
Christopher felt this. And yet these gloomy thoughts 
were familiar to him; but he was surprised to find them 
on Vogel’s lips, where they were unrecognizivble ; more 
than that, they were repugnant tb him ; they offended him. 

He was even more in revolt against Amalia’s ways. 
The good creature did no more than practise Christopher’s, 
theories of duty. The word was upon her Ups at every 
■ turn. She worked unceasingly, and ws^ted everj^'hody 
to work as she did. Her work was never directed towards 
making herself and 6thers happier ; on the contrary. It 
almost seemed as though it was mainly * inleuded to 
' incongnode •everyb^l^, and to make life as .disagreeable 
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as possible so as to sanctify it. Nothing would induce 
her for a*moment to relinquish her holy duties in the- 
housdiold, that sacrosanct institution whicfe in so manv 
women takes the place of all other duties, social and 
monal. She would-have thought herself loet Jiad she^not 
on the same day, at the same time, polished the wooden 
floors, cleaned the windows, polished the door-handles, 
beaten the carpets, moved the chairs, the cupboards, the 
tables. She was ostentatious about it. It was as though 
it was anoint of honour with her. And after all, is it 
^not in much the same spirit that many women conceive 
and defend their honour 1 It is a sort of piece furni¬ 
ture which they h.ave to keep polished, a well-waxed floor, 
cold, hard—and slippery. 

The accomplishment df*her task did not make Frau 
Vogel more amicable. She sacrificed herself to the 
trivialities of the household, as to a duty imposed by 
Gcutl.*’ And she desjjsed those who did not do as she did, 
those who rested, and were able to enjoy life a little in 
the intervals of work. She would go end rouse Louisa 
in her room when from tune to time she sat down in the 
middle of lier w^ork to dream. Louisa would sigh, but 
she submitted to it with a half-ashamed smile. Fortu¬ 
nately, Chyi.vtopher knenv nothing about it; Amalia used 
to wait until ho had gone out before she made these 
irrupticyis into their rooms, and so far she had not directly 
attacked him ; he would not have put up wiUi it. When 
he was with her he was conscious of a latent hostility 
within himself. What he could least fo.rgive her was the 
noise shew made. He was maddened by it. When he 
was locked in his room—a little low room looking out on 
the yard—with the window hermetically scaled, in spite 
of the want of air, so as not to hear the clatter in the 
house, he could not escape from it. Involuntarily he 
was forced fd listen attentively for the least sound 
fioming up from below, and when the terrible voice which 
penetrated all the walls broke out ttgain after a moment 
of silence h6 was filled with rage ; ho would shout, Jcainp 
with his foot, and roar insults through tj^e wait. 
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In the general uproar, no one ever itoticedii ; they thought 
* he was composing. He would consign Frau Ve?gel to the 
depths of heil. He had no respect for her, nor eateem 
to check him. At such times it seemed to him that he 
wowld have preferred the loosest and most stupid of 
women, if only she did not talk, to cleverness, honesty, 
all the virtues, when they make too much noise. 

His hatred of noise brought him in touch with Leonard. 
In the midst of the general excitement the boy was the 
only one to keep calm, and never to raise his vpice more 
at one moment than another. He always expressed him¬ 
self ..otrectly and deliberately, choosing his words, and’ 
never hurrying. AraalW, simmering, never had patience 
to wait until he had finished ; the whole family cried out 
upon his slowness. He did not worry about it. Nothing 
could upset his calm, resj)ectf\ll deference. Christopher 
was the more attracted to him when he learned that 
Leonard intended to devote his life to the Church, and 
his curiosity was roused. ^ 

With regard to religion, Christopher was in a queer 
position ; he did not know himself how he stood towards 
it. He had never had time to think seriously about it. 
He was not well enough educated, and he was too much 
absorbed by the difficulties of existence to be able to 
analyze himself and to set his ideas in order. His violeSice 
led him from one extreme to the other, from absolute 
faith to complete negation, without troubling to find out 
whether in either case he agreed with himself. When he 
was happy te hardly thought of God at all, but ho was 
quite ready to believe in Him. When he was unhappy 
he thought of Him, but did not believe ; it seemed to him 
impossible that a Gad could authorize unhappiness and 
injustice. But these difficulties did not greatly exercise 
him. He was too fundamentally religious to think much 
about God. He lived in God ; he had no need to believe 
in Him. That is well enough for the weak*and worn, for 
those whose lives are anaemic. They aspire to God, as ^ 
plant does to the sum The dying cling to life. But he 
wfSPbears in his soul the sun and life, what hoed has ho 
to seek them-outsidqgbi'nself f 
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Christc^her would probably never have bothered about, 
these, questions had ho lived alone. But the obligations 
of social life forced him to bring his thoughts to bear on 
thege puerile and useless problems, which occupy a pjace 
out of all proportion in the world ; it is iinpossible not 
to take them into account since at every st^p they are 
in the way. As if a healthy, generous creature, over¬ 
flowing with strength and love, had not a thousand more 
worthy things to do than to worry as to whether God 
exists orlio ! . . . If it were only*a question of believiifg 
in God ! But it is needful to believe in a God, of what¬ 
ever shape or size and colour an(i race. So far Christopher 
never gave a thought to the matter. Jesus hardly occu¬ 
pied his thoughts at all. It was not that he did not love 
Him : he loved Him when, he thought of Him : but he 
never thought of Him. Sometimes he reproached himself 
for it, was angry with himself, could not understand why 
he did not take more interest in Him. And yet he pro- 
feffied, all his famil.^ professed ; his grandfather was for 
ever reading the Bible; he went regularly to Mass ; he 
served it in a sort of way, for he was an organist; and he 
set about his task conscientiously and in an exemplary 
manner. But when he left the church he would have 
be<gi hard put to it to say what he had been thinking 
about. Ha set himself to read the Holy Books in order 
to hx his ideas, and he found amusement and even 
pleasure in them, just as in any beautiful strange books, 
not essentially different from other books, \^hich no one 
ever thinks of calling sacred. In truth, if Jesus appealed 
to him, Beethoven did no less. And at his organ in 
Saint Florian’s Church, when he accompanied on Sundays, 
he-was*more taken up with his organ than with Mass, and 
he was more religious when he played Bach than when 
he played Mendelssohn. Some of the ritual brongjit him 
to a fervour cf exaltation. But did he then love God,, 
or was it only Ihe music, as an imprudent priest said to 
Kim one day in jest, without thinJiisg of the unhappiness 
which his quip might cause in him? Anybody eWo 
would nof have paid any attentiqnto it, ai^i would not 
have changed hig mode of living-^||o many peoftle put 
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, up with nofc.knowing what they think !) But Cjirwtepher 
was cursed y ith an awkward need’ for sincerity, which 
filled him w'ith scruples at every turn. And when scruples 
carye to him they possessed him for ever. He tortured 
himself; he t£ought that ho had a^ted with diiplihity. 
Did he believe or did he not ? . . . Ho had no means, 
material or intellectual—(knowledge and leisure are 
necessary)—of solving the problem by himself. And yet, 
it had to be solved, or he %vas either indifferent or a 
hypocrite. Now, he ^Vas incapable of being cither one or 
the '^tkor. 

He tried timidly to so^md those about him. They all 
seemed to be sure of themselves. Christopher burned to 
know their reasons. He could not discover them. Hardly 
did he receive a definite' answer ; they always talked 
obliquely. Some thought him arrogant, and said that 
there is no arguing tlicsc things, that thousands of men 
cleverer and better than himself had believed without 
argument, and that he needed only tA do as they had done. 
Idiero w'crc sojne who were a little hurt, as though it 
were a personal affront to ask them such a question, and 
yet they wt'sre of all perhaps the least certain of their 
facts. Others shrugged their shoulders and said with a 
smile : ‘‘ Bah ! it can’t do any harm.*’ And their sjaLle 
said : “ And it is so useful! . . .” Christopher despised 
them with all his heart. 

He had tried to lay his uncertainties before a piicst, but 
he W'as dis6ouraged by the experiment. He could not 
discuss the matter seriously with him. Though his inter¬ 
locutor was quite pleasant, he made Christopher feel, 
quite politely, that there was no real equality between 
them ; he seemed to assume in advance that his supbrio^rity 
was bo^mnd dispute, and that the discussion could not 
exceed the limits which he laid down for it, without a • 
. kind of impropriety ; it was just a fencini^bout, and w^as 
quite inoffensive. When Christo})her washed to exceed 
the limits and to ask questions, which the worthy mai> 
pleased not to answer, he stopped Jiack with a 
tpatrQnizing.smile, and a fc^w Latin quotatiohs, and a 
falhefty objurgati (|^{6 pray, pray thfii.t God would en- 
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lightw him. . Clirisfcopher issued from the ^ interview 
humiliates and wounded by his look of polite -superiority. • 
Wron^ or righj;, he would never again for anything in the 
world have recourse to a priest. He admitt^ that thesd 
meif were his supcric^s in intelligence or by»reason of tkeir 
sacred calling; but in argument there is neither superiority, 
nor inferiority, nor title, nor age, nor name ; nothing is of 
worth but truth, before which all men are equal. 

So he was glad to find a boy of his own age who be¬ 
lieved. He asl^ed no more than belief, and he hoped that 
, Leonard would give him good reason for believing. He 
made Jidvances to him. Leonajd replied with his usual 
gentleness, but without eagerness; he was never eager 
about anything. As they could not carry on a long con¬ 
versation in the house without being interrupted every 
' moment by Amalia or the did man, Christopher proposed 
that they should go for a walk one evening after dinner. 
Leonard was too pdite to refuse, although he would gladly 
ha^e got out of it, fo* his indolent nature disliked walking, 
talking, and anything that cost him an effort. 

Christopher had some difficulty in opening up the con¬ 
versation. After two or three awkward sentences about 
trivialities he plunged with a brusqueness that was almost 
brutal. He asked Leonard if he were really going to bo 
a priest, and if he liked the idea. Leonard was nonplussed, 
and looked at him uneasily, but when ho saw that Chris¬ 
topher was not hostilely disposed he was reassured. 

“ Yes,” ho replied. “ How could it be otljerwise ?” 

“ Ah !” said Christopher. “ You are very happy.” 
Leonard was conscious of a shade of envy in Christopher’s 
voice and*was agreeably flattered by it. He altered his 
iAann(?r, became expansive, his face brightened. 

“ Yes,” ho said, “ I am happy.” He beamed. 

“ What do you do to be so ?” asked Christopher. 

Before replying Leonard proposed that they slwmld sit 
down on a quiet s^at in the cloisters of Saint Martin’s: 
From there they could see a comer of the little square, 
planted with acacias, and beyond itibhe town, the country, 
bathed in tlie evening mists. The Rhine flowed at the 
foot of the-hill. _ An old deserted ^Hpietery, with^ravefe* 
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lost under the rich grass, lay iif sluirtber beside, Jbhem 
• behind the closed gates. * 

Leonard bftgan to talk. He said, with his eyes shining 
with contentment, how happy he was to escape from life, 
to have found*a refuge, where a mantis, and for ever«wili 
be, in shelter. Christopher, still sore from his wounds, 
felt passionately the desire for rest and forgetfulness ; but 
it was mingled with regret. He asked with a sigh : 

“ And yet, does it cost j’ou nothing to renounce life 
altogether ?” . » 

“Oh!” said Leonard quietly. “What is there to. 
regret ? Isn’t life sad and ugly ?” 

“ There are lovely things too,” said Christopher, look¬ 
ing at the beautiful evening. 

“ There are some beautiful things, but very few.” 

“ The few that there are are yet man^*^ to me.” 

“ Oh, well! it is simply a matter of common sense. 
On the one hand a little good and much evil ; on the 
other neither good nor evil on eartj;i, and after, infiuite * 
happiness—how can one hesitate ?” 

Christopher was not very pleased with this sort of 
arithmetic. So economic a life seemed to him very poor. 
But he tried to persuade himself that it w'as wisdom. 

“ So,” he asked a little ironically, “ there is no risk 
of your being seduced by an hour’s pleasure*?’’ • 

“ How foolish ! When you know that it is only an 
hour, and that after it there is all eternity 1” 

“ You are, quite certain of eternity ?” 

“ Of course.” 

Christopher questioned him. He wa.s thrilled with 
hope and desire. Perhaps Leonard would aV last give 
him impregnable reasons for believing. With what a 
passion he would himself renounce all the world to follow 
him to Gk>d. 

At first Leonard, proud of his role of apostle, and con¬ 
vinced that Christopher’s doubts were o»fy a matter of 
form, and that they would of course give way before his 
fir s t arguments, relieePupon the Holy Books, the authority 
oTthe Gospel, the miracles, and traditions. Bub he began 
to gro^ gloomy wh^^after Christopher had-listened for 
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a fe^wainutesl lie stopped him and said thjbt he was 
answering questions with questions, and that’he had not * 
asked’him to tell exactly what it was that hfe was doubt¬ 
ing, but to give some means of resolving his doubts’ 
Leoftard then had ta realize that Christopher was m«ch 
more ill than he seemed, and that he would only allow 
himself to be convinced by the light of reason. But he 
still thought that Christopher was playing the free 
thinker—(it never occurred to him that he might be so 
sincerely)# He was not discouraged, and, strong in hi§ 
recently acquired knowledge, he turned back to his 
school learning: he unfolded higgjledy-piggledy, witli more 
authority than order, his metaphysical proofs of the 
existence of God and the immortality of the soul. Chris¬ 
topher, with his mind at stretch, and his brow knit in 
the effort, laboured in silence, and made him say it all 
over again ; tried hard to gather the meaning, and to take 
. it to himself, and to*follow the reasoning. Then suddenly 
ho4>urst out, vowed»that Leonard was laughing at him, 
that it W’as all tricks, j(\sts of the fine talkers who forged 
words and then amused themselves with pretending that 
these words w'ero things. Leonard was nettled, and 
guaranteed the good faith of his authors. Christopher 
shrugged his shoulders, and said with an oath that they 
w’efe only humbugs, infernal writers ; and he demanded 
fresh proof. 

Leonard perceived to his horror that Christopher was 
incurably attainted, and took no more int-eirost in him. 
He remembered that he had been told not to waste his 
time in arguing with sceptics,—at least when they stub¬ 
bornly refcse to believe. There was the risk of being 
shakeil himself, without profiting the other. It was 
better to leave the unfortunate fellow to the will of GkKi, 
who, if He so designs, would see to it that the sceptic 
was enlightened : or if not, who would dare to go Against 
the will of God*? Leonard did not insist then on carry¬ 
ing on the discussion. He only said gently that for the 
time being there was nothing to be*done, that no reason¬ 
ing couldr sliow the way to a man who was determined 
not to see it, and. that Cliristophe? upst pray and jippeal 
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to Grace ; nothing is possible without that ^ hfi^miist 
' desire grace, and the will to believe. 

“ The will!” thought Christopher bitterly. “ So* then, 
God will exist because I will Him to exist ? So then, 
de^th will not exist, because it pleases me to denj^ it ? 
.... Alas ! How easv life i.s to those who have no 
need to see the truth, to those who can see what they 
wish to see, and are for ever forging pleasant dreams in 
which softly to sleep !” In such a bod, Christopher knew 
well that ho would never slec^p. ... • 

L oqard went on talking. He had fallen back on his 
favourite subject, the s^veets of the contemplative life, 
and, once on this neutral ground, he was inexhaustible. 
In his monotonous voice, that shook with the pleasure 
in him, he told of the joys of the; life in God, outside, 
above the world, far from noise, of which he S[)okc in a 
sudden tone of hatred (he detected it almost as much as 
(/hristopher). far from violence, far* from frivolity, far. 
from the little niiseries that one ha» to suffer every (iay, 
in the w^arm secure nest of faith, from which you can 
contemplate in peace the wretchedness of a strange and 
distant world. And as ChrLstoplier listened, ho per¬ 
ceived the egoism of that faith. Leonard saw that. He 
hurriedly explained : the coniem})]ative life w’as not a 
lazy life. On the contrary, a man is more active in 
pra 3 ’er than in action. What wrould the world be without 
prayer ? You expiate the sins of others, you koar the 
burden of theur misdeeds, you ofTer up j’our talents, you 
intercede between the world and God. 

ChrLstopher listened in silence with increasing hostility. 
He was conscious of the h.ypocrisy of such rcfiunciation 
in Leonard. He was not unjust enough to tounie 
hypocrisy in all those who believe. He knew well that 
with a few, such abdication of life comes from the im- 
possibtlity of living, from a bitter despair^ an appeal to 
death,- that with still fewer, it is an ecstasy of passion. 

. . . (How long does it last ?) . . . But with tl» 
njAjority of men is fl not too often the cold reasoning 
of souls more busied with their own ease and peace than 
Vith 4he haj)pines others, or with truth ? And if 
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sincei*tte iQpn are*consmoiis of it, how much they roust 
suffer^by such profanation of their ideal! . . 

Leonard was quite happy, and now set forth the beauty 
and harmony of the world, seen from the loftiness of the 
Divine roost: belo^ all was dark, unjust,* sorrowful; 
scon from on high, it all became clear, luminous, ordered : 
the world was like the works of a clock?, perfectly 
ordered. . . . 

Now Christopher only listened absently. Ho was 
asking hl^nself: “ Does he believ-o, or does he believji 
that he believes ?” And yet his own faith, lys own 
passionate desire for faith wag not shaken. Not the 
mediocrity of soul, and the poverty of argument of a fool 
like Leonard could touch that. ... 

Night came down over, the •town. The scat on which 
they wore sitting wa.s in darkness : the stars shone out, 
a white mist came up from the river, the crickets chirped 
. under the trees iiv the cemetery. The bells began to 
rir/g : first the highest of them, alone, like a pinmtive 
bird, challenging the sky : then the st‘cond, a third lower, 
joine^d in its plaint: at last came the deepest, on the fifth, 
and seemed to answer them. The three voices were 
merged in each other. At the bottom of the towers there 
was a buzzing, as of a gigantic hive of bees. The air 
and the boy’s heart quivered. Christopher held his 
breath, and thought how poor w'as the music of musicians 
compared with such an ocean of music, with all the 
sounds of thousands of creatures : the former, the free 
world of sounds, compared with the world tamed, cata¬ 
logued, coldly labelled by human intelligence. He sank 
and sank Into that sonorous and immense world without 
contiifents or bounds. ... 

And when the great murmuring had died away, when 
the air had ceased at last to quiver, Christopher w^oke up. 
He looked abyut him starts. . . . He knew nlbthing. 
Around him and in him everything was changed. There 
t^as no God. . . . 

As with {aith, so the loss of faith is often equally a 
flood of grace, a sudden light. Reason counts for 
nothing : the siq^llest thing is enca|gh—a tvord, ^ilencd. 
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the sound of bells. A man walks, 'dreams. jBJcpeots 
nothing. Suddenly the world crumbles away. * All about 
.him is in rufhs. He is alone. He no longer believes. 

Christopher was terrified, and could not understand 
hefw it had cDme about. It was like the flooding* 0 ! a 
river in the spring. . . . 

Leonard’s voice was still sounding, more monotonous 
than the voice of a cricket. Christopher did not hear it: 
he heard nothing. Night was fully come. Leonard 
rtopped. Surprised to find Christopher motitnless, un- 
eas because of the lateness of the hour, ho suggested 
that they should go ho^e. Christopher did not reply. 
Leonard took his arm. Christopher trembled, and look^ 
at Leonard with wild eyes. 

“ Christopher, we must'go home,” said Leonard. 

“ Go to hell!” cried Christopher furiously. 

“ Oh! Christopher! What have 1 done ?” asked 
Leonard tremulously. He was dumfounded. 

Christopher came to himself. • • 

“ Yes. You are right,” he said more gently. ” I do 
not know what I‘m saying. Go to God ! Go ito God !”• 

He was alone. He w'as in bitter distress. 

“Ah! my God! my God!” he cried, wringing his 
hands, passionately raising his face to the dark sky. 
“ Why do I no longer believe ? Why can J believ4 no 
more ? What has happened to me ? . . .” 

The disproportion between the wreck of his fail h and 
the conversation that he had just had with Leonard was 
too great: it was obvious that the conversation had no 
more brought it about than that the boistcrousness ('f 
Amalia’s gabble and the pettiness of the t^eople with 
whom he lived were the cause of tlio upheavah which 
for some days had been taking place in his moral resolu¬ 
tions. These were only pretexts. The uneasiness had 
not edme from without. It was within himself. He felt 
‘ stirring in his heart monstrous and unknown things, and 
he darc^d not rely on his thoughts to face the evil. The 
evil ? Was it evilN A languor, an intoxication, a 
. voluptuous agony filled all his being. He was*no longer 
Viast^ff of himself, ^n vain he soueht to fortify himself 
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with Mgjtormer Steicisuf. His whole being crashed down. 
Ho haaa sTidden consciousness of the vast world, burning, 
wild, a world immeasurable. . . . How it swallows up 
God ! 

Only for a moment* But the whole balanca of his old 
life was in that moment destroyed. 


There was only one person in the family to whom 
Christopher paid no attention : this was little Rosa. She 
was not bSautiful; and Christophet, who was far from* 
beautiful himself, was very exacting of beauty in o<tbers. 
He had that calm cruelty of youih, for which a woman 
does not exist if she be ugly,—unless she has passed the 
age for inspiring tenderness, and there is no need to feel 
•for her anything but grave, peaceful and quasi-religious 
sentiments. Rosa also was not distinguished by any 
especial gift, although she was not without intelligence ; 
and she w^as cursed with a chattering tongue, which drove 
ChriiTtopher from he^. And he had never taken the 
trouble to know her, thinking that there was in her 
nothing to kno\v ; and the most he ever did was to glance 
at her. 

But she was of better stuff than most girls ; she was 
certf^^ily better than Minna, whom he had so loved. She 
was a good girl, no coquette, not at all vain, and until 
Christopher came it had never occurred to her that she 
was plaiiT, or if it had, it had not worried her : for none 
of her family bothered about it. Whenever her grand¬ 
father or her mother told her so out of a desire to grumble, 
she only laughed : she did not believe it, or she attached 
no importance to it: nor did they. So many others, 
just-as plain, and more, had found someone to love them ! 
The Germans are very mildly indulgent to physical im¬ 
perfections*: they cannot see them : they are even^able 
to embellish them, by virtue of an easy imagination w'hich 
finds unexpected* qualities in the face of their desire to 
m^e them like the most illustriousjexamples of human 
beauty. Old JCuler would not have needed much urging 
to make him declare that his granddaughter had the nose 
of the LudoVisi Juno. Happily he grumpf to 
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pay complimentB: and Rosa, Tinconeefned about the 
shape of her nose, had no vanity except in the tCbcdmplish- 
ment, with the ritual, of the famous household duties. 
She had accepted as Gospel all that she had been taught. 
She hardly. ev«er went out, and she had very little standard 
of comparison; she admired her family naively, and 
believed v/hat they said. She was of an exj)ansive and 
confiding nature, easily satisfied, and tried to fall in wuth 
the monrnfulness of her home, and docilely used to repeat 
^the pessimistic ideas wdiieh she heard. She w^a^ a creature 
of devotion—alw^ays thinlcing of others, trying to please, 
sharing anxieties, guessing at what others wanted ; she 
had a great need of lo\*mg w'itliout demanding anything 
in return. Naturally her family took advantage of her, 
although they w^ere kind and loved her : but there is 
alwnys a temptation to take advantage of the love of* 
those who are absolutely delivered into your hands. Her 
family wore so sure of her attentions that they were not 
at all grateful for tiuMU : whatever ^ne did, the}^ expected 
more. And then, she w^as clumsy ; she was awkward 
and hasty ; her movements were jerky and boyish ; she 
had outbursts of tenderness whicdi used to end in disaster : 
a broken glass, a jug upset, a door slammed to : things 
which let loose U))on her the wrath of everybody in the 
iiousc. She was always being snubbed and would go and 
weep in a corner. Her tears did not Iasi long. She 
would soon smile again, and bt'gin to chatter ^dthout a 
suspicion qf rancour against anybod 3 \ 

Christopher’s advent was an important event in her 
life. She had often hoard of him. (hristoplier bad some 
place in the gossip of the towm : ho was a §ort of little 
local celebrity : his name used often to recur in the family 
conversation, especially when old Jean Michel w^as alive, 
who, proud of his grandson, used to sing his j)raises to 
all of his acquaintance. Rosa had seen ihe j^oung 
musician once or twice at concerts. J»Vhen she heard 
that he was coming to live with them, she clapped Jjer 
hands. »Sho was ffiernly rebuked for her breach of 
manners and became confused. She saw no harm in it. 
In £^ife so 'monotoiious as hers, a new lodger was a great 
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distraction. SMe*spcn<t tho last few days before his 
arrivaP in~a fever of. expectancy. She was fearful lest 
he should not liite the house, and she tried hard to make 
every room as attractive as possible. On the morning of' 
his {wrival, she even f)ut a little bunch of flowers on the 
mantelpiece to bid him welcome. As to herself, she took 
no care at ail to look her best; and one glance was enough 
to make Christopher decide that she was plain, and 
slovenly dressed. She did not think the same of him, 
though shtt had good reason to do. so : for Christopher,, 
busy, exhausted, ill-kempt, was even more ugly^ than 
usual. ]lut Rosa, who was incapable of thinking the 
least ill of anybody, Rosa, who thought her grandfather, 
her father, and her mother, all perfectly beautiful, saw 
Christopher exactly as she had •expected to see him, and 
’julmired him with all her heart. She was frightened at 
sitting next to him at table ; and mifortunately her shy¬ 
ness took tho shape,of a flood of words, which at once 
filienated Christopher’^ syinpa lilies. She did not see this, 
and that first evening remained a shining memory in her 
life. When she was alone in her room, after they had 
all gone upstairs, siio heard the tread of the now lodgers 
as they walked over her head ; and the sound of it ran 
joyously through her; the house seemed to her to have 
taken new life. 

The next 'morning for the first time in her life she 
looked aj herself in the mirror carefully and uneasily, 
and without exactly knowing the extent of \ier misfor¬ 
tune she began to be conscious of it. She tried to decide 
about her features, one by one ; but she could not. She 
was filled '\^ilh sadness and apprehension. She sighed 
deeply,,rand thought of introducing .certain changes in 
her‘toilet, but she only made herself look still more plain. 
She conceived the unlucky idea of overwhelming Chris¬ 
topher with her kindness. In her naive desire k) be 
always seeing Her new friends, and doing them service, 
sh^^ was for ever going up and down the stabs, bringing 
them some utterly useless thing, rnsisting on helping 
them, and. always laughing and talking and shouting. 
Her 25eal and jiior stream of talk could ^nly be interrupted 
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by her mother *s impatient voice c&lling4i^r. Christopher 
looked grim ; but for his good resolutions he fiSust have 
lost his temper quite twenty times. He restrained him- 
*self for two days ; on the third, he locked his door. Rosa 
knocked, called, understood, went downstairs in diseanay, 
and ,did not try again. When he saw her he explained 
that he was very busy and could not be disturbed. She 
humblj’' begged his pardon. She could not deceive her¬ 
self as to the failure of her innocent advances : they had 
jaccomplished the opposite of her intention u they had 
alienated ChrLstophor. He no longer took the trouble to 
conceal his ill-humour ; he did not listen when she talked, 
and did not disguise hvs impatience. She felt that her 
chatter irritated him, and by force of will she succeeded 
in keeping silent for a part of the evening : but the thing 
was stronger than herself : suddenly she would break out 
again and her words would tumble over each other more 
tumultuously than ever, Christopher would leave her 
in the middle of a sentence. She was not angry with him. 
She was angry with herself. She thought herself stupid, 
tiresome, ridiculous : all her faults assumed enormous 
proportions and she tried to wrestle with them : but she 
was discouraged by the check upon her first attempts, 
and said to herself that she could not do it, that she was 
not strong enough. But she would try agv.in. • 

But there were other faults against which she was 
powerless : what could she do against her plainness ? 
There was no doubt about it. The certainty of her mis¬ 
fortune had suddenly been revealed to her one day when 
she was looking at herself in the mirror ; it came like a 
thunderclap. Of course she exaggerated the evil, and 
saw her nose as ten times larger than it was ; it«..seemed 
to her to fill all her face ; she dared not show herself ; 
she wished to die. But there is in youth such a power 
of hope that these fits of discouragement never lasted 
long : she would end by pretending tbAt she had been 
mistaken ; she would try to believe it, and for a moment 
or two would actually succeed in thinking her nose quite 
ordinary and almost shapely. Her institict made her 
‘ attoimpt, though very clumsily, certain childish tricks, a 
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way of^ doitig fie? haiif so as not so much to show her 
forehead and so accentuate the disproportion of her face. 
And yet, there was no cciquotry in her ; no thought of love^ 
Jiad crossed her mind, or she was iineonsrious of it. 
She •asked little: ncitliing but a little friendship: hut 
Christopher did not siiv)w any inclination to give her 
tliat little. It seemed to that she would 4iave been 
j)erfeetly ha]>py had he only ( ondescended to say good- 
day when they met. A fii< iidly good-evening with a 
little kindgoss. But Chrhdoplier usually looked so hard* 
and so cold ! It chilled her. He never said anything 
disagreeable to her. but she would rather have had cruel 
rejwoaches that} sitch cruv i 

One evening Chri.stoftlior wa.s playing his piano.. He 
had taken up his quarter’s in little attic at the top of 

’the house so as not to be so much disturb'd bv the noise. 

« 

Downstairs fiosa was listening to him. deeply moverl. 
Slie loved music, thotigh her taste was bad and unformed. 
While her mother wa^therc, she stayed in a corner of the 
room and bent over her sowing, apptirently ai)sorbed in 
h()r worlc ; but he^^ heart was with the sounds coming 
from upstairs, and she wishcid to miss nothing. As soon 
as Amalia went out for a walk in the neighbourhood, 
Rosa leaped to her feet, threw down her sewing, and went 
upstmirs wdth her lu'nrl bt\iting until she came to the 
attie door. »^hc held her brc'ath and laid her car against 
the door^ vShe staycid like that until Amalia returned. 
She vent on tijjtoe, taking care to make no ngise, but as 
she was not very siire-fooied, and was alwa 3 "s in a burr}', 
she was alwa\\s trif>])ing u])on the stairs ; and once "while 
slie was listening leaning forward with her cheek glued 
to tlie kc\vho1o, she lost he-r balance, and banged her fore- 

. head against the door. She was so alarmed that she lost 
her bicjath. The piano stopped dead ; she could not 
escape. She was getting uji when the door oi)8ned. 
Christopiicr sa\t Iku', glared at her furiously, ancl then 
without a word, oiaislu'd her aside, walked angrily down- 
stairs, and went out. He did not veturn until dinner¬ 
time, paid ,no*heed to the despairing looks with which 
she asked his pardon, ignored her ^istenc^e, and«.ior 

voi« u. 
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several weeks he never played at 'all. Rosa se<’i‘^‘Uy shed 
many tears ; no one noticed it, no one paid any attention 
^ to her. Ardently she prayed to God . . for what ? 
She did not know. She had to confide her grief in some¬ 
one. She was sure that Christophhr detested her. 

And, in spite of all, she hoped. It was enough for 
her if Christopher seemed to show any sign of interest 
in her. if he appeared to listen to what she said, if he 
pressed her hand with a little more friendliness than 
»'usual. ... '' 

A few imprudent words from her relations set her 

imagination off upon a false road, 

* 

*. * 

The whole family was filled with sympathy for Chris¬ 
topher. The big boy of sixteen, serious and solit.ary, 
who had such lofty idcuis of his duty, inspired a sort of 
respect in them all. His fits of ill-temper, his obstinate 
silences, his gloomy air, his brusque manner, were noc 
surprising in such a house as that. Frau Vogel, herself, 
who regarded everj^ artist as a loafer, dared not re]>roach 
him aggressively, as she would have liked to do, with the 
hours that he spent in star-gazing in the evening, leaning, 
motionless, out of the attic window, overlooking the yard, 
until night fell; for she know that during the rest cf the 
day he was hard at w’ork with his lessons ; and she 
humoured him—like the rest—for an ulterior motive wiiich 
no one expressed, though everybody knew it. 

Rosa had se^n her parents exchanging looks and 
mysterious whisperings when she was talking to Christo¬ 
pher, At first she took no notice of it. Then she was 
puzzled and roused by it; she longed to know what they 
were saying, but dared not ask. 

One evening when she had climbed on to a garden seat 
to untie the clothes-line hung between two trees, she 
leaned on Christopher’s shoulder to jitirp down. Just 
at that moment her eyes met her gran&fathor’s and her 
father’s ; they were, sitting smoking their pipes, and 
leaning against the wall of the house. Tli^ two men 
winked at each other, and Justus Euler said to Vogel r 
‘‘*^They will maC i a fine couple.” 
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Vog?>1-.nudged ftim, leeing that the girl was, iLstcning, 
and he covered his remark very cleverly—(or so he 
thought)—with a loud “ Hm ! hm !” that* could have, 
been lioard twenty yards away. Christopher, whose back 
was •turned, saw nothing, but Rosa w'as se bowled o'ssor 
by it that she forgot that she was juni})ing down,, and 
R])raincd her foot. 8he would have fallen* had not 
Christopher caught her, muttering curses on her clumsi¬ 
ness. She had hurt herself badly, but she did not sJvow 
it; she hardly tliougld of it; she thought only of whati 
she had just hoard. She walked to her room ; evc;y step 
was agony to her ; she stiffened herself against it so as 
not to let it bo seen. A delicfious, vague uneasiness 
surged through her. Shf3 fell into a chair at the foot of 
, her bed and hid her face in the (Joverlet. Her cheeks were 
burning ; tlu^re were t(‘ars in her eyes, and slie laughed. 
She was ashamed, she wished to sink into the depths of 
,the earth, she could nrd hx her idt^as ; her blood beat in 
her teniph's, there wcao sharp pains in hcT ankl(‘.; she was 
in a fevtrisli stiijjor. \'agucly she heard sounds outside, 
ehiklrvm crying and ])laying in the street, and her grand- 
fatlier’s words were ringing in her ears ; she was thrilled, 
she laughed softly, she blushed, with her face buried in 
the eiderdown : she pra^’od, gave thanks, desired, feared— 
she loved. 

Her mother called her. She tried to get up. At the 
first step she felt a pain so unbearable that she almost 
fainted ; her head swam. She thought she going to 
die, she wdshed to die, and at the same time she wished 
to live with all the forces of her bedng, to live for the 
promised happiness. Her mother came at last, and the 
W'hole diousehold was soon excited. She was scolded as 
usual, her ankle was dressed, she was put to bed, and 
:sank in to. the sweet bewilderment of her physical pain 
and her inward joy. The night was sweet. . . .* The 
smallest memorv of that dear evening was hallowed for 
her. She did not think of Christopher, she knew not 
wliat she thought. She was happy.* 

TJio next tla 3 % Cliristopher, who thought himself in 
some measure responsible for the acei^mt, catoe to ixtike • 
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inquiries,’-and for the time ho made Roina-^show of 
affection for her. She wns filled with gratitude, and 
-blessed her sprained ankicj. 8ho would gladly have 
suffered all her life, if, alPher life, she might have such 
—She had to lie down for s(n*eral days and liover 
move ; she spent them in turning over and over her 
grandfather’s woi’ds. and considering them. Had he 
said: 

“They will ...» 

' Or: 

“ d'h(^v would . . . 

* 

But it was possible tivat he had never said an^’thing of 
the kind ?—Yes. Mi'- had saiil it; she was certain of 

it, . . . What! l.)id tliey not .see that she was ugly, 
and that Cliiastophor could npt bear her ? . . . But it 
was so good to hu])e ! She came to believe that perhaps 
she had been wrong, that she was not as ugly as she 
thought; she would sit up on her sofa to tr\^ and see 
herself in the mirror on the w'al^ opposite, above the 
mantelpiece ; she did not know w'hat to think. After all, . 
her father and her grand 1‘allier were better judges than 
herself ; peojile cannot tell about thom^elvos. . . . Oh ! 
Heaven, if it were |>ossible ! . . . If it could bo . , . if, 
she never dared think it, if . , . if she wia’C pretty ! . . . 
Perhaps, also, she had exaggerated ('lirisGopher’s knti- 
pathy. No doubt he was indiiTcrent, and afUsr the 
interest he had sliowm in her the day after the accident 
did not bollicr about her any more ; he forgot to inquire ; 
but Rosa made excuses for him, he wa.s so busy ! How 
should he think of her ? An artist cannot be judged 
like other men. ... 

And yet, resigned though she was, she could not help 
expecting with beating heart a word of sym])ai}iy from 
him when he came near her. A word onlv. a look . . 
her imagination did the rest. In the begiyning love needs 
so little food ! It is enough to see, to tqpch as you pass ; 
such a power of dreams flows from the soul in such 
momemts, that almost of itself it can create its love : a 
trifle can plunge it into ecstasy that later, 'when it is 
mdre satisfied, ai^? in proportion mqre exacting, it will 
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hardly fipd again Vheif at last it docs possess the object 
of its desire.—Rosa lived absolutely, though no one knew 
it, in a romance of her own fashioning, pieded together, 
by herself : Christopher loved‘her secretly, and was too 
shy f'O confess his l<n%, or there was some stupid reason, 
fanlastic or romantic, delightful to the imagination of 
tlic sentimental little ninny. She fashioiu’n.l endless 
stories, and all perfectly absurd ; she knew it herself, but 
tried not to know it; ^lie lied to herself voluptuously for 
days and da\ s as .she lient over her ^sewing. It made her* 
forget to talk : lier flood of words was turned iijward, 
like a river which suddenly di^^ajipcars underground. 
But then the river took its rcvf^ige. What a debauch 
of .speeches, of unutterc^d oouversations whif'h no. one 
• heard but herself! Sennetimef? her lips woukl move as 
they do with })eopl(‘. who have to siicll out the syllables 
to tliems(‘Ives as they read so as to under>land them. 

When her dreams h‘ft lier she- was hapjiy and sad. She 
know that things wei« not as she had just told herself : 
but slie was left with a rotk'cted hapiiiiu'ss, and had greater 
confkkaice for her life. She did not despair of winning 
Christo})her. 

She (lid not admit it to herself, but she set about doing 
it. With the sureness of instinct that great affection 
brinj:s, the ay^kward. iguorant girl ('(uitiived immediately 
to find the road by whicli she luiglit reach htir beloved’s 
heart. S^ho did not turn directly to him. But as soon as 

K. 

she was better and could once more walk aboiwt the house 
sho approached Louiia. Tlie smallest excuse served. 
8he found a thousand little services to render her. When 
she went C4it she never failed to undertake various 
eiTondri : she spared her going to the* market, arguments 
with tradespeophi, she would fetch water for her from 
the pump, in the yard : she clean(‘d the windows and 
polished the floors in spile of Loui.sa’s protestationsT who 
was confused when she did not do her work alone ; but 
sho was so weary that she had not the strength to oppose 
anybody who came to help her. Christopher was out 
alfday. Louisa felt that she was deserted, and the com¬ 
panionship of tl:yt) affectionate, c^ttorin^ girl ^iras < 
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pleasant to her. Rosa took up her qnhrters in Jier room. 
She brought her sewing, and talked all the time. By 
, ohimsv devices she tried to bring con versa tion round to 
Christopher. Just to heai' of him, even to hear his name, 
made her hajjpy ; her hands would tremble ; she would 
sit with downcast ej^es. Louisa was delighted to talk 
of her beloved C^hristopher, and would tell little tales of 
his childhood, triviid and just a little ridiculous ; but 
there was no fear of Rosa thinking them so : she took a 
groat joy, and there was a dear emotion lor her, in 
imagining C’hristopher as a child, and doing all the 
tricks and having all the darling waj’^s of chihlren : in 
her the motherly tondoniess which lies in the hearts of 
ail women was miiif^lcd deliciously with that other 
tenderness ; she would laiigli, hcartil}’ and tears would 
come to her eves. Louisa was touched bv the inten'st 

• t 

that Rosa took in her. She gues:ed dimly wtiat was in 
the girl’s heart, but she never let ii* appear that she did 
so ; but she was glad of it ; for of all in tlie house she 
only knew the wortli of tlie girl's heart. iSomcfi?nes she 
would stop talking to look at her. Rosa, surprised by 
her silence, w^ould raise her eyes from her work. Louisa 
would smile at her. Rosa w'ould throw herself into her 
arms, suddenly, passionately, and would hide her face 
in Louisa’s bosom. 1’hen they w^ould go bfe working and 
talking, as if nothing had happened. 

In the evening when C-hristopher came homo», Louisa, 
grateful for Rosa’s attentions, and in pursuance of the 
little plan she had made, always praised the girl to the 
skies. Christopher was touched by Rosa’s kindness. He 
saw how much good she was doing his motKer, in whose 
face the^re was more serenity: and he would thank her 
effusively. Ro.sa would murmur, and escape to conceal 
her embarrassment; so she appeared a thousand times 
more intelligent and sympathetic to Chrjstopher than if 
she had spoken. He looked at her less ivith a prejudiced 
eye, and did not conceal his surprise at finding unsus¬ 
pected qualities in her. Rosa saw that; sl^e marked the 
progress that she made in his sympathy and thought 
thfri- his sympathy would lead to lovq. She gave herself 
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up more than'erer tt) her dreams. She came near to 
believing with the beautiful presumption of' youth that • 
what you desire with all your being is always accom¬ 
plished in the end. Besides, how was her desire un¬ 
reasonable ? Should not Christopher hcuve.been more 
sensible than any other of her goodness and her affee- 
tionate need of self-devotion ? 

But Christopher gave no thought to her. He esteemed 
her ; but she filled no room in his tlioughts. He was 
busied wMi far other things at the .moment. Christopher 
was no longer Christopher. He did not know himself. 
He was in a raighty travail that was like to sweep every¬ 
thing away, a complete upheaval 

* 

* 

Chi‘istopher was conscious *of extreme weariness and 
great uneasiness. He was for no reason worn out; his 
head was heavy, his e^^es, his cars, ail his senses were 
dumb and throbbing. He could not give his attention 
to anything. His fnind leaped from one subject to 
another, and was in a fever that sucked him dry. The 
perpetual fluttering of images in his mind made him gidd}’'. 
At first he attributed it to fatigue and the enervation of 
the first days of spring. But spring passed and his 
sicicness only grew worse. 

It was wliat the poets who only touch lightly on things 
call the unease of adolascence. the trouble of the cherubim, 
the waking of th© desire of love in the young body and 
soul. As if the fearful crisis of all a man’s being, breaking 
up, dying, and coming to full rebirth, as if the cataclysm 
in which everything, faith, thought, action, all life, seems 
like to be 1>lottcd out, and then to be new-forged in the 
convulsions of sorrow and joy, can be reduced to terms 
of a child’s folly ! 

All hisr body and soul were in a ferment. He watched 
them, having, no strength to struggle, with a mix*ture of 
curiosity and disgust. He did not understand what was 
Happening in himself. His whole being was disintegrated. 
He spent days together in absolute torpor. Work was 
torture to him. At night he slept heavily and in snatches,, 
dreaming liionstroiiBly, wdth gusts o^eshe ; the soif* of A 
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beapi wa% racing madly in himi Bilrning, bathed in 
' sweat, he watched himself in horror ; he tried to break 
fr('o of the ‘crazy and unclean thoughts .that possessed 
him. and lie wondered if he were going mad. 

(The day gave him no shelter from*his brutish thoughts. 
Tn the depths of his soul he felt that he was slipping 
doum and down ; there was no stay to clutch at: no barrier 
to keep back chaos. All his defences, all his citadels, 
with the quadruple rampart that hemmed him in so 
.proudly—his God, hi.s-art. his pride, his moral*'faith—all 
was crumbling away, falling piece by piece from him. He 
saw hiju rlf naked, bound, lying unable to move. lU?e a 
corpse on which vermin tiwarm. He had spjiMns of revolt: 
wdiero was his will, of which ho was so ]>roi!d ? He called 
to it in vain : it was like'the ('ITorts that one makes in 
!-l< e]). knowing that one is dn^aining. and trying to awake, 
'tiicn one succeeds onlv in falling from ojie dream to 
another like a lump of lead, and in keing more and more 
ehoked by tbe sutlooation of the soirf in bondage. At last 
lie found that it was less painful not to struggle. He 
deri<led not to do so, with fatalistic apathy and dc.-pair. 

The even tenor of liis life seemed to ho broken up. 
Xow. he slij'pcd doum a subterranean crevasse and was 
like to disap]jcar ; now lie bound(‘,d np again witli a violent 
jerk. The chain of his days was snapped.*' the midst 
of the even plain of the hours gn^at gaping holes would 
open to ensrulf his soul, (.‘hristopher looked ok at the 
spectacle as,-though it did not concern him. Everything, 
every bod y,—and himself- -were stra nge to hi m. Ho wont 
about his business, did his w'^ork, automatically : it seemed 
to him that; the machinery of his life might ^top at any 
moiri(‘iit: the wheels were out of g(^a.r. At dinner wdih Im 
mother and the others in the onihcstra with the musicians 
and the audience, siuldenlv thc;r(j would be a. void and 
emplilies.s in his brain : ho would look sf-upidly at the 
' grinning faces about him : and he could Jiot understand. 
He would ask himself : 

“ What Is there betVeen these creatures and . . . t” 

He dared not even say : 

. . nmkmc.” _ 
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For he know n6t wHbther he existed. He would speak 
and his voice would seem to issue from another body. 
He would move, and he saw his movements from afar., 
from above—from the top of a* tower. He would pass his 
haifU over his face, ahd his eyes would wa.ftdcT. Ho via,s 
often near doing crazy things. 

It was especially wdien he was most in public that he 
had to keep guard on himself. For example, on the 
evenings when he went to the Palace or wais playing in 
public, a'hen he w’ould suddenly -be seized by a terrifie 
desire to make a face, or say something outrasrepus. to 
pull the Grand Duke's nose, or to take, a running kick 
at one of the ladies. One wiioleeVi'ning while he. was eon 
ducting the orchestra, he stniggU^d aec.inst an insensate 
flesire to undress him.self in public ; and he was haunted 
by the idea from the moment uhon he tried to ehcf'k it : 
he had to exert all hi'< strength not to give way to it 
When ho issued from the brute striigL^le he. was (iri})ping 
with sweat and his m^nd was blank. He was really mad. 
It was enough for him to think that lie mc.st not do a 
thing for it to fasten on him with the maddening tenacity 
of a fixed Mea. 

So his life w'os spent in a scries of unbridled outbreaks 
and of endless falls into emptiness, A furious wind in the 
(h?sert. Wl'v'nee came this wind ? From what abyss 
came these d(^sires thc.t vrenehed his bodv and mind ? 


He was•!ike a bow stretched to breaking point by a strong 
hand,—to wliat end unknown ?—which then springs back 
like a piece of dead wood. Of what force w’as he the 
prey ? He dareil not jirobe for it. He f(‘lt that he was 
beaten, humiliated, and ho would not face his defeat. 
Hg was w'cary and broken in sjiirit. • He understood now 
the people whom formerly he had despised : those who 
• will not see awkward truth. In the cm}>ty hours, when 
lie r(;membcre<J that time w'as passing, his worlt negTocted, 
the future lost* he was trozeii with terror. But there ‘ 
WHS no reaction ; and his cowardice found excuses in 
desperate affirmation of the void fh which he lived : he 
took a bhter delight in abandoning himself to it like a 
wreck on the wafers. W’hat was good'of figbHjag ?* 
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There nothing beautiful, nor ^ood * neither God, nor 

life, nor being of any r-ort. In the- street as he walked, 

suddenly th^ earth would sink away from him : there was 

neither ground, nor air, nor liglit, nor himself: there 

was notliing. •Ho would fall, his head would drag •him 

down, face forwards ; ho could hardlv hold himself 

* 

up : be wfTs on the point of collapse. He thought he was 
going to die, suddenly, struck do\^Ti. He thought he 
w'as dead. . . . 

• Christopher was growing a new skin. Christopher was 
growing a new soul. And seeing the. worn-out and rotten 
soul of Ins childhood falling away ho never dreamed that 
he was taking on a neV one, young and stronger. As 
through life we change our bodies, so also do we change 
our souls : and the rnetanV)rpbosis does not always take. 
place slnwly over many daj’s ; there are times of crises 
when the whole is suddenly renewed, 'j'ho adult changes 
hi.s soul. The old soul that is east off dies. In those, 
hours of anguish we think that a4l is at an end. And 
Iho whole thing begins again. A life diCvS. Another life 
has already come into being. 

* 

* « 

One night he was alone in his room, with his elbow on 
his desk undtT the light of a candle. His l^aek was turned 
to the windoM'. He was not working. Hetiad not boon 
able to work for weeks. Everything was twisting and 
turning in his head. He had brought everythiftg under 
scrutiny at'once ; religion, morals, art, the whole of life. 
And in the general dissolution of his thoughts was no 
method, no order : he had }»lunged in^o the reading of 
boolLs taken haphazard from his grandfather’s lietero- 
geneous library or from Vogel's collection of Books: 
books of theology, science, pliilosophy, can odd lot, of 
which he understood nothing, having everything to learn 
he could not finish any of them, and the middle of 
them went off on divagations, endless w'himsies, which left 
him weary, empty, j^id in mortal sorrow. * 

So, that evening, he wais sunk in an exhausted torpor. 
The whole,house was asleep. His window ‘was open. 
Kot a breath cam||Up from the yard. • Thick clouds filled 
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the sky. Chnsthphef meohanioally watched,the candle 
burn away at the bottom of the candlestick. He could* 
not go to bed/ He had no thought of any tiling. He felt 
the void growing, growing from moment to moment. 
He*tried not to see the abyss that drew hin to its brirjik : 
and in spite of himself he leaned over and his eyes-gazed 
into the depths of the night. In the void,* chaos was 
stirring, and faint sounds came from the darkness. Agony 
filled him ; a shiver ran down his spine ; his skin tingled : 
ho clu tolled the table so as not to fall. Convulsively he 
awaited nameless things, a miracle, a God. 

Suddenl 3 % like an opened sluice, in the yard behind 
him, a deluge of water, a heavf rain, large drops, down 
pouring, fell. The still air quivered. The dry. hard soil 
rang out like a bell. And the vast scent of the earth, 
burning, warm as that of an animal, the smell of the 
dowers, fruit, and amorous tlo>h rtjse in a spasm of fury 
and pleasure. Christopher, under illusion, at fullest 
stretch, shook. lTe«trembled. . . . The veil was rent. 
He was blinded. B 3 ' a flash of lightning, he saw, in the 
•depllis of the night, he saw'—he w'as God. God w'as in 
himself ; he burst the ceiling of tlie room, the w’all.s of the 
house. He cracked the very bounds of existence. He 
filled the sk^", the universe, space. The world coursed 
through him,like a cataract. Tn the horror and ecstasy 
of that catacl^^sm, Christopher fell too, sw^ept along by 
the whirlwind which brushed aw^av and crushed like 
straws the law^s of Kature. He was breatldoss : ho was 
drunk with the swift hurtling dowm into God . . . God- 
a.b\"Hs ! God-gulf ! Fire of Being ! Hurricane of life ! 
Madness o:^ living,—aimless, uncontrolled, beyond reason, 
—rfot the fury of living ! 

When 'the crisis w'as over, he fell into a deep slqep and 
slept as he had,not done for long enough. Next day when, 
he awoke his kcad swam : he was as broken as though he 
Ifad been drunk. But in his inmost heart he had still a 
beam of that sombre and great li^it that had struck him 
down the night before. He tried to relight, it. In vain. 
The more ho puwued it, the more eluded him. I'roift 
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that time on. aJ] his energy was directed‘towards recalling 
the vision of a moment. The endeavour was futile. 
Kestasv docs mot answer tJie biddins of the. will. 

But tliat mystic exaltation was nut the only experience 
tha^t he had of it : it reeurred several *iimcs but never with 

the intensitv of the first. It came ahviivs at moments 

■ ■ 

when Chi‘istoplier was least expeeting it, fur a second only, 
a time so short, so sudden.—no longer than a wink of an 
eye or a raising of a hand—tliat tlu^ vision was gone 
b<dore he could discover that it was : and thenihe would 
wonder wheUicr he had not dreanu'd it. Al’ler that fiery 
bolt that had setlheniL'liT atlaine.it was a gh aming dust, 
sheddi?ig fleeling sparkswhich the eye could hardly see 
as they sped by. But they rea})}j( areil mure and moro 
ulleii : ami in the end th(\\' surnjunded Civ’i.tuj^hcr with 
a halo of ]K-rpejual mi>ty dreams, in wliieli his spirit 
melted. K\erything that lli^trac‘ied him in lii.^ stale of 
semihailuciiiatiun we.s an irritation U> him. Jt was ira- 
}) 0 .'.rdble to work : Ije gave uf) thin‘<iiig rdjont it. vSoeiety 
was odious to him ; and more than any, that of his inti¬ 
mates, even th,at of his mutlier. heeause they arrogated to 
themselves more rights over his soul. 

He left the house : he took to hpending Ids days abroad, 
and never returned until nightfall. Ho sought the solitude 
of tlio field.s, and delivered himself up to it,“drank iiishill 
of it. like a maniac who wishes not to be disturlMid by 
anything in the obsessirm of his fixed irh^as.---Bui in the 
great sweet (lir, in contact with the earth, his obsession 
relaxed, his ideas ceased to ajjpoar like spectres, if is 
exaltation was no less : rather it was Jjeightened, l>ui it 
w'as no longer a dangerous delirium of the mind but a 
healthy intoxication of his whole being : body anihsoul 
crazy in their strength. 

He rediscovered the w'orld, as though ho had novor seen 
it. ItSvas a new childhood, ft w'as as Miough a magic 
'word had been uttered. An “Open Sesirmo!”—Nature 
flamed wdth gladness. The sun l)i)ik'd. ’i’ho liquid sky 
ran lik(i a clear river. ^JThe earth steamed and cried aloud 
in <lelight. The plants, the trees, the inscctss all the 
*mnb**ierable ‘creatures were like dazzling tongues of 
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flame in the ffre'of Iffo writhing upwards. Kvervtliing 
sang aloud in joy. 

And that joy was his own. That strength*was his own,. 
He was no longer cut off from the rest of the world. 
Till*thon, even in th5 happy days of ehildJioed. wlicnji^" 
saw nature with ardent and d(‘lighlful curiosity, all 
creatures had sccnietl to him to be little worlds shut up. 
terrifying and groles(]^ue. unrelated to himself, and inc*om- 
prehensible. He was not even sure that they had feeling 
and life. •They w(^ie st ran ire machines. And somotimef* 
Christopher had oven, with tlie imeonsoious cruel,ty of a 
child, dismem!;ered wrctclu'd insects without dreaming 
that they might suiTt^r —tor Uie ptcasuro of watching their 
queer contortions. His iiiu'lo (tottfried, usually so .calm, 
had one day indignanthy to snatch from his hands an 
unhappy fly that lu^ was torturing. The boy had tried 
to laugh at first; then he had burst into tears, moved by 
his uncle’s emolioU': he began to understand that his 
victim did really exi#t, as \vell as hims(‘lf, and that he 
had committed a crime. But if thereafter nothing would 
have indu(U‘d )um to do harm to the beasts, he never felt 
any sym]iathy for thenn : he used to pass them by without 
ever trying to feel what it was that worked their ma¬ 
chinery : rather he. was afraid to think of it : it was some- 
thiiTg iilvc a^baTl dream.—And now everything Avas made 
plain. ’I’hose humble, obscure creatures became in their 
turn centres of light. 

Lying on his belly in tlu^ grass where creatur/'s swarmed, 
in tiic shade of the trees that buzzed with insects, Chris¬ 
topher would watch the fevered movements of the ants, 
the long-legged spiders, that seemed to dance as they 
walked, the bounding grasshoppers,*that leap aside, the 
heavy, bustling beetles, and the naked worms, piiik and 
glabrous, mottled with white, or, whh Ijis hands under 
his head and Jiis eyes clo.sed, he would listen to tixe in¬ 
visible orchestra, the roundelay of the frenzied insects 
ciBeltrig in the* sunbeam about the scented pines, the 
trumpeting of the mosquitoes, tiff" organ notes of tln^ 
wasps, the bi’ass of the wild bees humming lilie bells in 
the tups of -the ttees, and the godlike whisiJering of <Le 
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swaying trees, the awoot moaning of*the wind in the 
branches, the soft whispering of the waving grass, like a 
breath of wind rippling the limpid surface of a lake, like 
the rustling of a light dress and lovers’ footsteps coming 
near, and passing, then lost upon the air. 

He heard all those sounds and cries within himself. 
Through all tiieso creatures from the smallest to the 
greatest flowed the same river of life : and in it he too 
swam. So, he was one of them, ho was of their blood, 
/ind, b^othcr] 3 ^ he heard the echo of their sg^rrows and 
their joys ; their strengtli was merged in his like a river 
fed with thousands of streams, lie sank into them. 
His lungs were like to*burst with the wind, too freely 
blow'ing, too strong, that burst the wmidows and forced 
its w'ay into the closed house of his sullocating heart. 
The cinnge was too abrupt : after finding evcrywli<u*o a 
void, when he had been buried only in his own exisUaioc, 
and had felt it slipping from him and dis.‘>’olvmg like rain, 
now everyw'here ho found infinite avd unmeasured Being, 
now' that he longed to forget himself, to find rebirth in 
the universe. Ho seemed to have issued from the grave. 
He swam voluptuously in life flowing free and full: and 
borne on bv its current he thought that ho was free. He 
did not know' that he was less free than ever, that no 
creature is ever free, that eV^en the law that .governs'* the 
universe is not free, that only death—perhaps—can bring 
deliverance. 

But the yhrysalis issuing from its stifling sheath joy¬ 
ously stretched its limbs in its new sliape, and had no 
time as yet to mark the bounds of its new prison. 

♦ 

* 

There began a new cycle of days. Days of gold and 
fever, in^'sterious, enchanted, like those of his childhood, 
when /me by one he discovered things for the first time. 
, From dawn to set of sun he lived in one loi<g mirage. He 
deserted all his business. The conscientic.us boy, who for 
years had never missed a lesson, or an orchestra rehearstil, 
even when he was ill, Vas for ever finding pfiltry excuses 
for neglecting his w'ork. He was not afraid td lie. He 
•hacT no remorse ab^’it it. The stoic principles of life, to 
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which he had Kitllorto’delighted to bend hia wiU, morality, 
duty, now seemed to him to have no truth, nor reason. 
Their jealous despotism was smashed against Nature^ 
Human nature, healthy, strong, free, that alone was 
virtue : to hell witlf all the rest! It provoked pitiful 
laughter to see the little peddling rules of prudence and 
policy which the world adorns with the name «f morality, 
while it pretends to enclose all life wuthin them. A pre¬ 
posterous mole-hill, an ant-like people ! Life sees to it 
that they«are brought to reason. Life docs but pass, and 
all is swept away. ... , 

Bursting with energy, Christopher had moments when 
he was consumed with a desire* to destroy, to burn, to 
smash, to glut with actions blind and uncontrolled the 
force which choked him. Th^se outbursts usually ended 
in a sharp reaction : he would weep, and fling himself down 
on the ground, and kiss the earth, and try to dig into it 
with his teeth and hands, to feed himself with it, to merge 
into it : he trembled 4hen with fever and desire. 

One evening he was w^alking in the outskirts of a wood. 
His eyes were swimming with the light, his head was 
wlibling : he was in that state of exaltation when all 
ert^iitures and things were transfigured. To that was 
added the magic of tlie soft warm light of evening. Raj’s 
of purple encf gold ho verted in the trees. From the 
meadows seemed to come a })hosphorescent glimmer. In 
a field near by a girl was making hay. In her blouse and 
short skirt, with her arms and neck bare, she was raking 
the hay and heaving it up. She had a sliort nose, wide 
cheeks, a round face, a handkerchief thrown over her 
hair. The getting sun touelKd with red her sunburned 
skm,* which, like a piece of pottery, seemed to absorb the 
last beams of the dav. 

She fascinated Christopher. Loaning against a beech- 
tree he watche^ her come tow^ards the verge of the woods, 
eagerly, passioinltely. Everything else had disappeared. 
SIm) took no notice of him. For a moment she looked at 
him cautiously : he saw her eyes blue and hard in her 
brown faoo. * She passed so near to liim that, wlien she 
leaned down to gather up the hay,^through her ojleii 
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blouse he saw a soft down on her shoulders and baek. 
Suddenl3'^ Clio vague desire which was in him leaped fortli- 
He hurled Khnself at her from behind, seized her neck 


and waist, threw back her head and fastened his lips upon 
hers. Me kis^t'd her dry, cracked lips until he came 
against her teeth that bit him angrily. His hand.s ran over 
her rough, arms, over her blouse wet with her sweat. 
She struggled. He held her tighter, he wished to strangle 
her. She broke hK^.-e. criod out, spat, wi}jed her lips 
.with her hand, and hurli^d insults at him. lk\.h't her go 
and lii‘d tueross the fields. She tlncw stones at him and 


went on di'- 
He blushed. 


cliarging after him a litany of filthy’ epithets, 
less for any thing that she might say or think. 


but for w’hat lie was thinkiug himsoif. The sudden un¬ 


conscious act filled him wiOi terror. What liad he done ? 


Wliat .should lu* do ? ’What ne was able to undcrstiiiid 


of it all only filUd him with disgust. And he was tempted 
by’ lus tlisgust. Ho fought against himself and knew not 
on \vdiieh side was the real (diris^)];her. A blind force 
bei et Inm ; in vain did he flv from it : it nas oiJyr to 
fly from him.-'clf. bat y<'uld it do <vf him? What 
should ho do to-morrow ... in an hour . . . the time it 


took to cross the ploughed field to reach the road ? . . . 
Would he ever reach it ? Should he not stop, and go 
back, and run back to the girl ? And Hien ? . . . . Ho 
remembered thc'it delirious moment when he had held her 


by? the throat. Every thing was possible. All things 
were worth while. A crime even. . . . Yes, even a 


Clime. 


Tlie turmoil in hi.s heart made him breathle.sg. 


When he rcaelu^d tlu* road ho stopfied to breathe. Ovr-r 
therc^ tVi<' girl was t.alking to another girl who had been 
attraettsl her ei ies : and with arms akimbo, thev were 
looking at him and shouting with laughter. 
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He went home. He shut himself up in his room andmever 
stirred for several days. He only went out even into the 
town when he was compelled, fie was fearful of ever 
going out beyond the gates and venturing forth into the 
fields : he was afraid of once more falling in with the soft, 
maddening breath that had blown upon him like a rushing 
wind during a calm in a storm. He thought that the 
•walls of the town mi^it preserve him from it. He never 
dreamed that for the ftiemy to slip within there need bo 
only the smallest crack in the closed shutters, no more 
than is needed for a peep out. 

In a wing of the house, on the other side of the yard, 
.there lodged on the ground floor a young woman of 
twenty, some months a widow, with a little girl. Frau 
Sabine Froeblicfi was also a tenant of old Euler*8. She 
occupied the shop which opened on to the street, and she 
had as well two rooms looking on to the yard, together 
with a little patch of garden, marked off from the Eulers’ 
by a wire fence up which ivy climbed. They did not 
» often see her : the child used to play dow in the garden 
from morning to night making mud pies : and the garden 
was,left to itself, to the great distress of old Justus, w’ho 
•loved tidy paths and neatness in the beds. He had tried 
to bring the matter to the attention of his tenant, but 
that was probably whj’’she did not appear: and the garden 
was not improved b.y it. 

Prau Frochlich kept a little draper’s shop which might 
' have had customers enough, thanks to its position in a 
street of shBps in the centre of the town : but §he did n^t 
bother about it any more than abou^er garden. In- 
voL. n. 49 
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stead of doing her housework heVself^ ak, according to 
Frau Vogel,^every self-respecting woman ought to do— 
•especially when she is in circumstances. which do not 
permit, much less excuse, idleness—she had hired a little 
servant, a‘girl of fifteen, who cam’e in for a few h'ours 
in the morning to clean the rooms and look after the shop, 
while the young w^oman lay in bed or dawdled over her 
toilet. 

Christopher used to see her sometimes, through his 
windows, walkiijg about her room, with bare feet, in her 
long nightgown, or sitting for hours together before her 
mirror : tor she was so careless that she used to forget to 
draw her curtains : and when she saw him, she was so 
lazy that she could not take the trouble to go and low'er 
them. Christopher, more modest than she, would leave 
the wmdow so as not to ineommodo her : but the tempta¬ 
tion was groat. He w ould blush a little and steal a glance 
at her bare arms, which were rather thin, as she drew' them 
languidly around her flowing haif, and with her hands 
clasped behind her head. lost herself in a dream, until 
they were luimbed. and then she would let them fall. 
Christopher w-oiild pretend that he onh saw’ these pleasant 
sights inadvertently as he hap])ened to pass th(‘ window', 
and that tlK;y did not disturb him in his musical thoughts : 
but he liked it. and in the end he wastC^l gs much'time 
in watching Frau »Sabine, as she did over her toilet. Not 
that she was a coquette : she was rather (careless, generally, 
and did not take anything like the meticulous care with 
her appearance that Amalia or Ro.sa did. If she dawdled 
in front of her dressing-table it was from pure laziness : 
every time she ])ut in a pin she had to rest from the efYort 
of it. while she made little piteous faces at herself'in the 
mirrors. She was never quite properl}^ dressed at the 
erul of the day. 

Often her servant used to go before Sajbinc was ready : 
and a customer w’ould ring the shop-lx^J. She would let 
hhn ring and call once or twice before she could make 
up her mind to get’ up from her chair. She would go 
down, smiling, and never hurrying,—never huivying would 
look for the article required, and if aho could not find it 
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after looking for Bomc time, or even (as happened some¬ 
times) if she had to take loo much troiible,to reach it, 
as for instance, taking the ladder from one end of the? 
shop to the other.—she would say calmly that she did 
not^iave it in stock : and as she never bothered to put her 
stock in order, or to order more of the articles of which 
she had run out, hor customers used to lose patience and 
go elsewhere. But she never minded. How could you 
be angry with such a pleasant creature who spoke so 
sweetly, and w’as never excited about anything ? did 

not mind what anybody said to her : and she made this 
so clear that those who bejran to compl.'in never had the 
courage to go on : they used 1o go. answerin': her charming 
smile with a smi’e : but tbey neycr came back. She never 
•bothered about it. She went on smiling. 

She was like a little Florentine figure. Hor well-marked 
ey('brow.s were arched : her grey ej'cs were half open 
-behind the curtain of her lashes. The lower ej^elid \vas a 
little swollen, with a kittle crease below it. Hor little* 
finely drawn) nose turned up slightly at the end. Another 
little curve lay botw’oon it and her upper lip. which curled 
up above hor half-open mouth, pouting in a w^eary smile. 
Her lower lip was a little thick : the lower part of her face 
was rounde(l. and had the serious expression of the little 
virgnis of Filippo Lip])i. Her complexion was a little 
muddy, her hair was li^rht browm. always untidy, and don© 
up in a slovenly chignon. She was slight of figure, small¬ 
boned. And her movements were lazy. Dit-.^sed care¬ 
lessly—a gaping bodice, buttons missing ugly, w'oni 
shoos, always looking a little slovenly—she charmed by 
her grace ami youth, her gentleness, her instinctively 
coai^iiig ways. When she appeared to take the air at 
'the door of her shop, the young men who passed used to 
look at her with pleasure : and althoiigh she did not 
bother about th#‘m. she noticed it none the less. Always 
then she wore that grateful and glad expression w^liich 
is itt the of nil women when they know that they 
have been seon with pathetic eyes. It seemed to 
say: • ‘ ^ ^ 

“ Thank ydu ! , . • Again ! Look at^e again !” But 
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though it*ga\c her pleasure to please, her indifference 
would neverdet her make the smallest effort to please. 

’ She was an object of scandal to the' Euler-Vogcls. 
Ever^-thiiig about her offended thoip : her indolence, the 
untidiness of Her house, the carelessness of her dress,’*her 
polite indifference to their remarks, her perpetual smile, 
the impertinent serenity with which she had accopt/^d her 
husband’s death, her cliild’s illnesses, her straitened 
circumstances, the great and small annoyances of lior daily 
life, while nothing could change one jot of hcf favourite 
habits,* o" her eternal lounging.—everything about her 
offended them : and the wurst of all was that, as she was. 
she did give jilc.asuro. i'raii Vogel could not forgive her 
that. ■ It was aliuo.st as though Siibino did it on purpose, 
on purpose, ironically, to set at naught by her conduct ■ 
the groat traditions, the true prinei[>]es, the savourless 
duty, tlie plea sur(!lOSS labour, the icstlessnrss, the noise, 
the quarrels, the mooning w'ays. thb healthy pessimism 
which was tlie motive power of th^* Euler fa.mi^ 3 ^ as it is 
that of all respcetabic persons, and made their lifti a 
foretaste of purgatory. That a woman who did nothing 
but dawdle about all the ble.ssed day should take upon 
herself to defy them with her calm insoloneo. while they 

V 

bore their suffering in silence like ga!j(;y-slaves,—and 
that people should approve of her into the bargain—^"that 
was beyond the limit, that w^as enough to turn you against 
respectability ! . . , Fortunately, tJiank (Jod. there woro 
still a few ?>cnsible people left in tlie vorid. Frau Vogel 
consoled herself with them. They exchanged remarks 
about the little widow, and spied on her through her 
shutters. Such gossip was the joy of the fanrrily when they 
met at supper. Christopher would listen ab.sently. . He 
W'as so used to hearing the Vogek set themselves up as 
censors of their neighbours that he never took-any notice 
of it. Besides, he knew nothing of Sabine except 
her bare neck and arms, and though they were pleasing 
enough, they did npt justify his coming to a definite 
opinion about her. However, he was conscious of a 
k*’ndly feclkig towards her: and in a coniradietdry spirit he 
was espeoialiy graceful to her for dispieasing Frau Vogel. 
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After dinne.f in the'eTcnins: when it was very hot it was 
impossible to stay in the stilling yard, where tiio sun shone 
the whole afternoon. The only place in tluflioiise wlierp 
it was possible to breathe was the room looking into the 
street. Euler and Bis son-in-law used s(jmotiTncs to^go 
and sit on the doorstep with Louisa. Frau Vogel and 
liosa w^ould only apptiar for a moment: they were kept 
by their housework : Frau Vogel took a pride in showing 
that she had no lime for dawdling: and she used to soy, 
loudly onougli to be ovcThoard, that all the })Coplt‘ sitUiig 
there and yawning on their doorsteps, without floing a 
stitch of wa>rk, got on her nerves. As she could not— 
(to her sorrow)—^eoinpol them toavorlc. she wa)uld pretend 
not to sec them, and would go in and work furiously. 
Rosa thought she must do likowdse. Euler and Vogel 
would discover draughts evervw'here, and fearful of 
catching cold, would go up to their rooms : they used to 
go to bed early, and would have thought themselves 
niijied had they chanf?:ed tlie It-asl of tludr hnbit^. After 
nine o'clock only i^ouisa and Lhri.'.tnpher would be left. 
Louisa spent the day in her room : and, in the evening, 
Christopher used to take pa his to bo with her, whenever 
he could, to make her take tlie air. Tf she wore left alone 


she would never go out: llie iioi^.e of the street frighloned 
hei* Ciiildron wore always chasing oacli other whh shrill 


(n‘i(5S. All the dogs of tlie neighbourhood took it up and 
barked. The sound of a piano came up, a little farther 


off a clarionet, and in the next street a cornet a piston. 
Voices chattered. People came and wont and stood in 


groups in front of tlieir houses. Louisa would have lost 


her head if sjie Irid been left alone in all the uproar. But 
whe/i her son was with her it gave her pleasure. The 
noise would gradually die down. The children and the 
dogs would go to bed first. The groups of people 
would break ^pp. The air would become more*^ pure. 
Silence would (loscend upon the street. Louisa would tell 
in .her thin voice the little scraps of new’S that she had 
hoard from Amalia or Rosa. She •was not greatly inter¬ 
ested in them. But she never knew what to talk about 


to her son, and shg felt the need of keeping ih touch wflh 
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him, of saying something to him. And Christopher, who 
felt her nced^ would pretend to be interested in everything 
she said : but he did not li^^ten. He was off in vague 
dreams, turning over in his mind the doings of the day. 

Pne evening when they were sitiing there—while^'his 
mother was talking he saw tlie door of the draper’s shop 
of)en. A woman came out silently and sat in the street. 

Her chair was onlv a few yards from Louisa. Slie was 

« « 

sitting in the darkest shadow. Christo])her could not see 
‘her face : but he recognized her. ills dreamsi vani^lied. 
'Fhe air seemed sweeter to Iiim. Louisa had not noticed 
Sabine’s preser.r-e, and went on with her chatter in a low 
voice, (’iiri’topljfi’ pai^>l more athuition to her. and he 
felt impelled to thrf>w out a remark here and there, to 
talk, perhaps to he heartf. '’J'he slight figure sat there 
without .dirring. a iitt'e lini]). with her legs lightly crossed 
and her hands lying folded in lier h»p. She wa.s looking 
straiidit in front of her. and seamed to liear nothing. 
Louisa was overcome with drown^'iness. She went in. 
Christopher said he would stay a lil tie longer. 

It was nearly ten. ’J'he street was lie 5rl \ empty. The 
people were going indo(irs. d’he sound of the shops being 
shut was heard. The lighted window's winked and then 
W’ere dark again. One or two were still lit: then thev 
were blotted out. Silence. . . . They v ore they did 

not i(jck at each (dlu r, thev held their breatln they se<'m<‘d 
not T(; be auartMjf < ach other. Id - m tlic distant tields 
came the :m *il of the new mown hay, ai d from a balca nv 
in a house near by the seeiA of a ]M>t of walitlowers. 
No wind stirred. Above their heads w'as the Milky Wav. 

_ I' « 

To their right red Ju}>iter. Above a chinivf\v fdiaries's 
Wain bent its axles : in the pale green sky its \,‘tars 
flowered like daLics. From the Ik IIs of the parish chui’ch 
eleven o’clock rang out and was caught up by all the other 
churcfies, wuth their voices clear or niuJflcci. and, from the 
houses, by the dim chiming of the clocks ojr Inisky cuckoos. 

Tliey awoke suddenly from their dreams, and gotmp 
at the same moment. * And just as they were^oing indoors 
tliey bc)th bowed without speaking. Christopher went 
« his loom. 5® his candl^, and sat down by 
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his desk with his iiead in his hands, and stayed so for a long 
time without a thought. Then he sighed and ‘went to bed. 

Next day when he got up, mechanically h6 went to his 
window to look down into Sabine’s room. But the 
cuft^/aina were drawn.* They were drawn the whole morn¬ 
ing. They were drawn ever after. 

♦ 

♦ « • 

Next evening Christopher proposed to his mother that 

they should go again to sit by the door. He did so 

regularly. Louisa was glad of it: she did not like hi;# 

shutting himself up in his room immediately after dinner 

with the window and shutters closed.—The little silent 

shadow never failed to come ai d sit in its usual place. 

They gave each other a cpiiek nod, which Louisa never 

noticed. Christopher would talk to his mother. Sabine 

would smile at her little girl, playing in the street: about 

nine she would go and put her to bed and would then 

return noiselessly. If she stayed a little Christopher 

would begin to be attaid that she would not come back. 

lie would listen for sounds in the house, tlie laughter of 

the little girl who w'ould not go to sleep : he Tvould hear 

the rustling of Sr.bine/s dress before she a})peared on the 

IhreshoUl of the sho]). Then he would look aAvay and 

talk to hi.s motliei* more eagerly. Sometimes he w'ould 

feet that Kabine was looking at him. In turn he would 

furtive!V look at her. But llu'ir eves would never meet. 

* »^ 

'rhe child was a bond between tliem. She w’onld run 
about in tlie street with other children. .They would 
find amusement in tf^asing a good-tempered dog sleeping 
there with his nose in his paws : he would cock a red vyo 
and at last* would emit a grow'l of boredom : then they 
would fly this way and that screaming in terror and 
happiness. The little girl would give piercing shrieks, 
and look, behind her as though she were being pursued : 
she would th.’ow^ herself into Louisa’s lap, and'Loui'^a 
would smile fondly. She would keep the child and 
qaestion her : and so she would enter into conversation 
with Sabinq. Christopher never* joined in. He never 
spoke to*Sabine. Sabuie never spoke to him. By tacit 
agreement they pretended to ignore each otTier. Bu^he* 
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never lost a word of what they said as^they talked across 
him. His silence seemed unfriendly to Louisa. Sabine 
never thoufijht it so : but it would make her shy, and she 
’would grow confused in her remarks. Then she would 
find some excuse for going in. ' 

'^For a wdiole week Louisa kept indoors for a cold, 
rhristophor and Sabine w^ere h'ft alone. The first time 
they were frightened by it. Sabine, to seem at her ease, 
took her little girl on her knees and loaded her with 
.-caresses. Christopher, w^as embarrassed and did not 
kiu»w whether ho ought to go on ignoring what W7is 
happehi.jg at his side. It became difiu’ult: although 
they had not s})oken a, single word to caeh other, they 
did know each other, thanks to Louisa, He tried to begin 
several times ; Init tlio words sfuek in his throat. Once 
more the little girl extricated them from their difficulty. 
She pla vf.d hidt* and seek, and went round Cliristopljer’s 
ch'iir. lie eauglit her as she jaissedand Kesod her. He 
was not very fond of chihiren :i»bnt it was euriou.slj’ 
pleasant to him to ki~s the little girl. Slu'. stnigghsl to 
bo free, lor she was busy with li(‘r game, tie teased hei'; 
she bit hi- hands ; ho let her fall. Sabine I.asghed. Tliey 
looked at the ebiid and exihan<r(<l a. few trivial w'ords. 
Then Chri-topher tried—(he tliouglil he must)--to (uiter 
into oonversation : but he had notiiing verv^inuch fo go 
u[)on : and Saluiio did not make his task an^^ the easier : 
.she only repeated what he said : 

“ It is a fjnc evening.” 

Te.s. It is. a very fine evening.” 
frapossible to breathe in tb(‘ yard.” 

“ Yes. The yard was stilUifir.” ^ 

Conversation became verv dillieult. Sabine discolored 
that it was time to take the little girl in, and wont in 
herself : and she did not a])]>oar again. 

(Jhfistojdior was afraid she. would do the same on the 
evenings that followed and that she \v*ould avoid being 
left alone with him, as long as Loui.il* \v;\s not tlu^i’e. 
Put on the contrary,* the next evening S.abino tried to 
resume their conversation. She did .so delibbrately rather 
iWin for plc^fiRure : she was obviously taking-a great deal 
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of trouble to Und subjects of conversation, and bored 
with the questions she put: questions and answers came 
between heartbreaking silences. Christophcr'remembered 
his first interviews with Otto : but with Sabine their 
sul^jects were evc;n rftore limited than then, and she had 
not Otto’s patience. When she saw the small success*of 
her endeavours she did not try any more : she had to give 
herself too much trouble, and she lost interest in it. She 
said no more, and he followed her lead. 

And th<Mi there was sweet peace a; -ain. The night wap* 
calm once more, and fh(\y returned to their inward 
thoughts. Sahiijc roeked slowly in her chair, drcV.,ming. 
(dirislojoh.er also was dveaming. They said nothing. 
After half an hour Ciiri'^tophcr began to talk to liiniself, 
and in a low voice cried out with pleasure in Hie delicious 
scent brouglit by tlio soft wind thal came from a cart 
of strawberries. Sduiie said a word or two in reply. 
Again they wire sil*^nt. They wtto enjoying Ihe charm 
of theNC indefinite f-rficiiecs, and trivial w'ords, Tiieii* 
dreams w'ere, the same, they had but one thought : they 
.did not know w^liat it was : they did not admit it to them- 
selves. At eleven they smiled and parted. 

Next day they did not even try to talk : they resumed 
their sweet silence. At long intervals a word or tw’O l(‘t 
thefn know llia*t they w^ero thinking of the same things. 

Sabine began to laugh. 

“ How much better it is.” she said, “ not to trv to talk ! 
One tliinks one must, and it is so tii-esome !”, 

“ Ah !” said Christopher wdth conviction, “ if only 
everybody thought the same.” 

They botl^ laughed. They were thinking of Frau Vogel. 
Poor woman I’' said ^Sahine ; “ how exhausting she is !’* 
She is never exhausted.” ri'plied Christopher gloomily. 

She \va.s tickled by his manner and his jest. 

“ You thinl> it amusing V ho asked. “ Th.at Is easy 
for you. You ate sheltered.” 

So I am,”^said Sabine. I lock myself in.” She 
had a little soft laiigli that hjirdly^sounded. Christopher 
heard it .wifh delight in the calm of the evening. He 
snulTed the irosh luxuriously. 


(« 
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‘‘ Ah ! ^ It is good to be silent !*' ho^mid, stretching his 
limbs. 

“ And tallung is no use !” said she. 

Yes,” returned Christopher, “ we understand each 
other HO well !” • 

'They relapsed into silence. In the darkness they could 
not see each other, 'they were both smiling. 

And yet, though they felt the same, when they were 
together—or imagined that they di(l---in reality they knew 
♦ nothing of each otlier. Sahhie did not bother about it. 
Christopher was more curious. One evening he asked her: 

‘‘ V)o you like music V' 

“ \o,” she said Him})\y. “ It bores me. 1 don't under¬ 
stand it.” 

Her frankness charmed him. He was sick of the lies, 
of people who said that they ’were mad about nnisic. and 
were bored to death wIkui th(*y lieard it ; and it seemed 
to him almost a virtue nut to like .H and to say so. He 
asked if Sabine read. 

“ No. She had no books.” 

He oifered to lend her his. 

“ Serious hooks T’ slu' aslo^d uneasily. 

* 

“ Not .serious books if .-he diil not want them. I'oetrv.” 

” T>ut those are serious books.” 

“ Novel.s, then.” 

She pouted. 

“ I'hey don’t interest ^■ou ?” 

“ Yes. J^he was interested in them : but they were 
always too long : she never had the jjatienco to finish them. 
She forgot the beginning : skipped chapters and then lost 
the thread. And then she threw the book ^way.” 

‘‘ Fine interest you take !” 

Bah ! Enough for a story that is not true. She kept 
her in Iciest for better things \han books.” 

“ For the theMre, then ?” 

“ No. . . . No.” 

“ Didn’t she go to the theatre ?” 

“No. It was too^ot. There were too many people. 
So much better at home. The lights tired Her eyes. And 
Ae actors -Cvere bo ugly !” 
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He agreed with her in that. But there were p^her things 
in the theatre : the j)ky, for instance. 

Yes.” she said ahr/^ntly. “ But I have no time.” 

“ What do you do all day ?” 

{^0 hmilcd. • 

“ There is so much to do.” 

“ True,” said he. There is your shop.” 

“Oh!” she said calmly. “That docs not take much 
time,” 

'■ Your little girl takes up your time then ?” 

“ Oh ! no. ]»oor cliild ! iSiie is very good and l>!ays by 
hersc'if." 

“ Then ?” , 

He bf!£rged pardon for hir indi.''crctioii. But she was 
.amused by it. 

“ 'riierc are so many things.” 

“What things ?” 

“ Slie could not say. All sor1s of things. Getting up, 
dressing, thinking of dwintu-, l^f)okillg dimK'i*. eating dinner, 
thjjiking of supper, ckiuinng her room. . . . And thej) the 
day was over. . . . And he.'ide^ you must have a little 
time, for doing nothing !” 

“ And vou are not iiort'd ?” 

“ Never.' 

“•f^ven when doing nothing ?” 

“ Especially wdieii I am doing nothing. It is much 
wwse doing something : that bores me.” 

They looked at each otluu' and laugljod. , 

“ You are very happy !” said Chiisto]>hcr. “ 1 caii do 
nf»thi5 g.” 

It seems me that you know how'.” 

I have been learning lately.'’ 

Ah ! W’^cll, you’ll learn.” 

When hp left off talking to her he was at hU cape and 
comfortable. It was enough for him to see her. He was 
rid of his anxi^tW, and irriUtions, and the nervous 
trouble that made him skk at heart. Wlien he was talking 
to her he was beyond care : and m when he tliought of 
her. He dared not admit it to himself : but as soon as 
he waB in her prosqpce, he was filled with a delicious sotJ 


in 

(( 
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emotion that brought him almost io Vinconsciousness. 
At night he slept as he had never done. 

* * 

♦ * 

When he came back from his work ho would loolc into 
the shop.' was not often that ho did not sec Sav ine. 
They bowed and smiled. Sometimes she was at the door 
and then vhcv would exchange a few words : and he would 
open the door and call the little giil and liand her a packed- 
of sweets. 

One day he decided to go in. He })reten(ted that ho 
wanted some waistcoat buttons. She began to look for 
them : but slie could not find thorn. .Ml the buttons wore 
mixed up : it w'as impeOssihi** to pick them out. She was 
a little put out that he should see her untidine.ss. He 
laughed at it and bent ov(t tho lad ter to m'o it. 

“No,” she said, trying to jji«le the drawers with her 
hands. “ Don’t look ! ft i'^ a dn'odfu! muddle. . . .” 

She went on looking. But Christ.)|!]H‘r ernharrassed 
her. She was cro-,s. and as .^he ]^r-=h(Hl file drawer back 
she said : 

“ T can’t find any. Go to Li fi in the next .'-treet. She i^^ 

4> 

sure to ha ve them. She has everything that people* want.” 

IJe laughed at her way of doing hu-dne-s. 

“ Do you send all your customers away like that ?” 

“ Well. You are not the lir>,t.” sfiid Sabiivo menify. 

And yet slie was a little ashamed. 

“ It is too mueli trouble to tidy up.” she said. “ I put 
off doing ikfrom day to day. . . . But J shall certainly do 
it to-morrow.” 

“ Shall I lielj) you ?” asked Chri- topher. 

She refa‘<ed. She would gladly ha,vo ac(' 0 ]‘»tcd : !)Ui she 
dar^^d not. for fear of gossip. And besides it luimiuated 
h(‘r. 

They went on talking. 

“ And your buttons ?” she said to CbrisTophcr a moment 
later. “ Aren’t von going to Lisi ?” 

“ Never,” saifl Christopher. “ I shall wait until 'you 
have tidied up.” * 

“ Oh !” said Sabine, who had already foi’gbtton what 
'foe had just said, “ don’t wait all thaUtime !” 
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Her franlnieRs ddi^:rhtcd them both. . , 

Christopher went to the drawer that she had shut. 

“ Let me look.” 

She ran to prevent his doing so. 

‘i^o, no, please. I*am sure I haven’t anv.” • 

“ I bet YOU have.” 

•/ 

At once he found the button ho wanted,# and was 
triumphant. He wanted others. He wanted to go on 
rummaging : but she snatched the box from his hands, 
and, hurt m her vauitv, she began to look herself. 

The light was fading. 81ie went to the window'. Chris¬ 
topher sat a little away from her : the little girl clambered 
on to liL knees. He prefeiuied t |0 listcui to her chatter 
and an.swcrcd her absently. IJo was looking at Sabine 
and .she knew that ho was 1i)okirig at Ikt. She bent over 
the box. Ho could see her iiecl: caid a litt le of her cheek.— 
And as ho looked he saw that she w'as blushing. And he 
blushed too. • 

The child w'ont on*talking. No one answered her. 
Sabine did not move, ('hristnpher could not see what 
eho w'as doing ; he w'as sure she was doing nothing : she 
w'as not oven looking at the box in her hands. Then 
silence w'ont on and on. The little gnl grew' uneasy and 
slip))ed dow'n from Christc'jilier’s knees. 

“^Vhy dcyi’t t’oii say any tiling 1” 

Sabine turned sharply and took her in her arms. The 
box W'as spilh'd on the floor : the little girl shouted with 
glee and ran on hands and knees after the biiUons rolling 
under the furniture. Sabine went to the window again 
and laid her cheek against the pane. She seemed to be 
absorbed in wihat she saw outside. 

‘H^ood-night!” said Christopher, ill at ease. She did 
not turn her head, and said in a low voice : 

'• “ Good-night!” 

4s 

On Sundays tl]g house was empty during the afternoon. 
The whole family went to Church for Vespers. Sabine 
did not go. ^Christopher jokingly* reproached her with 
it once when*he saw her sitting at her door in the little 
garden, while thejovely bells wore bawling* themsoivQ 
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hoarse summoning her. She replied ♦•in the same tone 
that only IVtass was compulsory : not Vespers : it was then 
no use, and' perhaps a little indiscreet to bo too zealous : 
and she liked to think that God would be rather pleased 
than angry with her. ‘ ^, 

' “ You have*made God in your own image,” said Chris- - 
topher. 

“ I should be so bored if I were in Hia place,” replied 
she with conviction. 

“You would not bother much about the w/^rld if you 
were in His place.” 

“ Aft Uiat I should ask of it would be that it .should not 
bother itself about me.*’*.. 

“ Perhaps it would be none the Avorse for that,” said 
Christopher. 






Tssb !” cried Sabine, “ we are bi'ing irreligious.' 

I don’t see anything hreligious in saying that God 


is like you. I am sure He is flittered.” 

“Will you be siirT)f !” said Sabkie. Iialf l.iugliing. half 
angry. She was beiriuning to be afraid that God would 
be scandalized. quiekiy turned the conversalion. 

“ Besides,” she s.'iid. “ it is tlie onlv time in the week 
when one can enjoy the garden in peace.” 

“ Yes.” said Christopher. “ They are gone.” They 
looked at each cdlier. ‘ ' 

“ How silent it is.” muttered Sabine. *’ \Vc arc not used 
to it. One ha i dly knows wliere oi»r is. . . 

“ Oh !” cried Christopher suddenly and angril>'. 

“There are davs when I would like to strangle her !” 
There was no need to ask of whom he was speaking. 

“ And the o1h> rs ?” a-.ked Sabine gaily. , 

“True.” said Christopher a little abashed. “The;^. is 


Rosa.” 

“ Poor child !” said SaVnne. 

Thdy werc‘ sihuit. 

“ If only it wore always as it is noA^J” sighed Chris¬ 
topher. * .. 

She raised her I'mgking eyes to his, and then dropped! 
them. He saw that she was working. 

What ate you doing ?” he asked. 
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(The fence of that separated the two gardens was 
between them.) 

“ Look !” she said, lifting a basin that she Vas holding^ 
in her lap. “ I am shelling peas.** 
sighed. • 

‘^Biit that is not unpleasant,** he said, la^ighing. ■ * 

“ Oh !” she replied, “ it is disgusting, always having to 
think of dinner.’* 

“ I bet. that if it wore possible,” he said, “ \’ou would 
go withoiii’.your dinner rather than have the trouble of • 
(jooking it.*' 

“ ’'J’hat’s true.” (tried she. 

‘‘ Wait I I’ll come and hi'-lp 3 'o^n.” 

He (ilimbed over tlie f{‘ne(‘ ancl eaine to her. 

. 8ho w\as sitting in a chair in the door. He sat on a 
'^^tep at her feet. Tfe dipped into her lap for handfuls 
of green })ods : and he poured the lit tics round ])eas into 
the basin that Sabino*held between her knees. Ho looked 
down. He saw Sabiiit’s black stovkinirs cliniiiuj: to her 

• t j > 

ankles and feet—one of her feet was half out of its shoe. 
,Ilo dared not raise his eves to look at. her. 

The air was heavy. The sky wa.s doll and clouds hung 
low: there was no wind. Xu leaf stirred. The gardem 
‘was enclosed within high w'alls : there w^as no world 
bcyftnd tliem. • 

The chilJ had gone out wuth one of the neighbours. 
They were alone. 1’hev said nothing. They could say 
nothing. Without looking he w'ent on la Icing handfuls of 
peas from Sabine’s lap : his fingers trembled as he touched 
her : among the fresh smooth pods they met Sabine’s 
fingers, and Jhoy trembled too. They could not go on. 
'riw sat still, not looking at each other : she leaned back 
in her chair with her lips half 0 }>en and her arms hanging : 
:he sat at her feet leaning against her ; along his shoulder 
and arm ho could feel the warmth of Sabine's leg. ’They 
were breathless. ;* Christopher laid his hands against tho 
stones to cool ttem : one of liis hands touched Sabine’s 
foot, that she had thrust out of Iw'r shoe, and he left it 
there, couid not move it. They shivered. Almost they 
lost control# Christopher's baud elo icd on 'the slendJr 
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toes of Sahiiie’s little foot. Sabine turkcd cold, the sweat 
broke out oii her brow, she leaned towards Christopher.... 

Familiar voices broke the spell. They trembled. 
Christoplier leaped to his feet and crossed the fence 
a^ain. Sabin^ picked up the shells in her lap and went 
ill. In the yard he turned. She was at her door. They 
looked at '^ach other. Drops of rain were beginning to 
patter on the leaves of the trees. . . . She closed her 
door. Frau Vogel and Rosa came in. . .. He went up to 
his room. ... ^ 

In the yellow light of the w'aning day drowned in the 
torrent-, of rain, he got up from his desk in response to 
an irresistible impulse : he ran to his window and held 
out his arms to the o[>posite window. At the same 
inomeiit tlirough th<^ oppo.=;ite window in the ha]f>darkiiess 
of the room he saw—he thought be saw—Sabine holding 
out her arms to liiiii. 

He rushed from Ids room, lie went downstairs. He 
run to the garden fence. At the^risk of being seen be 
was about to cle^;r it. But when he looked at the window 
at which she liad ajipeared. ho saw that the shutters wore 
clovscd. The house seemed to be asleep. Ho stopped. 
Old Euler, going to his collar, saw him and called him. He 
retraced his footsteps. He thouglit he mu.st have been 
dreaming. 

a ]|( 

♦ ♦ 

It- was not long before Rosa began to see what wa4=} 
ha])pening.. She had im difyidence and she did not yet 
know what jealousy wa.s. .She was ready to give wholly 
and to ask nothing in retisni. But if she was sorrowfully 
resigned to not being hivod by CHiristojilKT, ^he had never 
considered the po.ssibiliiy of Christopher loving aiiotl). 

One evening, after dinner, ^lio had just finisluKl a piece 
of embroidery at wlihdi she had been working fgr months. 
She was happy, and wanted for once hi .a way to leave 
her work and go and tallc to Christopher. She waited 
until her mother’s back was turmd diid then slipped 
from the room. She crept from the house like a truant. 
She wanted to go and confound ChrLstopher,* who had 
Vbwed scornfully that she would nevpr finish her work. 
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She thought it would be a good joke to go and take them 
by surprise in the street. It was no use tho poor child 
knowing how Christopher felt towards her : she was always* 
inclined to measure the pleasure which others should have 
at^.eing her by that wtich she had herself in/neeting theiv- 

She went out. Christopher and Sabine were sitting as 
usual in front of the house. There was a catch at Rosa’s 
heart. And yet she did not stop for the irrational idea that 
was in her : and she chaffed Christopher warmly. The 
sound of h r shrill voice in the silence of the night struck ' 
on Christf>plier like a false note. He started in hisjehair, 
and frowiKxl angrily. Rosa waved her embroidery in his 
face triumphantly. Christopher siaubbod her impatiently. 

“ It is finished—finished !” inssi^itcd Rosa. 

• “ Oh ! well—go and begin another,” said Christopher 
curtly. 

Rosa was crestfallen. All her delight vanished. Chris- 

• topher went on crossly : 

“ And when you liafe done thirty', when you are very 
old, you will at least be able to say to 3-011 rself that your 
life has not boon wasted !” 

Rosa was near weeping, 

“ How cross you are, Christopher !” she said. 

Christopher was ashamed and spoke kindly to her. 
She ^as satUfied wdth so little that she regained confidence: 
and she began once more to chatter noisily : she could not 
speak low, she shouted deafeningly, like ovcrybod3’ in 
the house. In spite of himself Christopher could not 
conceal his ill-humour. At first he answered her with a few 
, irritated monosyllables : then he said nothing at all, 
turned his back on her, fidgeted in his chair, and ground 
hk teeth as she rattled on. Rosa saw that h^ was losing 
his temper, and knew that she ought to stop : but she 
went on louder than ever. Sabine, a few yards ^way, 
in the dark, said nothing, watched the scene with ironiti 
impassivity. Tlvm she was weary and, feeling that the 
evening was wasted, she got up and wont in. Christopher 

• only noticed ^er departure after sHe had gone. He got 
up at oncer and without ceremony went away ,wiih a curt, 
“ Good-evening.” 

\aL. u. 
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Rosa was left alone in the street, »and looked in be¬ 
wilderment, at the door by which he had just gone in. 
•Tears came to her eyes. She rushed in, went up to her 
room without a sound, bo as not to have to talk to her 
mother, undressed hurriedly, and when she was in her bed, 
buried under the clothes, sobbed and sobbed. She made'* 
an attempt to think over what had passed : she did not 
ask herself whether Christopher loved Sabine, or whether 
Christopher and Sabine could not bear her : she knew only 
that all was lost, that life was useless, that there was 
nothing left to her but death. 

Next morning thought came to her once more with 
eternal illusive hope. 55 he recalled the events of the even¬ 
ing and told herself that aho was wTong to attach so much 
importance to them. No doubt Christopher did not love 
her : she was resigned to that, though in her heart she 
thought, though she did not admit the thought, that in 
the end she would win his love by her love for him. But. 
what reason had she for thinking lhat there was anything 
between Sabine and him 1 How could he, so clever as 
he was, Jovo a little creature whose insignificance and 
mediocrity w^ere patent ? She was reassured,—but for 
that she did not watch Christopher any the less closely. 
She saw nothing all day, because there was nothing to 
see : but Christopher, seeing her prowling about him all 
day long without any sort of explanation, was peculiarly 
irritated by it. She set the crown on her elTorts in the 
evening when she appeared again and sat with them in 
the street. The scene of the previous evening was re¬ 
peated. Rosa talked alone. But Sabine did not wait so 
long before she w^ent indoors : and Christopher followed 
her example. Rosa could no longer pretend that her 
presence was not unwelcome : but the unhappy girl tried- 
to deceive herself. She did not perceive that she could 
have done nothing worse than to try -lio to impose on 
herself : and with her usual clumsiness stie went on through 
the succeeding days. 

Next day with Rt>sa sitting by his side Christopher 
waited in vain for Sabine to appear. 

The day after Rosa w^as alone. They had given np 
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the struggle, ^ut she gained nothing by it save resont- 
ment from Christopher, who was furious at being robbed 
of his beloved‘evenings, his only happiness. He was tho 
less inclined to forgive her, foV, being absorbed with his 
O'^ feelings, he had ?io suspicion of Ho.sa’j. * ^ 

Sabine had known them for some time : she knew that 
Rosa was jealous even before she knew that-she herself 
was in love : but she said nothing about it: and, with the 
natural cruelty of a })retty woman, who is certain of her 
victory, ir^ quizzical silence she watched the futile ellorts* 
of her awkward rival. ^ 

« * 

Left mistress of the field of bat/.le Rosa gazed piteously 
upon the results of her tactics.. The best thing ^ho could 
have done would have been not to persist, and to leave 
Christopher alone, at least for the time being ; but that 
was not what she did : and as tho worst thing she could 
have done was to talk to him about Sabine, that was pre¬ 
cisely what she did. • 

With a fluttering at her heart, by way of sounding him, 
she said timidly that Sabine w’as pretty. Christopher 
replied curtly that she was very pretty. And although 
^ Rosa might have foreseen the reply she would provoke, 
lier heart thiimj)ed when she heard him. She know that 
Sabine was pretty : but slie had never particularly re¬ 
marked it: now she saw her for the first time with the 
eyes of Cliristopher : she saw her delicate features, her 
short nose, her flue mouth, her slender figure,-her graceful 
movements. . . . Ah! how sad ! . . . What would not 
she have given to possess Sabine’s body, and live in it! 
She did not go closely into w'hy it should bo preh'rrod to 
lief own ! . . . Her ow'n ! . . . What liad she done to 
possess such a body ? W^hat a burden it was upon her. 
How ugly-it seemed to her ! It was odious to her.. And 
to think that nothing but death could ever free her from 
it! . . . She w'C« at once too proud and too humble to 
complain that she was not loved : she had no right to do 
so : and she tried even more to huinble herself. But her 
instinct revolted. . . . No. It was not just I . . . Wliy 
should she have siwjh a body, she, anjJ not Sabine ? 


« • # 
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And why ^hould Sabine bo lovod ? What had she clone 
to be lovod > . . . Rasa saw lier with no kiiidi v eve, kzT 
careless, egevHic, incliirerent towards over^Wi^ not 


nothing. . * • Anti it was? sncii ii woman who pleased . . . 
who pleaswl Christopher. . . . (’hristopher who was so 
sovcre, Christoplier who w.'is so <Iiseeriiing, Christopher 
whom du" f' -teeniod and admired more than anybody ! . . . 
‘ How c 'd Chrhlo])]ier be blind to it ?—Shok-conld not 
help frciii time to time dro]>piniT an niikind remark about 
Sabine in ids Jiearin;::. Slie did not wi'-h to do so : but the 


impulse vras stroTiger tlfin lu‘r-elt‘. She was always sorry 
for it, for she was a kind.caeatiire and disliked speaking 
ill of anvbodv. But slio was ilie more sorrv b(‘ean:se she • 

« t t 

drew down on ]icr.s{‘if such cruel iv:p]i<‘s as showed how 
much Cliristoplier was in lovo. Me did not minco matters. 
Hurt in liis love, ho tried to hurt in return : and sueee(‘ded. 


Rosa would make no reply and *go out wit h lier head 
bowed, and her Ups tigiit pressed to keo]3 from crying. 
She tliought that it was her own fault, that she deserved 
it for having iiurt Christopher by attacking t}u» object of 
his love. 


Her mother was less patient. Frau Vogel, who saw 
everything, and old Knler, also, liad not ]>t.'on slo^ to 
notice Christojiher’s intervknv.s with their \oung neigh¬ 
bour : it w'as not difficult to guess tlieir romance. Their 
secret projocts of one day marrying Rosa to Ciiristopher 
were set at nauglit by it: and that seemed to them a 
personal affront from Ciiristopher, alihongli he was not 
supposed to know that they had disposed (i him without 
consulting his wishes. Ihit Amalia’s despotism did Hof 
admit of ideas contrary to her own ; and it seemed scanda¬ 
lous to her that Christopher should have disregarded the' 
contemptuous opinion she had often expwissed of Sabine. 
She did not hesitate to repeat it for hy benefit. When¬ 
ever he was present she found some excuse for talking 
about her neighbour : fcho cast about for the piost injurious 
things to say of her, things which might sting Christopher 
most creelfy : and with the crudity of her point of view 
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and language sBe bad ho difficiftty in finding tl\em. The 
ferocious instinct of a woman, so superior to that of a 
man in the art of doing evil, as well as of Soing good,, 
made her insist less on Sabine’s laziness and moral failings 
than on her uncleanlifiess. Her indiscreet a-nd*prying eye 
watched through the window for proofs of it in tMe 
secret processes of Sabine’s toilet: and she exposed them 
with coarse complacency. When from decency she could 
not say everything she left the more to be understood. 

Christopher would go pale with shame and anger : he • 
would go white as a sheet and his lips would quiver. Rosa, 
foreseeing what must happen, wwld implore her mother 
to have done : she would even try^to defend Sabine. But 
she only succeeded in making ^nialia more aggi*ossiye. 

• And suddenl}’ Christopher would leap from his chair. 
He would thump on the table and begin to shout that it 
was monstrous so to speak of a woman, to spy upon her, to 
. expose her misfortunes : only an evil mind could so per¬ 
secute a creature who was good, charming, quiet, keeping 
herself to herself, and doing no harm to anybody, and 
speaking no ill of anybody. But they were making a 
great mistake if they thought they could do her harm : 
they only made her more s\’mi)athctic and made her 
'kindness shine forth onlv the more clearlv. 

Atiialia wpiild‘“feel then that she had gone too far : but 
she was hurt by fooling it: and, shifting her ground, she 
would say that it was onlj’' too easy to talk of kindness : 
that the word was ca llocl in as an excTiso for .everything. 
Heavens ! It was easy enough to be thought kind when 
you never bothered about anything or anybody, and 
never did yoiir duty ! 

To which Christopher 'would reply that the first duty 
of all was to make life pleasant for others, but that there 
wore people for whom duty meant only ugliness, un- 
plejisantness, tivesomoness, and everything that iutoMeres 
with the liberty Cf others and annoys and injures their 
neighbours, their Servants, their families, and themselves. 

* God save us from such people, and •such a notion of duty, 
as from tlie plague ! . . . 

They would gro'^ venomous. Amalia would be very* 
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bitter. Christopher woulu not budge, an inch.—And the 
result of it all was that henceforth Christopher made a 
.point of being seen continiiallj^ with Sabine. He would 
go and knock at her door. He would talk gaily and 
laugh wdth'lier. He would choose i\ioment8 when Amelia 
aiid Rosa couid see him. Amalia would avenge herself-* 
with angry w’^ords. But the innocent Rosa’s heart was 
rent and torn by this refinement of cruelty : she felt that 
he detested them and wuslied to avenge himself ; and she 
» wept bitterly. • ^ 

So Christopher, who had suffered so much from injust- 
tice, learnod unjustly to inflict suffering. 

Some time after that Sabine’s brother, a miller at 
Landegg, a little to'wn a few miles away, was to celebrate 
the christening of a child. Sabine was to be godmother. 
She invited Cliristoj)h(r. He had* no liking for these 
functions : but for the pleasure d? annoying the Vogels 
and of being with Sabine he accepted eagerly. 

Sabine gave herself the malicious satisfaction of inviting 
Amalia and Rosa also, being quite sure that they would 
refuse. 'Fhcy did. Rosa was longing to accept. She 
did not dislike Sabine : sometimes even her heart was filled 
with tenderness for her because Christopher doved ter : 
sometimes she longed to tell her so and to throw her arms 
about her neck. But there w'as her mother and her 
mother’s example. She stiffened herself in her pride and 
refused. Then, w’hen they had gone, and she thought of 
them together, happy together, driving in the country 
on the lovely July day, while she was left s*hut up in her 
room with a pile of linen to mend, writh her mother 
grumbling by her side, she thought she must choke : and 
she cyrsed her pride. Oh ! if there were still time ! . . . 
Alas ! if it were all to do again, she would have done the 
same. ... / 

The miller had sent his waggonette to fetch Christoffber 
and Sabine. They to6k up several guests from the town 
iind the faiyns on the road. It was fresh dry weather. 
The bright sun made the rod berries •of the brown trees 
by the road and the wild cherry-trees in the flelds shine. 
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Sabine was snriling. Her pal# face was rosy under the 
keen wind. Christopher had her little girl on his. knees. 
They did not try to talk to each other : thfey talked to 
their neighbours without caring to whom or of what f 
they were glad to hear each other’s voices they were 
^ad to be driving in the same carriage, ^hey looked at 
each other in childish glee as they pointed out to each 
other a house, a tree, a passer-by. Sabin^ loved the 
country : but she hardly ever went into it: her incurable 
laziness made excursions impossible ; it was almost a year , 
since she Had been outside the town : and so she delighted 
in the smallest things she saw. They were not new to 
Christopher : but he loved Sabine, and like all lovers he 
saw everything through her eyes, and felt all her thrills 
of pleasure, and all and more than the emotion that was 
in her : for, merging himself into his beloved, he endowed 
her with all that he was himself. 

When they came to the mill they found in the yard all 
the people of the farmland the other guests, who received 
them with a deafening noise. The fowls, the ducks, and 
the dogs joined in. The miller, Bertold, a great fair- 
haired fellow, square of head and shoulders, as big and 
tall as Sabine was slight, took his little sister in his arms 
and put her down gently as though he were afraid of 
brcxiking her. It was not long before Christopher saw 
that the liitle sister, a.s usual, did just as she Inced with 
the giant, and that while he made heavy fun of her whims, 
and her laziness, and her thousand and one failings, he was 
at her feet, her slave. She was used to it, and thought it 
natural. She did nothing to win love ; it seemed to her 
right that she should be loved : and if she were not, did 
r.ot care : that is why everybody loyed her. 

Christopher made another discovery not so pleasing. 
For a christening a godfather is necessary as well as a 
godmother, and the godfather has certain rights over the 
godmother, rights which he does not often renounce, 
especially when r«he is young and pretty. He learned this 
suddenly when he saw a farmer, ^ith fair curly hair, and 
rings in his'ears, go up to Sabine laughing and kiss her 
on both cheeks. ^Instead of telling himself* that he was 
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an aRS to have forgotten tXis privilege,^ and more than an 
aRS to be*huffy about it, he was cross with Sabine, as 
though she*had deliberately drawn him into the snare. 
His crossness grew worse wjien ho found himself separated 
from her during the ceremony. Sabine turned round 
e\ory. now ant^ then as the procession wound across 
fields and threw him a friendh’ glance. He pretended not 
to see it. 8he felt that ho was annoyed, and guessed why : 
but it did not trouble her : it amused her. If she had 
liad a real squabble with someone she loved, in spite of 
all the pain it might have caused her, she woidd never 
have made the least efft^rt to break down any misunder¬ 
standing : it would liave been too much trouble. Every¬ 
thing would come right if it Avere only left alone. 

At dinner, sitting hotwebn the milker's wife and a fat 
girl with red cheeks Avlioni he had escortf'd to the service 
without ever paying any attention to her, it occurred to 
Christopher to turn and look at ^^is neighbour : and, 
finding her comely, out of revenge^ he tinted desperately 
with her Avitli the idea of catching Sabifio\s attention. 
He Rueceed(‘d : but Sabine wan not the sort of w'oman to 
be jealous of anyliody or anything : so long as she wm 
loved, she did not care wdicllier her lov(;r did or did not 
pay court to others : and instead of beung angry, she was 
delighted to see Christojdier amusing himself. From i^he 
other end of the table .she gave him her mosf charming 
smile. Christopher w%aR disgruntled : there Avas no doubt 
then that Sabine was indifferent to him : and ho rela])sed 
into his sulky mood from which nothing could draAv 
him, neither the soft eyes of his neighbour, nor the Avino 
that he drank. Finally, when he w'as half asleep, h.' 
asked himself angrily what on earth he Afas doing at 
such an interminable orgy, and did not hear the miller 
propose a trip on the water to take certain of the guests 
home.. Nor did he sec Sabine beckoning to him to come 
with her so that thesy should be in the sa»ie boat. When 
it occurred to him, tliere w^as no room for him : and he 
had to go in another boat. This fresh mishap was not 
likely to make him more amiable until he discovered that 
he woa to be rid of almost all his companions on the way. 
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Then he relaxeti and was pleasfent. Besides the pleasant 
afternoon on the water, the pleasure of rowing, the 
merriment of those good people, rid him of his ill-humour. 
As Sabine was no longer there ho lost his self-conscious¬ 
ness, and had no scruple about being frankly amused like 
others. / 

They were in their boats. They followed each other 
closely, and tried to pass each other. They threw 
laughing insults at each other. When the boats bumped 
Christo}dier saw Rabine's smiling face : and he could not ■ 
help smiling too : they felt that peace was made. He 
knew that very soon they would return together. 

They began to sing part songs. Each voice took up a 
line in turn and the refrain ^wa^ taken up in chorus. 
.The people in the ditTcrent boats, some way from each 
other, now echoc^fl Oiu*h other. The notes skimmed over 
the water like birds. From time to time a boat would go 
into the bank : a few peasants would climb out: they 
Mould stand there antk w^ave to the boats as they went 
farther and farther aw^ay. Little by little they w’cre 
disbanded. One bv one voices left the chorus. At last 
they were alone, Christopher, vSabinc, and the miller. 

Tlu^y came back in the same boat, floating down tlio 
river. Christopher and Bcrtold held tlie oars, bu(- they 
did sot ro\v. Sabine sat in the stern facing Christopher, 
and talked* to her brother and looked at Christopher. 
Talking so, they u'cre able lo look at each other iindis- 
tuT‘bedly. They could ni'ver have done so had the words 
ceased to flow. The deci'.itful words seemed to sav : “ It 
is not you that T see.'’ But their eyes said to each other : 

“ Who are you ? Who are you ? You that 1 love ! . . , 
iou that I lo^e, whoever you be !” . . . 

The sky was clouded, mists rose from the fields, the 
river steamed, the sun went down behind the clouds. 
Sabine shivered and wrapped her little black shawl found 
her head and sho\;.lders. She seemed to be tired. As the 
boat, hugging the bank, passed under the spreading 
•branches of tlio willows, she close/i her eyes : her thin 
face was pale*: her lips w^ere sorrowful : she did not stir, 
she seemed.to sufl^cr,—to have suffered ,—16 be dead. 
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Christopher’s heart ached 5 He leane<J ovhr to her. She 
opened her eyes again and saw Christopher’s uneasy eyes 
upon her and she smiled into them. It was like a ray of 
sunlight to him. He asked in a whisper : 

Are you ill 

•She shook h^r head and said : 

I am cold.” 

The two* men put their overcoats about her, wrapped 
up her feet, her legs, her knees, like a child being tucked 
up in bed. She suffered it and thanked them witJi her 
eyes, A fine, cold rain was beginning to iPall. They 
took the oars and went quietly home. Heavy clouds 
iiung in the sky. Tlic river was inky black. Lights 
showed in the window^ of the houses here and there in 
the fields. When they reached the mill the rain was, 
pouring down and Sabine was nnmbed. 

They lit a large fire in the kitclicn and wailed until 
the deluge should be over. But it /)nly grew w^orse, and 
the wind rose. They had to drive three miles to get 
back to the town. The miller declared that he would 
not let Sabine go in such weather : and he propo.sed that 
they should both spend the night in the farmhouse. 
Christopher w'as reluctant to accept: ho looked at Sabine 
for counsel : but her eves were fixed on the fire on the’ 
hearth : it wm as though they were afra*ld of infiuem'ing 
Christopher’s decision. But when ChrLto])her had said 
“ Yes,” she turned to him and she was blushing—(or 
W'as it the reflection of the fire ?)—and ho saw that she 
was pleased. 

A jolly evening. . . . The rain stormed outside. In 
the black chimney the fire darted jets of golden sparks. 
They spun round and round. Their fantastic shape’^* 
were marked against the wall. The miller showed 
Sabine’s little girl how to make shadows with her hands. 
The fjhild laughed and was not altogether at her ease. 
Sabine leaned over the fire and pokci^ it mechanically 
with a heavy pair of tongs : she was a little w'oary, and 
smiled dreamily, whil^J, without listening, she nodded to ’ 
her sister-in-law’s chatter of her dome.stic ifffairs. Chris¬ 
topher sat in the shadow by the millej’s side and watched 
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Sabine smiling. He knew thfet she was smiling at him. 
They never had an opportunity of being alone all evening, 
or of looking at each other : they sought none. 

They parted early. Their rooms were adjoining, and 
'Communicated by a door. ChrlstopheY' examined fhe 
door and found that tlie lock was on Sabine’s side. He 
went to bed and tried to sleep. The rain was pattering 
against the windows. The wind howled in the chimney. 
On the llsor above him a door 'was banging. Outside* 
the window a poplar bent and groaned under the tqmpest. 
Christ0])hcr could not close his eyes. Ho w'as tliinking 
that he was under the same rooj, near her. A wall only 
divided thorn. He hoard n» sound in vSabine’s room. 
But he thought he could «ee her. He sat up in his bed 
and called to her in a low voice through tlie wall : tender, 
passionate w'ords he said : he held out his arms to her. 
And it seemed to hftn that she was holding out her arms 
to him. In his heart "lie. heard the beloved voice answer¬ 
ing him, repealing his words, calling low to him : and he 
did not know whether it was he who asked and answered 
all the questions, or whether it was really she who spoke. 
The voice came louder, the call to him : he could not 
resist: he leaped from his bed : he groped his w'ay to 
the door >he (fid not wish to open it: ho was reassured 

bv the closed door. And when he laid his hand once 

«/ 

more on the handle ho found that the door was open¬ 
ing. ... 

He stopped dead. He closed it softly : he opened it 
once more : he closed it again. Was it not closed just 
now ? Yes.* He was sure it was. Who had opened 
‘ It ? . . , His heart beat so tliat he choked. Ho leaned 
over his bed, and sat down to breathe again. He was 
overwhelmed bj’ his passion. It robbed him of thc^pov^r 
to see or hear* or^ move : his wliole body shook. He was 
in terror of this^ unknown joy for which for months he 
h2(d been craving, which was with him now, near him, so 
that nothing could keep it from him. Suddenly the 
violent Boy filled with love was afraid of these desires 
newly realiised ancl'revolted from thon^. He was ashamed 
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of them, asji^^med of what Le wished to do.' He was too 
much in love to dare to enjoy what he loved : he was 
afraid : he would have done anything to escape his happi¬ 
ness. Is it only possible tc love, to love, at the cost of 
the profanation of the belove^d ? . . . 

He Went to the door again : and trembling with iovO' 
and fear, wifh his hand on the latch he could not bring 
himself to open it. 

And on the other side of thf? door, standing bare- 
rooted on the tiled floor, shivering with cold, wqs 8abine. 

So they strived ... for how long i .Minutes ? '’Hours ? 

. . . I’liev did not know that tli(‘v were there : and yet 
they did know. They held out thi'ir arms to each other, 
—he was overwhelmed by .a love so great that he had 
not tlio courage to enter,—she .calk'd to him, wait ed for 
him. trembled lest he should enter. . . . And when at 
last he mad(3 up Ids mind to enter, she had just made 
u]i her mind to turn the lock again, t 

Tlieii he cAirsod hinisi.lf lor a fool. He leaned against 
the door with all his strength. With his lips to the lock 
he im]>lored her : 

“ Open.’’ 

He called to Sabine in a whisper : she could hear his 
heated breathing. She stayed motionU'^s near the door : 
she v/as frozen : her teeth were ehatlerin^!: slje had no 
strength either to open the door or to go to bod again* • • • 

The storm made the trees crack and tlic doors in the 
house bang. . . . They turned away and w(ait to their 
beds, worn out, sad ami sick at heart. I’he cocks crowed 
huskily. The first light of dawn cn'pt tlirough the wet 
windows, a wretched, pale dawn, drowned in the per¬ 
sistent rain. . . . • 

Christopher got up as soon as ho could : he wxnt down 
to the kitchen and talked to the people there. . He was 
in a hurry to bo gone and was afraid cf btting k'ft alone 
with Sabine again. He wa.s almost retieved when the 
miller's wife said that Sabine wais imw'ell,‘‘and had caught 
cold during the driven and would not bo going that 
morning. 

His journey home was melancholy* He refused to 
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drive, and walked through the/ioaking fields, in^the yellow 
mist that cjovercd the earth, the trees, the Jio^ises, with 
a shroud. Like the light, life seemed to be blotted out.. 
Everything loomed like a spectre. He was like a spectre 
himself. 

, 

At homo he found angry faces. They were all scan¬ 
dalized at Ills having passed the night God knows where*, 
with Sabine. H(*. shut himself up in his room and applied 
himself ty his work. Sabine returned the next day and ' 
shut herself up also. They avoided meeting each other. 
The weather was still wet and cold : neither of them went 
out. They saw each other through their closed windows. 
Sabine was wrapped up by her fire, dreaming. Chris- 
• topher was buried in liis papers. They bowed to each 
other a little coldly and reservedly and then pretended 
to be absorbed again. They did not take stock of what 
they were fec'liiig : tliciy w'cre angry with each other, with 
themse}vc.s, with tlii^s g(*noraliy. The night at the 
farmhouse had bocm thiaist aside in their memories : they 
were ashamed of it. and did not know wliether they were 
more ashamed of tlieir folly or of not having yielded to it. 
It was painful to them to see each other : for that made 
them remember things from which they wished to escape : 
and by jovit figreomont they retired into the depths of 
their rooms, so as utterly to forget each other. But that 
was impossible, and tliey sutTcrod keenly under the 

secret hostility which they felt w^as beWeen them. 

< 

Christopher was haunted by the expression of dumb 
rancour which he had once seen in vSabine’s cold eyes. 
From such H^oughts her sulTcring w^as not less : in vain 
did she struggle against them, and even deny them ; she 
could not rid herself of them. They were augmented by 
'.her shame, that Christopher should have guessed what was 
happening within her : and the shame of having dflercd 
herself . . . the sfliame of having ollered herself without 
having given. 

Christopher gladly accepted on opportunity which 
cropped up lo go to (blogne and Diisseldorf for soim* 
concerts. He was^lad to spend two or three weeks away 
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from honio. Preparation*<?or the concerts and the com¬ 
position of ,a new work that he wished to play at them 
.took up all his time, and he succeeded iif forgetting his 
obstinate memories. They disappeared from Sabine’s 
mind too, and she fell back into the torpor of her usual 
life. They came to think of each other with indifTeren&Err 
ITad they .really loved each other ? They doubted it. 
Christopher was on the point of leaving for Cologne with¬ 
out saying good-bye to Sabine. 

On the evening before his departure they wse^e brought 
together again by some imperceptible influence. It was 
one of the Sunday afternoons wdien everybody was at 
church. Christopher l^ad gone out to make his final 
preparations for the jouriKiv. Sabine was sitting in her 
tiny garden w’^arniing herself in the last rays of the snn.* 
Cliristopher came home : ho w^as in a hurry and his first 
inclination w^hen he saw her was to bow and pass on. 
But something hold him back as he was passing : w’as it 
Sabine’s paleness, or some indofifiable feeling : remorse, 
fear, tenderness ? . . . He stoi^ped, turned to Sabine, 
and, leaning over the fence, he bade her good-evening. 
Without replying she held out her hand. Her smile was 
all kindness,—^such kindness as he had never seen in her.. 
Her gesture seemed to say : “ Peace between us. . . .” 
He took her hand over the fence, bent o\^er it, and kissed 
it. She made no attempt to withdraw it. He longed 
to go dowm on his knees and say, “ I love you.” . . . 
They lookod- at each other in silence. But they otTered 
no explanation. After a moment she removed her hand 
and turned her head. He turned too to hide his emotion. 
Then they looked at each other again wij^h untroubled 
eyes. The sun was setting. Subtle shades of colour, 
violet, orange, and mauve, chased across the cold clear 
sky. She shivered and drew her shawl closer, about her 
shoulclers with a movement that he knew well. He asked : 

“ How are you ?” ' 

She made a little grimace, as if the question were mot 
worth answering. Th3y went on looking at each other 
aiul were l^appy. Tt was as though they had lost, and 
had just found ea<^h other again. 
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At last he broke the silence ind said : 

“ I am going away to-morrow.” 

There was alarm in Sabine*s eyes. 

Going away ?” she said. * 

He added quickly :* 

“ Oh ! only for two or three weeks.” 

“ Two or three weeks,” she said in dismay.. 

He explained that he was engaged for the concerts, 
but that when he came back he would not stir all winter. 

“ Winter,” she said. “ That is a long time off. . . .” 

“ Oh ! no. It will soon be here.” 

She saddened and did not look at him. 

“ When shall we meet again ?” she asked a moment 
later. • 

• He did not understand the question : he had already 
answered it. 

“ As soon as I come back : in a fortnight, or three 
weeks at most.” ‘ 

Slie still look(*d disnifiyed. He tried to tease her : 

” It won’t be long for you,” he said. “ You will sleep.” 

“ Yes,” said Sabine. 

She looked down, she tried to smile: but her evelids 
trembled. 

“ Christopher ! . . .” she said suddenl}’, turning to¬ 
wards him.. *' 

There was a note of distress in her voice. She seemed 
to say : 

“Stay! Don’t go ! ...” 

He took her hand, looked at her, did not understand 
the importance she attached to his fortnight’s absence : 
but he was onlv waiting for a word from her to say : 

• “ I will sta}" ...” 

And just as she was going to speak, the front door was 
•opened and Rosa appeared. Sabine withdrew^ her^hand 
from Christ/Opher’s and w'ent hurriedly into her house. 
At the door she Aimed and looked at him once more— 
and disappeared. * ^ 

• ♦ ♦ 

Christopher thought he should sec her again in the 
evening. But he •was w'atched by ^the Vogels, and 



80 


JOHN CHRISTOPHER ’ 

% 

followed es,very\vlioro by mother : as usual, ho was 
behindhand *with liis preparations for his journey, and 
eould not find lime to leave the house for a* moment. 

Next da}^ ho loft ver^^ early. As he passed Sabine/s 
door he longed to go in, to tap at Yht^ window : it hurt 
hfln to leav'e l^>r without saying good-bye : for he had^ 
been interrupted by Rosa before ho had had time to do 
so. But he thought she must be asleep and would be 
cross with him if he woke her up. And then, what could 
' ho say to her ? It \vas too late now to alxyidon his 
journey : anil w’hat if slie wore to ask him to do so ? . . . 
Ho did not admit to himsidf that he was not nvi^rse to 
exorcising his power over her,—if need bo, causing her a 
little-pain. . . . Ho did-not lake seriously tho grief 
that his departure brought Sabine : and he thought that, 
his short abscmci^ would increase the tenderness whicli, 
perhaps, she had for him. 

He ran to the station. In spite of everylhing ho w’as a 
little romoiw.'.ful. But as soon ajf the train had started 
it w'as all forgotten. 'I'Ikto w^as youth in his heart. 
Gaily he saluted the old town with its roofs and towers 

rosy under tlie sun : and with the carelessness of those 

•/ 

who are dey)artiiig ho said good-bye to those whom he was 
leaving, and thought no more of them. 

The whole time tlial he was at Hiisscldorf ^nd Cologne 
Sabine never once recurred to his mind. Takcui up from 
morning till night with rehearsals and concerts, dinniirs 
and Laik, Uusiod with a tliousaiid and one new’ things 
and the pride and satisfaction of his success, he had no 
time for recollection. Once only, on the fifth night after 
he left homo, he woke suddenly after a dream and knew^ 
that he liad been Ibiriking of her in his sleep and that tlie 
thought of htr had weakened him up : but ho could not 
remember how he had been thinking of her. He was- 
unhappy and feverish. It was not surprising : he had 
been playing at a concert that evenfng, and when ho 
left the hall he had boon dragged off to*a supper at which 
ho had drunk severaU glasses of champagne. Ho could 
not sleep ij,nd got up. He was obse.ssed Iby ‘a musiiial 
idea. He pretended that it wais that which had broken 
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in upon his sleep, and he write it down. he read 
it through he was astonished to see how sad it*was. There 
was no sadness in him when he wrote : at least, so he* 
thought. But ho remembered that on other occasions 
when he had been sdd he had only been able to write 
jvijous music, so gay that it offended his ngood. He ga^fo 
no more thought to it. He was used to the surprises 
of his inner world without ever being able to understand 
them. He wont to sleep at once, and knew no more 
until the next moniing. 

He f-xUmded his stay by three or four days. It pleased 
him to prolong it, knowing he could return wlicnerer ho 
liked : ho was in no hurry to go home. It was only when 
ho was on the way, in the tvaiil, that the thought of 
^Sabine came back to him. . He had not written to her. 
Ho was even careless enough never to have taken the 
trouble to ask at the post-ollhie for any letters that might 
have been written to him. He look a secret delight in 
bis silence : he knew tlmt at home he was expected, that 
he was loved. . . . Loved ? She had never told him 
so : ho had never told her so. No doubt they knew it 
and had no need to tell it. And yet there was nothing 
so precious as the certainty of such an avowal. Why had 
£hey Avaited so long to make it ? When they had been 
on the point of speaking always something—some mis¬ 
chance, shyness, embarrassment.—had hindered them. 
Why ? Why ? How much time they had lost! . . . 
He longed to hear the dear Avoi ds from the .lips of the 
beloved. He longed to say them to her: he said them 
aloud in the empty carriage. As he neared the toAvn he 
*was torn with impatience, a sort of agony. . . . Faster ! 
Faster ! Oh ! ' To think that in an- hour he Avould see 
.her again ! . • ^ 

It was half-past six in the morning when he reached 
home. Nobody Avas up 5 ^et. Sabine’s windows were 
closed. He Avent into the yard on tiptoe so that she 
should not hear him. He chuckle^ at the thought of 
taking her -by ‘surprise. He went up to his rQom. His 
mother was asleep. • He washed and brushed his hair 

VOL. n. *6 
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without njaiiing any noise.i^ He was ljungry : but he was 
afraid of walking Louisa by rummaging in the pantry. 
He heard footsteps in the jard : he opened his window 
softly and saw Rosa, first up as usual, beginning to sweep. 
He called her gently. She started in glad surprise when 
she saw him : then she looked solemn. He thought she 
was still offended with him : but for the moment he was 
in a very good temper. He w'ent down to her. 

“ Rosa, Rosa,*’ he said gaily, ‘‘ give me something to 
eat or I shall eat you ! I am dying of hunger !” 

Rosa smiled and took him to the kitchen on tne "round 
floor. She poured him out a bowl of milk and then eould 
not refrain from plying him with a string of questions 
about his travels and his concerts. But although he was 
quite ready to answer them —(in the happiness of his 
return he was almost glad to hoar Rosa’s chatter once 
more)—Rosa stopped suddenly in iho middle of her cross- 
examination, her face fell, her eyes turned away, and she 
became sorrowful. Then her chatter broke out again : 
but soon it seemed that she thought it out of place and once 
more she stopped short. And he noticed it then and said: 

“ What is the matter, Rosa ? Are you cross with me ?” 

She shook her head violently in denial, and turning 
towards him wdth her usual sudderiness took his arm 
with both hands : 

“ Oh ! Christopher ! . . .” she said. 

He was alarmed. He lot his piece of bread fall from 
his hands. • 

“ What! What is the matter ?” ho stammered. 

She said again : 

“ Oh ! Christo|)her ! . . . Such an a^ul thing has 
happened !” 

Ho thrust away from the table. He stuttered : 

H—here ?” 

I • 

She pointed to the house on the other side of the yard. 

Ho cried : 

“ Sabine !” 

She wept: 

“ She is dead,” 

Christopher saw nothing. He goL up : he almost fell: 
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he clung to the taMo, upset iJio things on it; ,he wished 
to cry out. He suffered fearful agony. He turned sick. 

Rosa hastened to his side : she was frightened : she. 
held his head and wept. 

As soon as ho could speak he said : 

“ It is not true 1” 

He knew that it was true. But he wan ted. to deny it, 
he wanted to pretend that it could not bo. When he 
saw Rosa’s face w^et with tears he could doubt no more 
and ho sobbed aloud. 

Ros*" Raised her head ; 

UJirktopher !” she said. 

He hid his face in his hands. She leaned towards him. 

“ Christopher ! . . . Mamma i's coming ! . . .” 

• Christopher got up. 

“ No, no,” he said. “ She must not see me.” 

She took his hand and led him, stumbling and blinded 
by his tears, to a littte w'oodshed wliich opened on to the 
vard. She closed the* door. Thev w’cre in darkness. 
He sat on a block of wood used for chopping sticks. Slie 
sat on the faggots. Sounds from without were deadened 
and distant. There he could weep without fear of being 
heard. He let himself go and sobbed furiously. Rosa 
had never seen him w'eei> : she had even thought that he 
could not w>'eep : she knew only her oavii girlish tears and 
such despair in a man filled her with terror and pity. 
She was filled with a passionate love for Christopher. 
It was an absolutely unselfish love : an immense need of 
sacrifice, a maternal self-denial, a hunger to suffer for 
him, to take his sorrow upon herself. She put her arm 
round his shoulders. 

“ Dear Christopher,” she said, “ do not cry !” 

Christopher turned from her. 

” I wish to die !” 

Rosa clasped dier hands. 

“ Don’t say thal, Christopher !” 

“ I wish to die. I cannot , . . cannot live now. . . . 
What is the ggod of living ?” • 

“ Christopher, dear Christopher ! You are. not alone. 
You are loved. . . y* 
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“ What that to me I love n^vtliing now. It is 
nothing to jno whether everything else live or die. I 
love nothing : I loved only her. I loved only her !’* 

He sobbed louder than ever with his face buried in his 
hands. Rosa could find nothing to say. The egoism of 
Christopher’s pi^ssion stabbed her to the heart. Now 
when she thought herself most near to him, she felt more 
isolated and more miserable than ever. Grief instead of 
bringing them together thrust them only the more widely 
apart. She wept bitterly. 

After some time, Christopher stopped weejyh:~ and 
asked : ' 

“ How «... How ? . . 

Rosa understood. ' •> 

“ She fell ill of influenza on the evening you left. And ■ 
she was taken sudden! 3". ...” 

He groaned. 

“ Dear God ! . . . Why did you not wTitc to mo 

She said : • 

“ I did write. I did not know" .vour address : 3^ou did 
not give us an3^ 1 w'eiit and asked at the theatre. 
Nobody knew it.” 

He knew how" timid she was, and how much it must 
have cost her. He ask(;d : 

“ Did she . . . did she tell you to do that ?” 

She shook her head : 

“ No. But I thought . . .” 

He thanked her with a look. Rosa's heart melted. 

“ My poor . . . poor Christopher !” she said. 

She flung her arms round his neck and w'cpt. Chris¬ 
topher felt the worth of such pure tenderness. He had 
so much need of consolation ! He kissed her : 

“How kind you are,” he said. “ You loved her too ?” 

She broke away from him, she threw him a passionate 
look, did not reply, and began to weep again. 

That look was a revelation to him. 'It meant: 

“ It was not she whom I loved. . . .” 

Christopher saw at last what he had not known—what 
for months he had not wished to see. He saw that she 
loved him. • 
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“ Ssh,” she said “ They ".re calling me.*'- They heard 
Amalia's voice. 

Rosa asked: 

“ Do you want to go back to your room ?*’ 

Ho said : 

“ No. I could not yet: I could not^ bear to talk* to 
my mother. . . , Later on. . . 

8hc said : 

“ Stay hero. I will (?ome back soon.’* 

ITe stayed in the dark woodshed to which only a thread ^ 
of h penetrated through a small airhole filled with 
coowt'bs. From the street there came up the cry of a 
hawker, against the w'!*!! a horse in a stable next door 
was snorting and kicking. The revelation that had just 
come to Christo}>her gave him no jdeasure : but it held 
his attention for a moment. It made plain many things 
that ho had not understood. A multitude of little things 
that he had disregarded occurred to him and were ex¬ 
plained. He was sui^>rised to find himself thinking of 
it: he was ashamed to be turiu'd aside even for a moment 
from his misery. Ihit that misery wa.s so frightful, so 
irrepressible, that the instinct of self-preservation, stronger 
than his will, than his courage, than his love, forced him 
to turn away from it, seized on this new idea, as the 
suicide d no wiling seizes in spite of himself on the first 
object which can help him, not to save himself, but to 
keep hims(‘lf for a moment longer above the water. And 
it w'as because ho was suffering that he was able to feel 
what another was suffering—suffering through him. Ho 
understood the tears that he had brought to her eyes. 
Ho was tilled with pity for Rosa. He thought how cruel 
he had been to her—how cruel he must still be. For he 
did not love her. What good was it for her to love him ? 
Poor girl ! . . . In vain did he tell himself that she 
was good (she had just proved it). What was her good¬ 
ness to him ? What was her life to him ? . . . 

He thought: 

“ WTiy is it not she who is dead, and the other who is 
alive • 

.He thought: 
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“ She is ftlive : she loves* me : she cp.n tell me that to¬ 
day, lo-moriow, all my life^: and the other, the woman 
I love, she is dead and never told mo that s?he loved me : 
I never have told her that I loved her : I shall never hear 
her say it: she will never know it. . . 

‘And suddenly he remembered that last evening : he 
remembered that they were just going to talk when Rosa 
came and prevented it. And he hated P^osa. . . . 

The door of the woodshed was opened. Rosa called 
Christopher softly, and grojied towards him. She took 
his hand. He felt an aver^ion in her near presLv. i : in 
vain difl he reproach himself for it: it was stronger tnah 
himself. 

Rosa was silent; her j^rcat pity had taught her silence. 
C'hri'-lopher was grateful to Ium’ for not breaking in upon 
his grief with useless words. And yet he wishc'd to 
know . . . she was the oniv creature who could talk to 
him of He asked in a wliispor 

“ When did she ...” * 

(Ho dared not say ; die.) 

She replied : 

“ Last Saturday week.” 

Diml^" he remembered. He said : 

“At night r 

Rosa looked at him in astonisliment and said : 

“ Yes. At night. Between two and three.” 

The sorrowful melody came back to him. He asked, 
trembling : » 

“ l)id she suffer much ?” 

“ No, no. God be thanked, dear (^’hristopher : she 
hardly suiTered at all. She was ho weak. She did not 
struggle against it. Suddenly thej^ saw that she was 
lost. ...” 

“ Apd she . . . did she know it V* 

“ I don’t know. I think . . .” 

“ Did she say anything ?” 

“ No. Nothing. She wa.s sorry for herself like a chikl.” 

“ You were there 

‘ Y*'^. For the first two days I was theVe alone, 
be<*oT*e h(»r brother came,” * 
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He prcssod'her hand in graOtude. 

“ Thank you.” 

She felt the blood rush to her heart. 

After a silence ho spoke, he murmured the question 
which was choking him : 

“ Did she say anything ... for me , 

Rosa shook her head sadly. She ’w'buld have given 
much to be able to let him have the answer he expected : 
she was almost sorry that she could not lie about it. 
She tried to console him : 

“ was not conscious.” 

'^But she did speak V* 

“ One could not moke out what she said. It w^as in a 
verv low voice.” 

‘‘ Where is the child 

“ Her brother took her nw&y with him to the country.” 

“ And she 

“ She is there too. She was taken aw^ay last Monday 
week.” • 

They began to weep ogain. 

Frau Vogel’s voice called Rosa once more. Chris¬ 
topher, left alone again. Jived through those days of 
death. A w^eek, already a week ago. ... O God ! 
V'hat had become of her ? Row it had rained that 
week ! . .. . And all that time he w^as laughing, he was 
happy! 

In his pocket he felt a little parcel wTapped up in soft 
paper : they were silver buckles that he had brought 
her for her shoes. He remembered the evening when he 
had placed his hand on the little stockinged foot. Her 
little feet: where were they now 1 How cold they must 
be ! , . . ^ He thought the memory of that warm con¬ 
tact was the only one that he had of the beloved creature. 
He had never dared to touch her, to take her in his arms, 
to hold her \o his breast. She was gone for ever, and 
he had never known her. He knew nothing of her, 
neither soul nor body. He had no memory of her body, 
of her lif^ of her love. • * * ^ love ? . . . What 
proof had he of that ? . . . He had not even a letter, a 
jboken,—nothing.* Whore could he seek to hold her, in 
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himself,orQutsidohimself ? ... Oh,! Nothing! There 

was nothifj^left him but tl#3 love he had for her, nothing 

left him but himself.—^And in spite of all; his desperate 

(losire to snatch her from destruction, his need of denying 

death, made him cling to the last piece of wTCckage, in an 

act of blind faith : 

« 

“ . . . nz son gia morio: e ben c* alhergo caugi, rcsto in 
te vivo, c’ or mi vedi e piangi, se Vun nelV aliro amante si 
trasforrna.** 

“ . . . T am not dead : I have changed my Uiiig. 
I live'still in thee who scest me in thy tears. The soul 6i 
the beloved is merged in the soul of the lover.” 

• ^ 

He had never read these sublime words : but they were 
in him. Each one of us in turn climbs the Calvary of 
the ages. Each one of ns finds anew the agony, each one 
of us finds anew the desperate hope s».nd folly of the ages. 
Each one of us follows in the footsteps of those who were, 
of those before us who struggled with death, denied 
death—and are dead. ^ 

* afs 

He shut himself up in his room. His shutters were 
closed all day so as not to see the windows of the house 
opposite. He avoided the Vogels : they*were odious to 
his sight. He had nothing to reproach them with : they 
were too honest, and too pious not to have thrust back 
their feelings in the face of death. They knew Chris¬ 
topher’s grief and respected it. whatever they might think 
of it: they never uttered Rabine’s name in his presence. 
But they had been her enemies when she was aliv'e: that was 
enough to make him their enemy now that she was dead. 

Besides they had not altered their noisy habits : and 
in spite of the sincere though passing pity that they had 
felt, it€was obvious that at bottom they w^ere untouched 
by the misfortune—(it was too natural)—perhaps even 
they were secretly relieved by it. Christapher imagined so 
at least. Now that the Vogels’ intentions with regard to 
himself were made plaid he exaggerated therii in.his own 
mind. In reality they attached little inxportaueo to him: 



YOUTH 89 

he Bet too great sto^'e by himself. But he had no doubt 
Ihp.t the death of Sabine, •by removing the greatest 
obstacle in the way of his landlord’s plans, did seem to, 
them to leave the field clear for Rosa. So he detested 
her. That they—(the Vogels, Louisa, and even Rosa)— 
should have tacitly disposed of him, without consulting 
him, vras enough in any case to make him lose all affection 
for the person whom he was destined to love. He shied 
whenever ho thought an attempt was made upon his 
umbrageous sense of liberty. Rut now it was not only 
a quest* of himself. The rights which these othesrs had 
a.-ftulned over him did not only infringe upon his own 
rights, but upon those of the dead woman to whom his 
h('art was given. So he dcf<?ndcd them doggedly, 
-although no one w'as for attacking them. He su.spectod 
Ro:'a’s goodness. vShe suffered in seeing him suffer and 
would often come and knock at his door to console him 
and talk to him abort the other. Ho did not drive her 
away ; he needed to talk of Sabine witli someone who had 
known her : ho wanted to know th(^ smallest detail of what 
had happcrif^d during her illness. Rut he w’as not grateful 
to Rosa : he attributed ulterior motives to her. Was it 
not plain that her family, even Amalia, permitted these 
\isits and long colloquies whieh she would never have 
allowed if they hud fa]l(*ii in with her wi^^hes ? \Vas 
not Rosa in league with her faiuilv ? He could not 
believe that her pit 3 " was absolutely sincere and free of 
personal thouglits. 

And, no doubt, it was not. Rosa pitied tliristopher 
with all her lieart. She tried hard to sec Sabhic through 
Christojdior’s eyes, and througli him to love her : she was 
angry v'ith herself for all the uuKi-nd feelings that she 
had* ever had towards her, and asked h('r pardon in her 
.prayers at night. Rut could she forget that she was 
alive, that she was seeing Christopiiei' every moment of 
tlio day, that slid loved him. that she was no longer 
afrfvid of the othdr, that the other was gone, that her 
memory would also fade awa}^ in ^its turn, that she was 
left alone,' that one day perhaps . . . ? fii the midst of 
her sorrow, and tho sorrow of her frknd, more hers than 
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her own, could she repress a glad impulse,‘an unreasoning 
hope ? P ar that too she as angry with herself. It was 
. only a flash. It was enough. He saw * it. He thrcAv 
her a glance which froze her heart: she read in it hateful 
thoughts ; he hated her for being alive while the other 
Was dead. 

The miller brought his cart for Sabine’s little furniture. 
Coming back from a leswson Christopher saw* lieaped up 
before the door in the street the bed, the cupboard, the 
mattress, the linen, all that she had possessed, all that 
was left of her. It was a dreadful sight toS^^iij. He 
rushed past it. In the doorway he bumped into Bcfvold, 
who stopped him. 

“ Ah ! my dear sir,” he said, shaking his hand cflusivoly. 

“ Ah ! who would have thoug.ht it when we were together ? 
How happ5’ we were ! And yet it was because of that 
day, because of that cursed row on the water, that she 
fell ill. Oh! well. It is no use*comj)Iainiug ! She is* 
dead. It will be our turn next. That is life. . . . 
And how are you ? I’m very woll, thunk God !” 

He was red in the face, sweating, and smelled of wdne. 
The idea that he was her brother, that he had rights in 
her memory, hurt C‘iirLstophcr. It offcnch'-d him to hear 
this man talking of his beloved. The miller on the con¬ 
trary was glad to find a friend with wfioin l^e could talk 
of Sabine : he did not understand C’hrLstophcr's coldness. 
He had no idea of all the sorrow that liis presence, the 
sudden calling to mind of the day at his farm, tho happy 
memories that he recalled so blunderingly, the poor relics 
of Sabine, heaped upon the ground, which he kicked as^ 
he talked, .set stirring in Christo})her‘s soul. He made 
some excuse for stopi>ing Bertold’s tongue, ife went up 
the stc‘p.s : but the other clung to him, stopped him“. and 
went on with his harangue. At last wlien tho miller 
t^lg to telling him of Sabine’s illness, with that strange 
pl^sure which certain people, and esjWially the common 
people, take in talking of illness, with a plethora of 
painful details, Chri‘^opher could bear it^no longer—(he 
took a light hold of himself so as not to* cry out in his 
sorrow). He cut him short : • • 
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“ Pardon,” he saicj. curtty and icily. “ I must-leave you.” 

He left him without anothe?^* word. « * 

His insensibility revolted the miller. Ho had guessed, 
the secret affection of his sifter and Cliristopher. And 
that Christopher should now show such indifference 
seemed monstrous to him : he thought he had no hcartu 

Christoplier had fled to his room : h*e was choking. 
Until the removal was over he never left his room. He 
vowed that he would never look out of the window, but 
ho could not help doing so : and hiding in a corner behind 
the e:*i-ruain he fol!ow*od the departure of the goods and 
ciinttols of the bt^lovcd eagerly and with profound sorrow. 
When he saw them disappearing for ever he all but ran 
down to the street to cry : ‘'Xy ! no ! Leave them to 
* me ! Do not take them from me !” Ho longed to beg 
at least for some little thing, only one little thing, so that 
she should not aHogellior be taken from liim. But how 
could he ask such a thing of the inillor ? It was nothing 
to him. She herself hfld not knowm his love : how dared 
he then reveal it to another ? And besides, if he had 
tried to say a word he w'ould have burst out crying, . . . 
No. No. He had to say nothing, to watch all go, with¬ 
out being able—without daring to save one fragment 
from the wreck. . . . 

And wdicn it was all over, when the bouse was empty, 
when the yard gate w^as closed after the miller. wLcn the 
wheels of his cart moved on, shak.ing tlie windows, when 
they w'cre out c»f hearing, he threw himself mi the floor— 
not a tear left in liiin, not a thought of suffering, of 
struggling, frozen, and Idco one dead. 

There was a knock at the door. He did not move. 
Another knock. Ho had forgoUen <o lock the door. 
Rosa came in. She cri<'d out on seeing him stretched 
on the floor and stopped in terror. He raised his head 
angrily : * ^ 

“ What ? What do you want ? Leave me !’* 

She did not go*: she stayed, hesitating, leaning against 
the door, an4 said again : 

“ Christopher. ...” 

He got flp in silfence: he was ashnned of having been 
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Rcen so. He dusted himself with Jhis hand and asked 
harshly . 

“ Well. What do you want V* 

Rosa said shyly : 

“ Forgive me . . . Christopher ... I came in ... I 
was bringing you . . 

Ho saw that she had something in her Jiand. 

“ See,” she said, holding it out to him. “ I asked 
Rertold to give me a little token of her. 1 thought you 
would like it. ...” ■ 

It^was a little silver miiTor, the pocket mirror»Hi which 
she used to look at herself for hours, not so mueh'*7Pblrn 
coquetry as from want of occupation. Christopher took 
it, took also the hand hieli held it. 

“ Oh ! Rosa ! . , ho said. 

He was filled with her kindness and the knowledge 
of his own injustice. On a passi(mate impulse he knelt to 
her and kkstd her hand. 

“Forgive . . . Forgive . . he said. 

Rosa did not understand at first; then she understood 
only too w'ell : slie blushed, she trembled, she began to 
wee]). She understood that lie meant : 

“ Forgive mo if 1 am niijust. . . . Forgive me if 1 
do not love you. . . . ]\)rgive me if 1 cannot ... if I 
cannot love you, if J can never love >’Ou I . ...” 

She did not witiidraw her hand from him : she knew' 
that it was not herself that he was kissing. And w'ith 
his cheek against Rosa’s hand, he wept hot tears, knowing 
that she w^a.s reading through him : there w'as sorrow and 
bitterness in being unable to love her and making her, 
suffer. 

'fhey stayed so, both w'oeping, in the dim light of the 
room. 

A1 last she withdrew' her hand. He went on murmuring: 

“ forgive ! . . .” 

She laid her hand gently on his haiul. He rose to his 
feet.’ They kissf’d in silence : they felt on their lips the 
hitter savour of their t^ears. 

“ Wo sltall alw'ays be friends,” he said softly. She 
bowed her head and loft him, too sad^to speak. 
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They thought that the worlu is ill made. The lover 
is unloved. The beloved does ifcot love. Tlie lo /er who is 
loved is sooner* or later torn from his love. . . . There , 
is snlTering. There is the brmging of suffering. And the 
most wretched is not always the one who suffers. 

* 1 ^ • 

* * 0 

Once more Christopher took to avoiding the house. 
He could not bear it. lie could not bear to see the 
curtainless wbidows, the empty rooms. 

A worse sorrow awaited him. Old Euler lost no time 
in rejptilng the ground floor. One day Christoy)hcr.saw 
strange faces in Sabine’.s room. New lives blotted out 
the traces of the life that was gone. 

It became impossible for him to .stay in his rooms. He 
fjassed whole days outside, iiot coining back until night¬ 
fall, when it was too dark to see anything. Once more 
he took to making expeditions in the country. Irrc- 
sistiblv ho was dravn^to Bertold’s farm. But he never 
went in, dared not go near it, wandered about it at a 
distance. He discovered a place on a hill from wdiich 
he could SCO the house, the plain, the river : it was thither 
that his stcjis usually turned. From tlienco he could 
follow with his eyes the rneanderings of the water down 
t-o the willow clun^f) under wliicli he had seen the shadow 
of death pasfl across Sabine’s face. From thence he could 
pick out the tw'o window^s of the rooms in -which they liad 
w^aitod, side by side, so near, so far, se]iarated by a door— 
the door to eternity. From thence he could-survey the 
cemetery. Ho had never been able to bring himself to 
•(inter it: from childhood he had had a horror of those 
fields of decay and corruption, and refused to think of 
those -w'hom ho loved in connection with tliem. But 
•from a distance and seen from above, the little grave¬ 
yard never lot^ked grim, it was calm, it slept unde^ the 
sun. . . . Sk'cp ! , . . She loved to sleep ! Nothing 
would disturb her there. The crowing cocks answered 
eachrotlier across the plains. From the homestead rose 
the roaring of jthe mill, the clucking of the poultry yard, 
the cries of children playing. He ^uld make out Sabine’s 
little girl, he could see her running, he could mark iior 
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laughter. Once he lay in wait for her near the gate of 
the farmy^-^d, in a turn ofi the Biink* road made by the 
walls : he seized her as she passed and kissed her. The 
child was afraid and began to cry. She had almost 
forgotten him already. He asked her : 

• “ Are you happy here 

“Yes. Itislun, . . 

“ You don’t want to come back ?” 

“ No !” 

He let her go. The child’s indilTercnee plunged him 
in sorrow’. Poor Sabine ! . . . And yet it was she, 
something uf her. ... So little ! The child was hjfPdiy 
at all like her mother : had lived in her, but was not she : 
in that mysterious passage through her being the child 
had hardly retained more thfin the faintest perfume of. 
the creature who vras gone : iiiliections of her voice, a 
pursing of the lips, a trick of bending the head. The rest 
of her -was another being altogether : and that being 
mingled wdlh the being of Safeine was repulsive to 
Christopher, though he never admitted it to himself. 

It w’as only in himself that C.'liristopher could find the 
imago of Sabine. It followed him everywhere, hovering 
above him : but he only felt himself really to be with her 
when he was alone. Nowdicre was she nearer to him 
than in this refuge, on the hill, far from* strai^e eyes, in 
the midst of the country that w'as so full of tne memory 
of her. He would go miles to it, climbing at a run, his 
heart beating as though ho w'ere going to a meeting wdth 
her : and so it was indeed. When ho reached it he would 
lie on the ground—the same earth in which her body w’as 
laid : he would close his eyes : and she would come to 
him. He could not see her face : he could not hear her 
voice : he had no need : she entered into him, held him, 
he ijossossed her utterly. In this state of passionate 
hallucination he w’ould lose the power -of thought, he 
would be unconscious of what was hS-ppening ; ne was 
unconscious of evtirything save that he was with her. 

That state of things did not last long.—To tell the 
truth he was only once altogether sincere. From the day 
following. Ills will had its share in th» proceedings. And 
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from that time on Christopher tnod in vain to bring it 
back to life. It was^nly IhenjLhat ho thought r/f evoking 
in himself the face and form of Sabine : until then he had 
never thought of it. He succeeded spasmodically and * 
he was fired by it. But it was only at the cost of hours 
of waiting and of darkness. , 

“ Poor Sabine !” he would think, “^hey have all 
forgotten you. There is only I who love you, who keep 
your memory alive for ever. Oh, mj^ treasure, ray 
precious ! I have you, I hold vou, I will never let you 
go ! . . .’^ 

spoke tho.se words because already she w^as esca*pmg 
him: she was slipping from his thoughts like water 
through his fingers. He would r^durn again and again, 
faithful to the tryst. He wished to think of her and he 
would close his eyes. But after half an hour, or an hour, 
or sometimes two hours, he would begin to see that ho 
. had be<ni thinking pf nothing. The sounds of the 
valley, the roar of the ^ind, the little bells of the goats 
browsing on the hill, the noise of the ■wind in the little 
slender trees under which he lay, were sucked up by his 
thoughts soft and porous like a sponge. He was angry 
with his thoughts : they tried to obey him, and to fix 
tlie vanished image to which he was striving to attach 
Ills life ; but his "Aolights fell back -weary and chastened 
and once more with a sigh of comfort abandoned them¬ 
selves to the listless stream of sensjitions. 

He shook off his torpor. Ho strode through the 
country hither and thither seeking Sabine. Ho sought 
her in tlio mirror that once had hedd her smile. He sought 
*her by the river bank w here her hands had dipped in the 
water. But the mirror and the water gave him only the 
refleetion of himself. The excitement of walking, the 
fresh air, the beating of his own healthy blood awoke 
music in hiin once more. He wdshed to find change.* 

“ Oh ! vSabine ! .•. he sighed. 

Ho dedicated sc^gs to her; he strove to call her to 
’life m his music, his love and his sorrow. ... In vain: 
love and gorrOw came to life surSly : but poor Sabine 
had no share in them- Love and sorrow looked towards 
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the future, not towards the past. Christopher was 
powerlessV]ugainst his youl^. The sap of life welled up 
again in him with new vigour. His grief, Iiis regrets, his 
chaste and ardent love, his baffled desires, heightened 
the fever that was in him. In spite of his sorrow, his 
heart beat in lively, sturdy rhythm : wild songs leaped 
forth in mad, * intoxicated strains: everything in him 
hymned life and even sadness took on a festal shape. 
Christopher w^as too frank to persist in self -deception : 
and he despised himself. But life swept him headlong : 
and in his sadness, with death in his heart, and life in all 
his limbs, he abandoned himself to the forces newibom 
in him, to the absurd, delicious joy of living, which 
grief, pity, despair, th» aching wound of an irreparable 
loss, all the torment of death, .can only sharpen and kindle, 
into being in the strong, as they rowel their sides w'ith 
furious spur. 

And Chri.stopher knew that, in himself, in the secret 
hidden dej^ths of his soul, he Imd an inaccessible and 
inviolable sanctuary whore lay the shadow of 8abino. 
That the flood of life could not bear away. . . . Each 
of us bears in his soul as it wore a little graveyard of 
those whom he has loved. They sleep there, through the 
years, untroubled. But a day cometh,—this we know.— 
when the graves shall reopen. The doM issije from the 
tomb and smile with their pale lips—loving, always—on 
the beloved, and the lover, in whose breast their memory 
dwells, like the child sleeping in the mother’s womb. 
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After the wet summer the autumn was radiant. Iq the 
oychards the trees were weighed down with fruit. The 
red apples shone like billiard-balls. Already some of the 
trees were taking on their brilliant garb of the falling 
year: flame colour, fruit colour, colour of ripe melon, 
of oranges and lemons, of good cooking, and fried 
dishes. Misty lights glowed through the woods : and 
. from the meadows tlsere rose the little pink flames of 
the saffron. • 

He was going down a hill. It was a Sunday afternoon. 
He was striding, almost running, gaining speed down 
. the slope. He was singing a phrase, the rhythm of which 
had been obsessing him all through his walk. He was 
red, dishevelled : ho was walking, swinging his arms, and 
rolling his eves like a madman, when as he turned a bend 
in the road lie came suddenly on a fair girl perched on a 
wall tugging with all her might at a branch of a tree 
from which she was greedily plucking and eating purple 

E lums. Their astonishment was mutual. She looked at 
im, stared, with her mouth full. Then she burst out 
laughing. So did ho. She was good to see with her 
• round face framed in fair curly hair, w'hich was like a 
sunlit cloud about her, her full pink cheeks, her wide 
blue eyes, her rather large nose, impertinently turned 
up, her little red mouth showing white teeth—the canine 
little, strong, and projecting—her plump chin, and her 
. full figure, largo and plump, well built, solidly put 
•' together. He called out; 

“ Good eating !** And was for going on his road. But 
•he called to him: * 

fot. n. 
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“ Sir 1 Sir ! Will you bo very nice ? Help me to get 
down. I can’t . . 

. He returned and asked her how she had climbed up, 

“ With my hands and* feet. ... It is easy enough 
to get up. . . 

“ Especially when there are tempting plums hanging 
above your head. . . 

“ Yes. . . . But w'lien you have eaten your courage 
goes. You can’t find the way to get down.” 

He looked at her on her porch. He said : 

“ You are all right there. Stay there quietly. I’ll 
come and see you to-morrow. Good-night !” 

But he did not budge, and stood beneath her. She 
pretended to be afraicl,<'a,nvl begged him wuth little glances 
not to leave her. They stayed looking at each other 
and laughing. She showed him the braneh to whieh she 
W'as clinging and asked : 

“ W^ould you like some ?” 

Respect for property had not dovdoped in Christopher 
since the days of his expcditt'ms with Otto : he aeecpted 
without hesitation. She amu.sed herself with pelting him 
with plums. When he had eaten she said : 

‘‘Now! . . .” 

He took a wicked pleasure in keeping her waiting. 
She grew impatient on her wall. At last lie said : 

“ Come, then !” and held his hand up to Ikt. 

But just as she w’a.s about to jump down slic thought 
a moment 

“ IVait! We must make provision first!” 

She gathered the finest plums within reach and filled 
the front of her blouse with them. 

“ Carefully ! Don’t crush them !” 

He felt almost inclined to do so. 

She lowered herself from the wall and jumped into his 
arms. Although he was .sturdy he bent under her weight 
and all but dragged Ikt down. They were of tlie same 
height. Their faces came together. * He kissed her lips, 
moist and sweet with the juice of the plums: and she 
returned his kiss without more ceremony.' 

“ VVhoro are 3^011 going ?” he asktAi. 
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I don't know.” 

“ Are you out alono ?” 

“ No. I aid with friends. But I have lost them. • • .. 
Hi! Hi!” she called suddenly a‘& loudly as she could. 

No answer. 

She did not bother about it any more. They began to 
walk, at random, following their noses. * 

“ And you . , . where are you going said she. 

“ I don’t know, either.” 

“ Good. We’ll go together.” 

She took some plums from her gaping blouse and bpgan 
to munch them. 

“ You’ll make yourself sick,” he said. 

“ Not I! I’ve been eating thei:i all dav.” 

» Through the gap in her blouse he saw the white of her 
chemise. 

“ They are all warm now,” she said. 

“ Let me see !” 

She held him one find laiighod. lie ate it. She 
W'atched liim out of the corner of her eve as she sucked 
at the fruit lilic a child. Ho did not know how the ad¬ 
venture w^ould end. It is probable that she at least had 
some suspicion. She waited. 

“ Hi! Ill i” Voices in the woods. 

“ Hi! HI!” iho answered. “ Ah ! There they are I” 
she said to Christopher. “ Not a bad tiling, either !” 

But on the contrary she was thinking that it w^as rather 
a pity. But speech w'as not given to wom^in for her to 
say wLat she is thinking. . . . Thank God! for there 
.would be an end of morality on earth. . . . 

The voice came near. Her friends w'ero near the road. 
She leaped the ditch, climbed the hedge, and hid 
•behind the trees. He watched her in amazement. She 
signed to him imperiously to come to her. He follpw'od 
.her. She plungM jnto the depths of the wood. 

“ Hi! Hi!” she called once more when they had gone 
jsome distance. “ Von see, they must look for me she 
explained to CJiristophor. , 

Her friends had stopped on the road and wese listening 
for her voice‘to markfwhere it came from^ They answered 
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her and in' their turn entered the woods. But she did 
not wait for them. She turned about on right and on 
'left. They bawled loudly after her. Sho'let them, and 
then went and called in the opposite direction. At last 
they w^earied of it, and, making sure that the best way 
Oi making her come was to give up seeking her, they 
called : 

“ Good-bye !’* and went off singing. 

She w’as furious that they should not have bothered 
about her any more than that. She had tried to be rid 
of them • but she had not counted on their going off so 
easily. ClirLstophor looked rather foolish : this game tf 
hide-and-seek with a girl whom ho did not know did not 
exactly enthrall him : Smd he had no thought of taking 
advantage of their solitude. • Nor did she think of it :■ 
in her annoyance she forgot Christopher. 

“ Oh ! It’s too much,” she said, thumping her hands 
together. Thf\v have left me.” * 

But,” said Christopher, “ yob wanted them to.” 

“ Not at all.” 

“ You ran away.” 

“ If I run away from them that is my affair, not theirs. 
They ought to look for me. What if I w'cre lost. V* . 

Already she w'^as beginning to be,.sorry for herself 
because of what might have happened if.. . . if the 
oppo.sitc of what actually had occurred had come about, 

“ Oh !” she said. “ I’ll make them . . . She turned 
back and strode off. 

As she went she remembered Christopher and looked 
at him once more.—But it was too late. She began to. 
laugh. The little demon which had been in her the 
moment before was gone. While she was waiting for 
another to come she saw Christopher with the eyes of* 
indifference. And then, she was hungry. Her stomach 
was reminding her that it was supper-time ; she was in. 
a hurry to rejoin her friends at the inn. She took 
Christopher’s arm, leaned on it with all her weight,, 
groaned, and said tha,t she was exhausted.. That did not 
keep her from dragging Christopher down a Slope, run¬ 
ning, and shoutiz^, and laughing likd a mad thing. . 
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They talked. Sh(, learned who he was: shi did not 
know his name, and seemed not to be greatly impressed 
by his title of musician. He learned that she was a* 
shop girl from a dressmaker’s in the Kaiserstrasse (the 
most fashionable street in the town): her name was 
Adolhcid—to friends, Ada. Her companions on the 
excursion were one of her friends, who worked n.t the 
same place as herself, and two nice young men, a clerk 
at Weiller’s bank, and a clerk from a big linen-draper’s. 
They were turning their Sunday to account: they had 
decided to di?,e at the Pike’s, fr<jm which Ihcre is St fine 
view over the Ilhine, and then lo return by boat. 

The others had already established themselves at the 
inn when they arrived. Ada made a scene with her 
friends : she complained of their cowardly desertion and 
presented Christopher as her saviour. They did not listen 
to her complaints : but they knew Christopher, the bank- 
clerk b\^ reputation, tl^p clerk from having heard some 
of his compositions—(he thought it a good idea to hum 
an air from one of them immediately afterwards)—and 
the respect wdiich they showed him made an impression 
on Ada, the more so as MjTrha, the other young woman— 
(her real name was ITansi or Johanna)—a brunette with 
blinking eyes, Lumpy fo'* head, hair screwed back, 
Chinese face, a little too animated, but clever and not 
without charm in spite of hor goat-like head and her 
oily golden-yi'-liow complcxic \.—at once began to make 
advances to their Hoj They begged him to bo 

so good as to honour their repast with Ills presence. 

• Never had he been in s\ich high teatlier: for he was 
overwhelmed with attentions, and the two women, like 
good friends as they w^ore, tried each to rob the other of 

* him. Both courted him: MjTrha wdth ceremonious 
manners, sly looks, as she rubbed her leg against his ifnder 

•the table—Ada, openly making play with her fine eyes, 
her pretty mouth, and all the seductive resources at hor 
command. Such coquetry in its almost coarseness m- 
commoded and distressed Christopiier. These two bold 
young women were %> change from the unkindly faces he 
was accustomed to at home. Myrrha interested him; 
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he guessed her to be more intelligent than Ada: but her 
obsequious manners and ‘ her ambiguous smile were 
curiously attractive and repulsive to him at the same 
time. She could do nothing against Ada’s radiance of 
life and pleasure : and she was aware of it. When she 
saw that she had lost the bout, she abandoned the effort, 
turned in upon herself, went on smiling, and patiently 
wait('d for lu*r day to come. Ada seeing herself mistress 
of the field did not seek to push forward the advantage 
she had gained : what she had done had been mainly to 
de8|7tle Jicr friend : she had succeeded, she was sati^fie^. 
But she had been caught in her own game. She felt as 
she looked into Christopher’s eyes the passion that she 
had kindled in him : and that same passion be^gan to 
awake in her. Slie was siient: she left her vulgar* 
teasing: they looked at each otlicr hi silence: on their 
lips they had the saA^our of their kiss. From time to 
time by fits and starts they joi^-iod voeiferousl}’ in the 
jokes of the others : then they relapsed into silence, stealing 
glances at each otiier. At last they did not even look 
at each other, as thougli tliey were afraid of betraymg 
themselves. Absorbed in themselves tlic^^ brooded over 
their desire. 

When the meal Avas OA^cr they got ready to go. They 
had to go a mile and a half through the aatw^cIs to reach 
the pier. Atia got up first: Christ o^iher folioAved her. 
They AAuited on the stops until the others were ready : 
without f peaking, side by side, in the thick mist that 
was hardly at fill lit up by the singk^ lamp hanging by 
the inn door.—M\Trhc, w\‘is dawdling by the mirror. ‘ 

Ada took Ohrislopher’s hand and led him along the 
hoijse toAvardfi tlio garden into the darkness. Under a 
balcony from uliich hung a curtain of vinos they hid. * 
All Jibout them Avas d(;nse darkne.ss. ,Thcy’ could not 
even see each other. The Avind stirred the tops of the 
pines. He felt Ada’s warm fingers entAvined in his and 
the sweet scent of a heliotrope ficAA'er that she had at her* 
breast. • 

Suddenly she dragged him to her: Christopher’s lips 
found Ada’s hairdo wet with the mist, and ki^ed her eyes, 
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her eyebrows, her nose, her cheeks, the corners of her 
mouth, seeking her lips, and finding them, staying pressed 
to them. 

The others had gone. They called : 

“ Ada ! . . 

They did not stir, they hardly breathed, pressed close 
to each other, lips and bodies. * 

They heard Myrrha : 

“ They have gone on.” 

The footsteps of their companions died away in the 
night. They held each other closer, in silence, stifling 
on their lips a passionate murmuring. 

In the distance a village clock rang out. They broke 
apart. They had to run to the pier. Without a word 
they set out, arms and hands entwined, keeping step— 
a little quick, firm step, 1 ike hors. The road was deserted : 
no creature was abroad : they could not see ten yards 
ahead of them : they went, serene and sure, into the 
beloved night. Tlioy never stumbled over the pebbles 
on the road. As they were late they took a short cut. 
The path led for some way down through vinos and then 
began to ascend and wind up the side of the hill. Through 
the mist they could lioar the roar of the river and the 
heavy paddles cf the steamer approaching. They left 
the path and ran across the fields. At last they found 
themselves on the hank of the Rhine, but still far from 
the pier. Their serenity was not disturbed. Ada had 
forgotten her fatigue of the evening. It somned to thorn 
that they could have walked all night lil^e that, on the 
• silent grass, in the hovering mists, that grew w^citer and 
more dense along the river that w’as wrapped in a white¬ 
ness as of the moon. The steamer’s siren hooted: the 
invisible monster plunged heavily away and away. They 
laid, laughing: 

“ We will take the next.” 

By the edge of the river soft lapping weaves broke at 
their feet. At the landing stage they were told : 

The last boat has just gone.”^ 

Christopher’s he^rt thumped. Ada’s hand grasped his 
arm more tightly. 
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“ Butt” ^she said, “ there will be^ another one to¬ 
morrow.” * * 

. A few yards away in a halo of mist was 'the flickering 
light of a lamp hung on a J)Ost on a terrace by the river. 
A little farther on were a few lighted windows—a little inn. 

*Thoy went into the tiny garden. The sand ground 
under their fcet.*^ They groped their way to the steps. 
When they entered, the lights were being put out. Ada, 
on Christopher’s arm, asked for a room. The room to 
which they were led opened on to the little garden. 
Christopher leaned out of the window and saw the 
phosphore-^-cent glow of the river, and the shade of the 
lamp on the glass of which w'ere crushed mosquitoes with 
large wings. The door rvafe closed. Ada w^as standing 
by the bed and smiling. Ho dared not look at her. She 
did not look at him : but through her lashes she followed 
Christopher’s every movement. The floor creaked with 
every step. They could hear the Iea%t noise in the house. 

They sat on the bed and embracetf* in silence. 

«> 

« « 

The flickering light of the garden is dead. All is 
dead..... 

Night. . . . The abj^ss. . . . Neither light nor con¬ 
sciousness, - . . Being. The obscure, ^devouring forces 
of Being. Joy all-powerful. Joy rending. Joy which 
sucks down the human creature as the void a stone. 
The spout of desire sucking up thought. The absurd 
delicious law’ of the blind intoxicated worlds which go 
rolling through the night. . . . 

... A night which is many nights, hours that are 
centuries, seconds, which are death. . . . Dreams shared, 
words spoken with eyes closed, tears and laughter, the 
happiness of loving in the voice, of sharing the nothing¬ 
ness of sleep, the swiftly passing images,floating in the 
brain, the hallucinations of the roaring might. . . . The 
Rhine laps in a little creek by the house : in the distance 
his waters over the dams and breakwaters make a souud 
as of a gentle rain falling on sand. The hull of J-he boat 
creaks and groans under'the weight of,water. .The chain 
by which it is tie<\ sags and grow^ taut with a rusty 
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clattering. Th® voice of the river rises: it fills the room. 
The bed is like a boat. Thoy are swept along side by 
side by a giddy current—hung in mid-air like a soaring 
bird. The night grows ever more dark, the void more 
empty. Ada weeps, Christopher loses consciousness: both 
are swept down under the flowing waters of the night. . t . 

Night. . . . Death. . . . Why w’ake €o life again 1 . . . 

The light of the dawning day peeps through the drip¬ 
ping panes. The spark of life glows once more in their 
languorous bodies. He awakes. Ada’s eyes are look¬ 
ing at him. A whole life passes in a few moments : days 

sun, greatness, and peace. 

“ Where am I ? And am I two ? Do I still exist ? 
I am no longer conscious of beirg. All about me is the 
■ infinite : I have the soul of a statue, with large tranquil 
eyes, filled with Ol^unpian peace. ...” 

They fall back into the world of sleep. And the 
familiar sounds of the dawn, the distant bells, a passing 
boat, oars dripping u^ter, footsteps on the road, all 
caress without disturbing their happy sleep, reminding 
them that they are alive, and making them delight in the 
savour of their happiness. . . . 

* 

lit iH 

The puffing of i.he steamer outside the window brought 
Christopher from his torpor. They had agreed to leave 
at seven, so as to return to the town in time for their 
usual occupations. He whispered : 

“ Do you hear V* 

She did not open her eyes; she smiled, she put out 
•her lips, she tried to kiss him and then let her head fall 
back on his shoulder. . . . Through the window panes 
he saw the funnel of the steamer slip by against the sky, 
he saw tho empty deck, and clouds of smoke. Once more 
he slipped into dreaminess. ... • 

An hour passed without his knowmg it. He heard it 
strike and started in astonishment. 

“ Ada! . . he whispered to the girl. “ Ada !” he 
said again. eight o’clock.”« 

Her eyes were still closed: she frowned And pouted 
pettishly. 
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“ Oh ! let me sleep !” she said. , 

She sighed wearily and turned her back on him and 
went to sleep once more. 

He began to dream. His blood ran bravely, calmly 
through him. His limpid senses received the smallest 
impressions simply and freshly. He rejoiced in his 
strength and youth. Unwittingly he was proud of being 
a man. He smiled in his happiness, and felt himself 
alone : alone as he had ahvays been, more lonely even, 
but without sadness, in a divine solitude. No more 
fever. No more shadows. Nature could freely cast her 
reflection upon his soul in its serenity. Lying on hh 
back, facing the w’indow, his eyes gazing deep into the 
dazzling air with its lun^inous mists, he smiled : 

“ How good it is to live ! . . . ’^ 

To live ! . . . A boat passed. . . . He thought sud¬ 
denly of those who w'cre no longer alive, of a boat gone 
by on which they w^ere together^: he—she. . . . She ? 

. . . Not that one, sleeping by hn side.—She, the only 
she, the beloved, the poor little woman who was dead.— 
But is it that one ? How came she there ? How did 
they come to this room ? He looks at her, ho does not 
know lior ; she is a stranger to him : yesterday morning 
she did not exist for him. What does he know of her ? 
—Ho know^s that she is not clover. He knows that she 
is not good. He knows that she is not even beautiful 
wuth her face spiritless and bloated wdth sleep, her low 
forehead, lief mouth open in breathing, her swollen dned 
lips pouting like a fish. Ho know^s that lie does not love 
her. And he is filled wuth a bitter sorrow when he thinks 
that he kissed those strange lips, in the first moment 
with her, that he has taken this beautiful body for which 
he cares nothing on the first night of their meeting,— 
and that she whom he loved, he watched her live and 
die b}’ his side and never dared t^oucl^ her hair with his 
lips, that he will never know the perfume of her being. 
Nothing more. All is crumbled away. The earth has taken 
all from him. And he,never defended W'ha4) was his. . . . 

And whKe he leaned over the ii^ooent sleeper and 
scanned her face, g-ud looked at her with eyes of unkind- 
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ness, she felt his, eyes upon her. Uneasy, under his 
scrutiny she made a great eJort to raise her heavy lids 
and to smile : and she said, stammering a little like a 
waking child : 

“ Don’t look at mo. I’m ugly. ...” 

She fell back at once, weighed down with sleep, smiJed 
once more, murmured : * 

“ Oh! I’m so ... so sleepy! . . .” and went oS 
again into her dreams. 

He could not help laughing : ho kissed her childish lips 
more tenderly. Ho watched the girl sleeping for a 

^Jnoment longer, and got up quietly. She gave a com¬ 
fortable sigh when he was gone. He tried not to wake 
her as he dressed, though there was no danger of that: 

’ and when he had done ho sat in the chair near the window 
and watched the steaming smoking river which looked 
as though it were covered with itjo : and he fell into a 
brown study in wlncjj there hovered music, pastoral, 
melancholy. 

From time to time slie half opened her e 3 'es and looked 
at him vaguely, took a second or two, smiled at him, and 
passed from one sleep to another. She asked him the time. 

“ A quarter to nine.” 

Half asleep she pondered : 

“ What*? Can it be a quarter to nine ?” 

At half-past nine she stretched, sighed, and said that 
she was going to got up. 

It was ten o’clock before she stirred. SheVas petulant. 

“Striking again ! . . . The clock is fast! . . .” He 

• laughed and w^eut and sat on the bed by her side. Sho 
put her arms round his neck and told him her dreams. 
Ho.did not listen very attentively and interrupted her 
with little love words. But she made him be silent and 

' went on very seriously, as though she were telling, some- 

• thing of the highest importance : 

“ She was at dinner : the Grand Duke was there: 

• M;^rrha was a Newfoundland dog. . . . No, a frizzy 
sheep who waited at table- • • Ada had discovered a 
method of rising frpm the earth, of walking, dancing, and 
lying down in the air. You see it w'aj quite simple : j’ou 
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had only jbo do . . . thus • . . thufi . . . and it was 
done. ...” 

« Christopher laughed at her. She laughed too, though 
a little ruffled at his laughing. She shrugged her 
shoulders. 

Ah ! you don’t understand ! . . .” 

They breakfasted on the bed from the same cup, with 
the same spoon. 

At last she got up : she threw off the bedclothes and 
slipped down from the bed. Then she sat down to recover 
her breath and looked at her feet. Finally she clapped 
her hands and told him to go out: and as he was in no\ 
hurry about it she took hiru by the shoulders and thrust 
him out of the door ard then locked it. 

After she had dawdled, lookt^d over and stretched each 
of her handsome limbs, she sang, as she washed, a senti¬ 
mental Lied in fourteen couplets, threw water at Chris¬ 
topher’s face—he was outside druin^ing on the window— 
and as they left she plucked the last rose in the garden 
and then they took the steamer. The mist was not yet 
gone : but the sun shone through it: they floated through 
a creamy light. Ada sat at the stern w'ith Christopher : 

was sleepy and a little sulky : she grumbled about the 
light in her cj^^es, and said that she w'oukl have a headache 
all day. And as Christopher did not lake her complaint 
seriously enough she relapsed into morose silence. Her 
eyes w'ere harclly opened and in them w^as the funny 
gravity of chiidren who have just woke up. But at the 
next, landing-stage an elegant lady came and sat not far 
from her, and she grew lively at once : .she talkexi eagerly 
to Christopher about things sentimental and distinguished. 
She had resumed with him the ceremonious Sie. 

Christopher was thinking about w^hat she could say 
to her employer by way of excuse for her^lateness. She 
was hardly at all concerned about it. 

“ Bah ! It’s not the first time.” 

“ The first time that . . . what 1” 

” That I have been late,” she said, pub out. by the 
question. « 

He dared not aeli^her what had caused her lateness. 



YOUTH 


m 


“ What will you toll her ?” 

“ That my mothw is ill, dead . . . how do I know 

He was hurt by her talking so lightly. 

“ I don’t want you to lie.’* • 

She took offence: 

“First of all, I never lie. . . . And then, I cannot 
very well tell her ...” 

He asked her half in jest, half in eamesu: 

“ Why not ?” 

She laughed, shrugged, and said,that he was coarse and 
ill-bred, and that she had already asked him not to use 
the Du to her. 

“ Haven’t I the right V* 

“ Certainly not.” 

“ After what has happened 

“ Nothing has happened.” 

She looked at him a little defiantly and laughed: and, 
Ithough she was joking, he felt most strongly that it 
would not have cost her much to say it seriously and 
almost to believe it. But some pleasant memory tickled 
her : for she burst out laughing and looked at Christopher 
and kissed him loudly without any concern for the pec^le 

about, who did not seem to be in the least surprised b^w ^ 

♦ 

Now on all his excursions he was accompanied by shop-' 
girls and clerks : he did not like their vulgarity, and us^ 
to try to lose them : but Ada out of contrariness was no 
longer disposed for wandering in the woods. When it 
rained or for some otlicr reason they did not leave the 
• town he •would take her to the theatre, or the museum, 
or the Thie.rgarten: for she insisted on being seen with 
him. She even wanted him to go to church with her ; 
but he was so absurdly sincere that he would not set 
foot iaside a church since he had lost his belief —(09 some 
other excuse hd l\ad resigned his position as organist)— 
and at the same^ time, unknown to himself, remained 
miKjh too religious not to think Ada’s proposal sacrilegious. 

He used tq go to her rooms in the evening. Myrrha 
would b 6 there, for she lived in tKe same house. Myrrha 
was not at all resentful against him ; she would hold out 
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her Boft h((hd caressingly, and talk of trivial and improper 
things and then slip away discreetly. The two women 
had never seemed to be such friends as since they had 
had small reason for being -so : they were alwaj^s together. 
Ada had no secrets from Myrrha : she told her everything : 
Myrrha listened to everything : they seemed to be equally 
pleased with it aP. 

Christopher was ill at ease in the company of the two 
women. Their friendship, their strange conversations, 
their freedom of manner, the crude way in which MjTrha 
especially viewed and spoke of things—(not so much in 
his presence, however, as when he was not there, but 
Ada used to repeat her sayings to him)—their indiscreet^ 
and impertinent curiosit 3 % which was for ever turned 
upon subjects that were Silty or basely sensual, the wdiole 
equivocal and rather animal atmosphere oppressed him 
terribly, though it interested him : for he laiew nothing 
like it. He was at poa in the conversations of the two 
little beasts, who tallted of drt^ssf and made silty jokes, 
and laughed in ar 'iicpt way with their c^’cs shining with 
delight when thej'' were ofi' on the track of some spicy 
pfory. He was more at ease when M^Trha left them. 
' the two women were together it was like being in 

5reign country without knowing the tynguage. It was 
^^finpossible to make himself understood : thev did not 
even listen : they poked fun at the foreigner. 

When he was alone with Ada they went on speaking 
different languages : but at least they did make some 
attempt to understand each other. To tell the truth, 
the more he understood her, the less he understood her. 
She was the first woman ho had known. For if poor 
Sabine was a woman he had known, he had known 
nothing of her: she had ahva.ys remained for him a 
phantom of his heart. Ada took upon herself to make 
him make up for lost time. In his turn he tried to solve 
the riddle of woman : an enigma which perhaps is no 
enigma except for those who seek some meaning in it., 

Ada was without intelligence: that was^ the least of 
her faults. . Christopher would have commended her for 
it, if she had approved it herself. Bift although she was 
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occupied only with stupidities, she claimed to nave some 
knowledge of the tilings of the spirit: and She judged 
everything with complete assurance. She would talk 
about music and explain to Christopher things which* 
he knew perfectly, and would pronounce absolute judg¬ 
ment and sentence. It was useless to try to convin 9 e 
her : she had pretensions and susceptibilities in every¬ 
thing ; she gave herself airs, she was obstinate, vain : 
she would not—she could not understand anything. 
Why would she not accept that, she could understand 
nothing ? He loved her so much botk‘.r when she was 
^ontent with being just what she was, simply, with her 
Own qualities and failings, instead of trying to impose 
on others and herself ! • 

. In fact, she was little cpnccrtied with thought. She 
was concerned with eating, drinking, singing, dancing, 
crying, laughing, sleeping : she wanted to be happy : and 
that would have been all riglit if she had succeeded. 
But although she had overy gift for it^she was greedy, 
lazy, sensual, and frankly egoistic in aHfv’ that revolted 
and amused Christopher : although slie had almost all 
the vices vhich make life pleasant for their fortune*'? 
possessors, if not for their friends—(and even then ^ 
not a happ 3 " face,#at least if it be pretty, shed happini^-^ 
on ail tho^e w^ho come near it ?)—in spite of so man^^ 
reasons for being satisfi('d .with life and herself Ada was 
not even clever enough for that. The pretty, robust girl, 
fresh, hearty, heal thy-looking, endowed wijh abundant 
spirits and fierce appetites, w^as anxious about her health. 
,She bemoaned her weakness, while she ate enough for 
four. She was always sorry for herself : she could tiot 
drag herself along, she could not breathe, she had a head¬ 
ache, feet-ache, her ey^es ached, her stomach ached, her 
soul ached. She wm afraid of everything, and madly 
superstitious, aitd saw omens everywhere : at meals the 
crossing of knives and forks, the number of the guests, 
the upsetting of a salt-cellar : then there must be a whole 
ritual to turn aside misfortune. Out walking she "would 
count the crows, and never failed t^ watch which side they 
flew to : she would knxiously watch the road at her feet, 
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and when a spider crossed her path in the morning she 
would cry‘out aloud: then she wouU wish to go home 
and there would be no otlier means of not interrupting 
the walk than to persuade her that it was after twelve, 
and so the omen was one of hope rather than of evil. 
She was afraid of her dreams: she would recount them 
at length to Christopher: for hours she would try to 
recollect some detail that she had forgotten; she never 
spared him one; absurdities piled one on the other, 
strange marriages,deaths, dressmakers, princes, burlesque, 
and sometimes obscene things. He had to listen to her 
and give her his advice. Often she would be for a whole 
day under the obsession of her inept fancies. She woulcr 
find life ill-ordered, she would see things and people 
rawly and overwhelm Ohristoplier with her jeremiads : 
and it se^mexi hardly worth while to have broken away 
from the gloomy middle-class people with whom he lived 
to find once more the eternal eneeny: the “ trauriger 
ungriechischcr Hypochonririst.*' * 

But suddenly .r 'the midst of her sulks and grumblings, 
she would become gay, noisy, exaggerated : there was no 
vh^e dealing with her gaiety than with her moroseness: 

' ^^^Tivould burst out laughing for no reason and seem as 
Jcigh she were never going to stopshe would rush 
•^ross the fields, play mad tricks and childi^’h pranks, 
take a delight in doing silly things, in mossing with the 
earth, and dirt^^ things, and the beasts, and the spiders, 
and worms, ..in teasing them, and hurting them, and 
making them eat each other : the cats eat the birds, the 
fowls the worms, the ants the spiders, not from any, 
wickedness, or perhaps from an altogether unconscious 
instinct for evil, from curiosity, or from having nothing 
better to do. She seemed to be driven always to say 
stupid things, to repeat senseless words again and again, 
to irrffcate Christopher, to exasperate him, set his nerves 
on edge, and make him almost beside liimself. And her 
coquetry as soon as anybody—^no matter who—appeared 
on the road ! . . . Then she would talk excitedly, laugh 
noisily, make faces, draw attention lo herself : she would 
assume an affected mincing gait. K^hristopker would 
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have a horrible presentiment that she was going to plunge 
into serious discussion.—And. indeed, she would do so. 
She would become sentimental, uncontrolledly, just aa 
she did everything : she would Tinbosom herself in a loud 
voice. Christopher would suffer and long to beat her. 
Least of all could he forgive her lack of sincerity. He did 
not yet know that sincerity is a gift ^.s rare as intelli¬ 
gence or beauty and that it cannot justly be expected 
of everybody. He could not bear a lie : and Ada gave 
him lies in full measure. She was always lying, quite 
calmly, in spite of evidence to the contrary. She had 
that astounding faculty for forgetting what is displeasing 
tV> them—or even what has been pleasing to them—which 
those women posscs.s who live from moment to moment. 

And, in spite of everything, they loved each other with 
all their hearts. Ada was as sincere as Christopher in 
her love. Their love was none the leas true for not being 
based on intellectual sympathy : it had nothing in common 
with base passion. It Was the beautifuLlovo of youth : 
it 'was sensual, but not vulgar, bc(^aulK^^i,rs?Ws altogether 
youthful: it vras naive, almost chaste, purged by the 
ingenuous ardour of pleasure. Although Ada was ^ " 
by a long way, so ignorant as Christopher, yot she 
still the divine prwilege of youth of soul and body, tii^r^ 
freshness of the senses, limpid and vivid as a running*^ 
stream, which almost gives the illusion of purity and 
through life never replaced. Kgoistic, commonplace, 
insincere in her ordinary life,—love made‘her simple, 
true, almost good : she understood in love the joy that 
js to be found in self-forgetfulness. Christopher saw this 
with delight: and ho would gladly have died for her. 
Who can tell all the absurd and touching illusions that a 
. lovirig heart brings to its love ! And the natural illusion 
of the lover was magnified a hundredfold in Christgpher 
by the power of illusion which is born in the artist. 
Ada’s smile held profound meanings for him : an affoo- 
^ tionate word was the proof of the goodness of her heart. 
He loved in her all that is good and beautiful in the 
universe.' He called her his owti, his soul, his life. 
They wept‘together 5ver their love. 

VOL. zz. 
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Pleasure was not the only bond between them : there 
was an indefinable poetry of memories and dreams— 
their own ? or those of the men and women who had 
loved before them, who had been before them,—in 
them ? . . . Without a word, perhaps without knowing 
itfc they preserved the fascination of the first moments of 
their meeting in the w'oods, the first days, the first nights 
together : those hours of sleep in each other’s arms, still, 
unthinking, sinking down into a flood of love and silent 
joy. Swift fancies, visions, dumb thouglits, titillating, 
and making thorn go pale, and their hearts sink under 
their desire, bringing all about them a buzzing as of bees 
A fierce light, and tender. , . . Their hearts sink and 
beat no more, borne down fn excess of sweetness. Silence, 
languor, and fever, the’ mypterious weary smile of the 
earth quivering under the first sunlight of spring. . . . 
So fresh a love in two young creatures is like an April 
morning. Like April it must pass.* Youth of the heart 
does not last iono^. 

‘^^othing could have brought Christopher closer to Ada 
Is love than the way in which it was judged by others, 
ne day after their first meeting it was known all over 
.lie town. Ada made no attempt to cOver up the adven¬ 
ture, and rather plumed herself on her conquest. Christo¬ 
pher would have liked more discretion : but he felt that the 
curiosity of the people was upon him : and as he did not 
wish to seem to fly from it, he throw in Ills lot with Ada. 
The little town buzzed with tattle. Christopher’s col¬ 
leagues in the orchcvstra paid him sly compliments to 
which he did not reply, because he would not allow any 
meddling with his affairs. The respectable people of the 
town judged his conduct very seve^el 3 ^ He lost his 
musivj lessons with certain families. With Others, the 
mothers thought that they must now be present at their 
daughters* lessons, watching with suspicious eyes, as 
though Christopher were intending to carry off the 
precious darlings. The young ladies were supposed to 
know nothing. Naturally they knew everything : and 
while they were ^old towards Christopher for his lack of 
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taste, they were longing to have further details. It was 
only among the smhll tradespeople, and the shop-people, 
that Christopher was popular : but not for long : he was 
just as annoyed by their approval as by the condemnation 
of the rest: and, being unable to do anything against that 
condemnation, he took steps not to keep their approval: 
there was no difficulty about that. was furious with 
the general indiscretion. 

The most indignant of all with him -were Justus Euler 
and the Vogels. They took Christopher’s misconduct aa 
a personal outrage. They had not made any serious plans 
concerning him ; they distrusted—especially Frau Vogel— 
these artistic temperaments. But as they were naturally 
discontented and always inclined to think themselves 
' persecuted by fate, they persuaded themselves that they 
had counted on the marriage of Christopher and Rosa; 
as soon as they were quite certain that such a marriage 
would never come to pass, they saw in it the mark of their 
usual ill-luck. Logically, if fate were " ^'^nsible for their 
miscalculation, Christopher could not c Vogels’ 

logic was that which gave them the greatest oppoftu^^^v 
for finding reasons for being sorry for themselves, 
they decided that if Christopher had misconducted , 
self it was not so much for his own pleasure as to gi't *'', 
offence to 1»hem. They were scandalized. Very religious, 
moral, and oozing domestic virtue, they were of those to 
whom the sins of the flesh are the most shameful, the 
most serious, almost the oiilv sins, because thc^ are the only 
sins to be dreaded—(it is obviou.s that rospectJible people 
•are never likely to be tempted to steal or murder).—^And 
so Christopher seemed to them absolutely wicked, and 
they changed their demeanour towards him. They were 
icy towards him and turned away as they passed him. 
Christopher, who was in no particular need of theii con¬ 
versation, shrugged his shoulders at all the fuss. He 
pretended not to notice Amalia’s insolence: who, while 
. she affected contemptuously to avoid him, did all that she 
could to make,hLn fall in with her so that she might tell 
him all that was raijlding in her. * 

Christopher was only touched by Rosa’s attitude. The 
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girl condopiued hini more harshly even than her family. 
Not that this new love of Christopher’s seemed to her to 
destroy her last chances of being loved by him : she knew 
that she had no chance left—(although perhaps she -went 
on hoping : she always hoped).—But she had made an 
idol of Christopher : and that idol had crumbled away. It 
was the worst sorrow for her . . . ves, a sorrow more cruel 
to the innocence and honestv of her heart, than being dis- 
dained and forgotten by him. Brought up j>uritanically, 
with a narrow code of morality, in which she believed 
passionately, what she had hoard about Christopher had 
not only brought her to despair but had broken her heart. 
She had suffered already when he was in love with Sabine**: 
she liad begun then to io^se some of her illusions about her 
hero. That Christopher coukl love so commonplace a* 
creature Renamed to her inexplicable and inglorious. But 
at least that love was pure, and Sabine was not unworthy 
of it. And in the end death had passed over it and 
sanctified it. . But that at 6nce Christopher should 
love anofer- v an.—and such a woman !—was base, 

and^^^ious ! She took upon herself the defence of the 
; woman against him. She could not forgive him for 
,iig forgotten her. . . . Alas ! Jde was thinking of 
more than she : but she never thought that in a pas¬ 
sionate heart there might be room for two scRtiments at 
once : she thought it impossible to be faithful to the past 
without sacrifice of the present. Pure and cold, she had 
no idea of life or of Christopher : everything in her eyes 
was pure, narrow, submissive to duty, like herself. 
Modest of soul, modest of herself, she had only one source* 
of pride : purity: she demanded it of herself and of others. 
She could not forgive Christopher for having so lowered 
himself, and she would never forgive him. 

Christopher tried to talk to her, though not- to explain 
himself—(what could he say to her ? what could he say to 
a little puritanical and naive girl ?).—He would have liked 
to assure her that he was her friend, that he wished for her 
esteem, and had still the right to it. He wished to prevent 
her absurdly estranging herself frqm him.—But Rosa 
avoided him in stem silence: he felt that she despised him. 
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He was both sorry and angry. He felt that, he did not 
deserve such conteifipt: and yet in the end he was bowled 
over by it: and thought himself guilty. Of all the 
reproaches cast against him the most bitter came from 
himself when he thought of Sabine. He tormented himself. 

“ Oh ! God, how is it possible ? What sort of creature 
am I ? . . .” * 

But he could not resist the stream that bore him on. 
Ho thought that life is criminal: and he closed his eyes 
so as to live without seeing it. He had so great a need to 
live, and be happy, and love, and believe! . . . No : 
there was nothing despicable in liis love ! He knew that 
he could not be very wise, or intell gent, (r even very 
happy in his h ve fer Ada : b»,'t what was there in it 

* that could be calk'd vile ? Suppose—(he forced the idea 

on himself)—that Ada were not a woman of any great 
moral worth, how was tlie love that ho had for her the 
less pure for tliat ? Love is in tlie lover, not in the 
beloved. Kverything is worthy of f-'-" cr, everything 
is worthy of love. To the pure all is p. puie in 

the strong and the healthy of mind. Love, which 
certain birds with their loveliest colours, calls forth 

•the souls that are true all that is most noble in t* 

The desire to show to the beloved only what is wortli*^ 
makes the4ovcr take pleasure only in those thoughts and 
actions which are in harmony with the beautiful image 
fashioned by love. And the waters of youth in which the 
soul is bathed, the blcsye'd radiance of strerfgth and joy, 
are beautiful and health-giving, making the heart great. 

• That his friends misunderstood him filled him with 
bitterness. But the worst trial of all was that his mother 
was .bogimiing to be unhappy about it. 

* The good creaiure was far from sharing the narrow 
views of the Vogels. She had seen real sorrows too nearly 

. ever to try to iiivent others. Humble, broken by life, 
having •received little joy from it, and having asked even 

• less, resigned to overytliing that happened, without even 
trying to understand it, she was careful not to judge or 

’ censure others : she t^iought she had no right. She thought 
herself tocf stupid to pretend that they^wero wrong when 
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they did cot think as she did : it would have seemed 
ridiculous to try to impose ron others^ the inflexible rules 
of her morality and belief. . Besides that, her morality and 
her belief were purely instinctive : pious and pure in her¬ 
self she closed her eyes to the conduct of others, with the 
indulgence of her class for certain faults and certain 
weaknesses. ThsCt had been one of the complaints that 
her father-in-law, Jean Michel, had lodged against her: 
she did not sufficient!3^ distinguish between those who 
were honourable and those who were not: she was not 
afraid of stopping in the street or the market-place to 
shake hands and talk with young women, notorious in thp 
neighbourhood, whom a respectable woman ought to 
pretend to ignore. Shq left it to God to distinguish 
between good and evil, to ptlnish or to forgive. From 
others she asked only a little of that affectionate s.ympathy 
which is so necessary to soften the ways of life. If people 
were only kind she asked no more. 

But since ^ lived with the Vogels a change had 

come^'^^^ni n... ' The disparaging temper of the family 
^''•‘V'^uiid her an easier prey because she was crushed and 
110 strength to resist. Amalia had taken her in hand : 
''from morning to night when Ijioy were working 
:^gether alone, and Amalia did all the talking, Louisa, 
broken and passive, unconsciously assumed the habit of 
judging and criticizing ever3'thing. Frau Vogel did not 
fail to tell her what she thought of Christopher’s conduct. 
Louisa’s calmness irritated her. She thought it indecent 
of Louisa to be so little concerned about what put him 
beyond the pale : she was not satisfied until she had upset? 
her altogether. Christopher saw it. Louisa dared not 
reproach him: but every day she made little timid 
remarks, uneasy, insistent: and when he lost patience and 
replied sharply, she said no more : but f^till he could see 
the trouble in her eyes : and when he came home some¬ 
times he could see that she had been weeping. He know 
his mother too well not to be absolutely certain that her 
uneasiness did not come from herself.—And he knew well 
whence it came. ^ «- 

Ho determined, to make an end of it. On'C evening 
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when Louisa was unable to hold back her tears and had 
got up from the tiwble in tl'e middle of supper without 
Christopher being able to discover what was the matter, 
he rushed downstairs four steps at a time and knocked at 
the Vogels* door. He was boiling with rage. Ho was 
not only angry about Frau Vogel’s treatment of Jiis 
mother : he had to avenge himself for Jier having turned 
Rosa against him, for W bickering against Sabine, for 
all that he had had to put up with at her hands for months. 
For months he had borne his pent-iip feelings against her 
and now made haste to let them loose. 

He burst in on Frau Vogel, and in a voice that he tried 
to keep calm, though it was trembling with fury, he asked 
her what she had told his mdther to bring her to such a 
state. ^ 

Amalia took it very badly : she replie d that she would 
say what she pleased, and was responsible to no one for 
her actions—to him •least of all. And, seizing the oppor¬ 
tunity to deliver the Breech which sh^^.had prepared, she 
added that if Louisa was unhappy he ,, further 

for the cause of it than his own conduct, whiol was a 
shame to himself and a scandal to everybody else. 

Christopher was only waiting for her onslaught to 
out. Ho shouteci angrily that his conduct w'as his 
affair, that he did not care a rap whether it pleased Fraa' 
Vogel or not, that if she wished to complain of it she must 
do so to him, and that she could say to him whatever she 
liked : that rested with her, but he forbade^hev —(did she 
hear ?)— forbade her to say anything to his mother : it 
was cowardly and moan so to attack a poor sick old 
woman. 

Vrau Vogel cried loudly. Never had anyone dared to 
speak to her in such a manner. She said that she was 
not to be* lectured by a rapscallion,—and in her owi\house, 
too !—And she treated him with abuse. 

The others came running up on the noise of the quarrel, 
—except Vogel, who fled from anything that might upset 
His health. Old Euler was called to witness by the indig¬ 
nant Amalia, and^temly bade Christopher .in future to 
refrain from speaking to or visiting them. He said that 
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they did not need him to tell them what they ought to do, 
that they did their duty, and would aPways do it. 

Christopher declared that he would go and would never 
again set foot in their house. However, he did not go 
until he had relieved his feelings by telling them what he 
h?^d still to say about their famous Duty, which had 
become to him a^. personal enemy. He said that their 
Duty w'as the sort of thing to make him love vice. It was 
people like them who discouraged goodness, by insisting 
on making it unpleasant. It was their fault that so many 
find delight by contrast among those who are dishonest, 
but amiable and laughter-loving. It was a profanation 
of the name of duty to apply it to everything, to the most 
stupid tasks, to trivial things, wdth a stiff and arrogant 
severity which ends by'darkening and poisoning life. 
Duty, he said, was exceptional : it should be kept for 
moments of real sacrifice, and not used to lend the cover 
of its name to ill-liumour and the desire to be disagreeable 
to others. Ther^^ was no reason, because they were 
stupid enQj^.- .Ligracious enough to be sad, to want 
evervl^y'else to bo so too, and to impose on everybody 
^ I jiecrepit way of living. . . . The first of all virtues 
. Virtue must be happy, free, e^d unconstrained, 
who does good must give pleasure ’to himself. But 
vnis perpetual upstart Duty, this pedagogic tjTHnny, this 
peevishness, this futile discussion, this acrid, puerile 
quibbling, this ungraciousness, this charmless life, without 
politeness, without silence, this mean-spirited pessimism, 
which lets slip nothing that can make existence poorer 
than it is, this vainglorious unintelligence, which folds it 
easier to despise others than to understand them, all this 
middle-class morality, without greatness, without large¬ 
ness, without happiness, without beauty, all these things 
are ot^ious and hurtful: they make vi<je appear more 
human than virtue. 

So thought Christopher : and in his desire to hurt* those 
who had wounded him, he did not see that he was befog 
as unjust as those of w'hom ho spoke. .. 

No doubt, these unfortunate people, were almost as he 
saw them. But it was not their fault: it was l/he fault 
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of their ungracious life which had made their faces, their 
doings, and their thcfughts ungracious. They had suffered 
the deformation of misery—not that great misery which 
swoops down and slays or forges anew—but the misery 
of ever-recurring ill-fortune, that small misery which 
trickles down drop by drop from the first day to the 
last. . . . Sad, indeed ! For beneatk these rough ex¬ 
teriors what treasures in reserve arc there, of uprightness, 
of kindness, of silent heroism ! , .. The whole strength of 
a people, all the sap of the future. 

♦ 

♦ ♦ 

Christopher was not wrong in thinking duty exceptional, 
fiut love is so no less. Everything is exceptional. Every¬ 
thing that is of worth has no enemy—not than the 

‘evil (the vices are of wor^h)—than the habitual. The 
mortal enemy of the soul is the daily wear and tear. 

Ada was beginning^to weary of it. She was not clever 
enough to find new fopd for her love in an abundant 
nature like that of Christopher. ' ‘‘uses and her 
vanity had extracted from it all tlie pi..:^5urfe ''v could 
find in it. There was left her only the pleasure of de. 
ing it. She had that secret instinct common to so r 
women, even good women, to so manj’ men, even ck 
men, who are not creative either of art, or of children, '6?^ 
of pure action,—no matter what: of life—and yet have 
too much life in apathy and re.signation to boar with their 
uselessness. They d(?sire others to be as useless as them- 
selves, and do their best to make them so. Sometimes 
they do so in spite of themselves : and when they become 
h,ware of their criminal desire they hotly thrust it back. 
But often they hug it to themselves : and they set them¬ 
selves according to their strength—some modestly in 
their own intimate circle—others largely with vast 
audiences-kto de^-troy everything that has life, evorj’thing 
that loves life, evcxything that deserves life. The critic 
who takes upon hi^nself to dimmish the stature of great 
* men and great thoughts—and the girl who amuses herself 
with dragging •down her lovers, are both mischievous 
beasts of the same kind.—But the ^cond is the'pleasanter 
of the two' 
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Ada thqn would have liked to corrupt Christopher a 
little, to humiliate him. Jn truth, ‘she was not strong 
enough. More intelligence was needed, even in corrup¬ 
tion. She felt that: and it was not the least of her rank¬ 
ling feelmgs against Christopher that her love could do 
him no harm. She did not admit the desire that was in 
her to do him harm : perhaps she would have done him 
none if she had boon able. But it annoyed her that she 
could not do it. It is to fail in love for a woman, not to 
leave her the illusion of her power for good or evil over 
her lover ; to do that must inevitably be to impel her 
irresistibly to the test of it. Christopher paid no attention 
to it. When Ada asked him jokingh^: 

“ Would you leave your music for me 
(Although she had no Wish for him to do so.) 

He replied frankly : 

“No, my dear : neither you nor anybody else can do 
an 3 'thing against that. I shall alwfSj^s make music.** 

“ And 3 ’ou love 1** criecl she, put out. 

She hgJkc^iix. -Msic—the more so because she did not 
undf'^’l^fiind it, and it "was impossible for her to find a 
; as of coming to grips with this invisible enemy and 
,j wounding ChrLstopher in his passmn. If she tried to 
.Aik of it contemptuously, or scornfully to judge Christo- 
‘ phor’s compositions, he would shout with laughter; and 
in spite of her exasperation Ada would relapse into silence ; 
for she saw that she w'as being ridiculous. 

But if thete was nothing to be done in that direction, 
she had discovered another weak spot in Christopher, one 
more easy of access : his moral faith. In spite of hi» 
squabble with the Vogels, and in spite of the intoxication 
of his adolescence, Christopher had preserved aq in¬ 
stinctive modesty, a need of purity, of which ho was 
entirely unconscious. At first it struck Ada; attracted 
and charmed her, then made her impptient and irritable, 
and finally, being the woman she was, rhe detested at. She 
did not make a frontal attack. She would ask insidiously: 
“ Do you love me ?** 

“ Of course !** 

“ How much do you love me ?** 



YOUTH 


123 


As much as it is possible to love.” 

“ That is not mucti... after all!... What would you 
do for me 

“ Whatever you like.” 

“ Would you do something dishonest ?” 

“ That would be a queer way of loving.” 

“ That is not what I asked. Would you ?” 

“ It is not necessary.” 

“ But if I wished it ?” 

“ You would be wi’ong.” 

“ Perhaps. . . . Would 3 ’ou do it V* 

He tried to kiss her. But she thrust him away. 

” Would you do it ? Yes qr no ?” 

“ No, my dear.” 

She turned her back on him diid was furious. 

“ You do not love mo. You do not know what Iot 

“ That is quite possible,” he said good-humou 
He knew that, like anybody else, he was capable 

moment of passion of committing folly, pe_ 

something dishonest, and—who kriow.s 'Jve.. ’nore : but 

he would have thought shame of himself if he had o "♦♦'d 
of it in cold blood, and certainly it would be dangero 
confess it to Ada Some instinct warned him tha^ 
beloved foe was lying in ambush, and taking stock of 
smallest remark : ho would not give her any w^eapon 
against him. 

She would return to the charge again, and ask him : 

“ Do you love me because j^ou love me,’or because I 
love you ?” 

• “ Because I love you.” 

“ Then if I did not love 3 ’ou, you would still love me ?” 

“.Yes.” 

“ And if I loved someone else j^ou would still love me ?” 

“ Ah ! ‘ I don’t know about that. ... I don’t think so. 
... In any case j^ou would be the last person to whom 
I should say so.” • 

How would it be changed 1” 

“Many things would be changed. Myself, perhaps. 
You, certaml 3 ^” ♦ 4 

” And if I changed, what would it niatter 1” 
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“ All th^ difference in the world. I love yon as yon 
are. If you become anoth^ crealurfe I can’t promise to 
love you.” 

“ you do not lovo, you do not love ! What is the use 
of all this quibbling 1 You love or you do not love. If 
you love me you ought to love me just as I am, whatever I 
do. always.” 

“ That would be to love vou like an animal.” 

“ I want to be loved like that.” 

“Then you have made a mistake,” said he jokingly. 
“ I am not the sort of man you want. I would like to bo, 
but I cannot. And I will not.” 

“ You are very proud of your intelligence I You lovo 
your intelligence more than you do me.” 

“But I love you, yoh wretch, more than you love 
yourself. The more beautiful and the mure goocl you are, 
the more I love you.” 

‘ You are a schoolmaster,” she sa'id with asperity. 

“What woukt I love wliat is beautiful. Any¬ 

thing uglijp(4isgc j me.” 

r* 

. {Ispecialty in you.” 

>6 drummed angrily with her foot^ 

“ I will not bo judgcjtl.” 

“ Then complain of what I judge you to be, and of what 
I love in you,” said he tenderly to appease her. 

She let him take her in his arms, and chugned to smile, 
and let him kiss her. But in a moment when he thought 
she had forgotten she asked uneasily : 

“ What do you think ugly in me ?” « 

He would not tell her : ho roplicid cowardly : 

“ I don’t think anything ugly in you.” 

She thought for a moment, smiled, and said : 

“ flast a moment, Christli: you say th^it you do not like 
lying ?” 

“ I despise it.” 

“ You are right,” she said. “ I despise it too. I am ot 
a good conscience. I never lie.” 

He stared at her : shelwas sincere. Her unconsciousness 
disarmed him. 
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• “ Then,” she went on, putting her arms about his neck, 

“ why would you be cross witj^i me if I loved someone else 
and told you so 
“ Don’t tease me.” 

“ I’m not teasing : I am not saying that I do love some¬ 
one else : I am saying that I do not. . .. But if I did lo^e 
someone later on . . 

“ Well, don’t let us think of it.” 

“ But I want to tlmik of it. . . . You would not be 
angry with me ? You could not be angry with me 1” 

“ I should not be angry with you. I should leave you. 
Thatisali.” 

’ “ Leave me 1 Why ? Tf I still loved j'ou ... 1” 

“ While you loved someone* else 

• ” Of course. It ha])pens*son V.timcs.” 

” Well, it will not happen with us.” 

“ Whv ?” 

4 

Bcjcauso as soon as you love someone else, I shall love 
you no longer, niy dear, never, neve" ''"rdn.” 

“ But just now you said perhtips.iu i you sec you 

do not love me !” 

“ Well then : all the better foi* 3 ’ou.” 

. “ Because . . . ^ 

“ Because if I loved .vcTii when 5 ^ou loved someone else 
it might turn out badlv for 3 ^ 011 , me, and him.” 

“ Then ! . . . Now you are ma#t Then I am con- 

4' 

demned to stav with "N'ou all my life 1 ” 

“ Be calm. You are free. You shall leavc*me when 3 "OU 
like. Only it will not bo du remir: it will be good-b 3 ’'e.” 
• “ But if I still love 3 ’ou ?” 

“ When people love, they sacrifice themselves to each 
Other.” 

” Well, then . . . sacrifice 3 "ourself !” 

He could not help laughing at her egoism ; and she 
laughed too. 

” The sacrifice o^ one only,” he said, “ means the love 
- of one only.” 

“ Not at all, It means the love of both. I shall not 

* love you much longer if you do n )t sacrifice yourself for 
mo. And think, CUiristli, how much you will love me, 
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when YOU hare saorJficod yourself, and how happy you 
will be.» ‘ I 

, They laughed and were glad to have a change from the 
seriousness of their disagreement. 

He laughed and looked at her. At heart, as she said, 
8l\e had no desire to leave Christopher at present: if he 
irritated her and ^ften bored her, she knew the worth of 
such devotion as nis : and she loved no one else. She 
talked so for fun, partly because she knew he disliked it, 
partly because she took pleasure in playing with equivocal 
and unclean thoughts like a child which delights to mess 
about with dirty water. He knew this. He did not 

mind. But he was tired of these unwholesome dis?- 

cussions, of the silent struggle against this uncertain and 
uneasy creature whom ht loved, who perhaps loved him : • 
ho was tired from the eflort that he had to make to deceive 
himself about her, sometimes tired almost to tears. He 
would think : “ Why, why is she tike this ? Why are 

people like this ? second-rate life is !’* . . . At the 

same time v,\. u smile as he saw her pretty face above 
him \e|“ bjue eyes, her flower-like complexion, her 
ling, chattering lips, foolish a little, half open to 
d the brilliance of her tongue her white teeth, 
'iheir lips would almost touch : and he would look at hrr 
as from a distance, a great distance, as from another 
world : he would see her going farther and farther from 
him, vanishing in a mist. . . . And then he would lose 
sight of her. He could hear her no more. He would fall 
into a sort of smiling oblivion in which he thought of his 
music, his dreams, a thousand things foreign to Ada. . . ^ 
Ah ! beautiful music ! ... so sad, so mortally sad I and 
yet kind, loving. . . . Ah ! how good it is ! . . . It is 
that, it is that. , . . Nothing else is true. . . . 

Sh^ would shako his arm. A voice woj;ild cry: 

“ Eh, what’s the matter with yon ? You are mad, 
quite mad. Why do you look at ma like that ?• Why 
don’t you answer ?” s 

Once more he would see the eyes looking^! him. Who 
was it ? . . .» Ah ! yes.f . , He would sigh. 

She would watch him. She would trv to discover what 
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he was thinking of. She did not 4ndorstan^: but she 
felt that it was uselpss : that^she could not keep hold of 
him, that there was always a door by which he could 
escape. She would conceal her irritation. 

“ Why are you crying she asked him once as he 
returned from one of his strange journevs into another 
life. ^ 

He drew his hands across his eyes. He felt that they 
were wot. 

“ I do not know,” ho said. 

“ Why don’t you answer ? Three times you have said 
the same thing.” 

“ What do you want ?” he asked gently. 

She went back to her absurd discussions. He waved 
•his hand wearily. 

“ Yes,” she said. “ I’ve done. Only a word more !’* 
And off she started again. 

Christopher shook himself angrily. 

“ Will you keep your Tlirtiness to^nr.'^elf I” 

“ I was only joking.” 

“ Find cleaner subjects, then !” 

“ Tell me whJ^ then. Tell me why you don’t like n 

“Why? You <;an’t argue as to why'a dung-h.Vi 
smells. It does smell, and that is all! I hold mv nose 
and go awry.” 

He went away, furious : and he strode along taking in 
great breaths of the cold air. 

But she w^ould begin again, once, twice, tefi times. She 
would bring forward every possible subject that could 
ahock him and offend his conscience. 

He thought it was only a morbid jest of a neurasthenic 
girl, amusing herself by annoying him. He would shrug 
• nis shoulders or pretend not to hear her: he would not 
take her seriously. But sometimes he would long to 
throw her out of the window : for neurasthenia and the 
neurasthenics were 'J^^ery little to his taste. . . . 

But ten minutes away from her were enough to make 
him forget everything that had annoyed him. He would 
' return to Ada with a fresh store of h/ipes and new illusions. 
He loved her. Love is a perpetual act of faith. Whether 
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God exist cr no is a a mall matter : we believe, because we 
believe. We love because we love there is no need of 
.reasons ! , . . . 

I ^ 

, * * 

After Christopher’s quarrel with the Vogels it became 
impossible for them to stay in the house, and Louisa had 
to seek another Iqdging for herself and her son. 

One day Chrisropher’s youngest brother Ernst, of 
whom they had not heard for a long time, suddenly turned 
up. He was out of work, having been dismissed in turn 
from all the situations he had procured : his purse was 
empty aiid his health ruined : and so he had thought it 
would be as well to re-establ ish himself in his mother’s house. 

Ernst was not on bad terms with either of his brothers: 
they thought very little \oi him and ho knew it: but he 
did not bear any grudge against them, for he did not care. 
He had no ill-feeling against them. It was not worth 
the trouble. Everything they saitl to him slipped off 
his back without lc£»^’h:ig a mark.'^ He just smiled with his 
sly eyes, tried to look contrite, thought of something else, 
thanked them, and in the end always managed to 
)rt money from one or other of them. In spite of 
- mself Christopher was fond of the pjeasant mortal who, 
like himself, and more than himself, resembled their 
father Melchior in feature. Tall and strong Vke Christo¬ 
pher, he had regular features, a frank expression, a 
straight nose, a laughing mouth, fine teeth, and endearing 
manners. Whenever Christopher saw hun he was dis¬ 
armed, and could not deliver half the reproaches that he 
had prepared : in his lu'art he had a sort of motherly 
indulgence for the handsome boy who was of his blood, 
and physically at all events did him credit. He did not 
believe him to be bad : and Ernst was not a fool. With¬ 
out pulture, he was not without brains : he was even not 
incapable of taking an interest in the, things of the mind. 
He enjoyed listening to music: and, without.under¬ 
standing his brother’s compositions, he would listen to 
them with interest. Christopher, w'ho did^not receive too 
much sympathy froni his family, l^ad been glad to see ^ 
him at some of his concerts. 
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.But Ernst’s chief talent was th4 knowle^/^e that he 
possessed of the chj^acter of his two brothers, and his 
skill in making use of his kiiowledge. It was no use. 
Christopher knowing Ernst’s egoism and indifferervce : 
it was no use his seeing that Ernst never thought of his 
mother or himself except when be had need of them : he 
was always taken in by his aiTectionate ways and very 
rarely did he refuse him anything. He much preferred 
him to his other brother Rodulphe, who was orderly and 
con’ect, assiduous in his business; strictly moral, never 
asked for money, and never gave any either, visited his 
mother iH^giilarly every Sunday, stayed an hour, and only 
talked about himself, boasting about himself, his firm 
and everything that concerned him, never asking about 
the others, and taking no inte;:i.}st in them, and going 
aweiy when the hour was up, quite satisfied with having 
done his duty. Christopher could not bear him. He 
always arranged to be out when Rodolphe came. Rodolphe 
was jealous of him : lie df>spised arti^ and Christopher’s 
success I’cally hurt hhii, though he didnot fail to turn his 
small fame to account in the commercial circles in \»iV,k‘h 
he moved : but he never said a word about it either to n 
mother or to ChrisU)nher ; he protended to ignore it. On 
the other hand, he never ignored the least of the un¬ 
pleasant things that hai)pcned to Christopher. Christo¬ 
pher despised such pettiness, and pretended not to notice 
it: but it would really have hurt him to know, though he 
never thought about it, that much of the* unpleasant 
information that Rodolphe had about him came from 
Ernst. The young rascal fed the differences between 
Christopher and Rodolphe: no doubt ho recognized 
Christopher’s superiority and perhaps even sympathized 
.a little ironically with his candour. But he took good 
care to turn it to account: and while ho despised 
Rodolphe’s ill-feeling he ex})loiied it shamefully. He 
* flattered his vanity *and jealousy, accepted his rebukes 
^deferentially and kept him primed with the scandalous 
gossip of the town, especially with everything concerning 
Christopher,—of whi^ he was always marvellously in¬ 
formed. So he attained his ends, and Rodolphe, in spite 
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of his avtArice, alkrwed Ernst to despoil liim just as 
Christopher did. « 

► So Ernst made use and a mock of them both, im- 
pal«tiall 3 ^ And so both of them loved him. 

♦ 

♦ * 

' In spite of his tricks Ernst was in a pitiful condition 
when he turned up at his mother’s house. He had come 
from Munich where he had found, and, as usual, almost 
immediately lost a situation. He had had to travel the 
best part of the way on foot, through storms of rain, 
sleeping God knows where. He was covered with mud, 
ragged, looking like a beggar, and coughing miserably. 
Louisa was upset, and Christopher ran to him in alarm 
when they saw him come in. Ernst, whose tears flowed 
easily, did not fail to m. ke use of the effect he had pro¬ 
duced : and there was a general reconciliation : all three 
wept in each other’s arms. 

Christopher gave up his roonj: thej? w^armed the bed, 
and laid the invali^^Hn it, who Becmed to be on the point 
of death. Louisa and Christopher sat bj^ his bedside and 
took it in turns to watch b 3 ’ him. They called in a doctor, 
procured medicines, made a good fire in the room, and 
gave him special food. 

Then they had to clothe him from head to foot: 
linen, shoes, clothes, ever^^thing new. Ernstrleft himself 
in their hands. Louisa and Christopher sweated to 
squeeze the monej^ from their earnings. The,y were very 
straitened at the moment: the removal, the new lodgings, 
which vrere dearer though just as uncomfortable, fewer 
lessons for Christopher and more expenses. They could 
just make both ends meet. I’hey managed somehow. 
No doubt Christopher could have applied to Rodolphe, 
who w’as more in a position to help Ernst, but he w'ould 
not*; he made it a point of honour to help his brother 
alone. He thought himself obliged to do so as the eldest, 
—and because he was Christopher. ‘ Hot with shame he 
had to accept, to declare his willmgnoss to accept an offer 
which he had indignantly rejected a fortnight before,— 
a proposal from the a£;ent of an unknown wealthy amateur 
who wanted to buy a musical composition for publication 
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under his own name. Loiii.«ja toolt work* mending 
linen. They hid tljeir sacrifice from each other : they 
lied about the money they brought home. j . 

When Ernst was convalescent and sitting huddled up 
by the fire, he confessed one day between his fits of 
coughing that he had a few debts.—They were paid. !5[o 
one reproached him. That would n(5t have been kind 
to an invalid and a prodigal son whe/ had repented and 
returned homo. For Ernst seemed to have be(5n changed 
by adversity and sickness. With tears in his eyes he 
spoke of his past misdeeds : and Louisa kissed him and 
told him to lliink no more of them. He wm fond : he had 
al-ways betui able to get roun^ his mother by his demon¬ 
strations of aiTection : Christopher had once been a little 
jealous of liim. Now he tho^ght it natural that the 
youngest and the weakest son should t)e the most loved. 
In spite of the small difi<Tenco in their ages he regarded 
him almost as a son rather than as a brother. Ernst 
show'od groat respect for him : som«fefemes he would allude 
to the burdens that Christopher w'as taking upon himself, 
and to his sacrifice of money ; but Christopher w'ould not 
let him go on, and Ernst would content himself with 
showing his gratitv^le in his eyes humbly and affection¬ 
ately. He would agree with the advice that Christopher 
gave him :<ind he would seem disposed to change his way 
of living and to work seriously as soon as he was well 
again. 

He recovered : but had a long convalescence. The 
doctor declared that his health, which he had abused, 
needed to be fostered. So he stayed on in his mother's 
house, sharing Christopher’s bed, eating heartily the 
bread that his brother earned, and the little dainty dishes 
that Louisa prepared for him. He never spoke of going. 
Louisa and Christopher never mentioned it either. They 
were too happy to have found again the son and the 
brother they loved. 

Little by little in the long evenings that he spent with 
Ernst Christopher began to talk intimately to him. He 
needed lo confide i» somebody. * Ernst was clever : he 
had a quick mind and understood—or seemed to under- 
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stand—on onl^. There was pleasure in talking to 

him. And yet Christopher dared not,tell him about what 
lay-nearest to his heart: his love. He was kept back by a 
sort'^of modesty. Ernst, who knew all about it, never 
let it appear that he knew. 

One day when Ernst was quite well again he went in 
the sunny afternoon and lounged along the Rhine. As 
he passed a noisy Sm a little way out of the town, where 
there were drinking and dancing on Sundays, he saw 
Christopher sitting with Ada and Myrrha, who were 
making a great noise. Christopher saw him too, and 
blushed. Ernst was discreet and passed on without 
acknowledging him. 

Christopher w^as much erhbarrassed by the encounter: 
it made him more keenk^ conscious of the company in 
which he was : it hurt him that his brother should have 
seen him then : not only because it made him lose the 
right of judging Ernst’s conduct, b'ut because he had a 
very lofty, very nal^^ffc, and ratHcr archaic notion of his 
duties as an elder brother which w^ould have seemed 
absurd to many people ; he thought that in failing in that 
duty, as he was doing, he w'as low’ered in his own eyes. 

In the evening when they were tog/dher in their room 
he waited for Ernst to allude to what had happened. 
But Ernst prudently said nothing and waited also. 
Then while they were undressing Christopher decided to 
speak about his love. He was so ill at ease that he dared 
not look at Ernst: and in his shyness ho assumed a gruff 
way of speaking. Ernst did not help him out: ho was 
silent and did not look at him, though he w^atched him aU 
the same : and he missed none of the humour of Christo¬ 
pher’s awkwardness and clumsy words. Christopher 
hardly dared pronounce Ada’s name : and the portrait 
that he drew of her would have done j\ist as well for any 
woman who was loved. But he spokp of his love : little 
by little he was carried away by the flood of tenderness 
that filled his heart: he said how good it was to love, how 
wretched he had been before he had foupd that light in 
the darkness, and thaf life was nothing without a dear, 
deep-seated love. H!is brother listened gravely; • he 
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replied tactfully, and asked no qufstionsj: ^^it a warm 
handshake showed that he was of Christoplidr’s way of 
thinking. They exchanged idhas concerning love and life, 
Christopher was happy at being so well understood. Tney 
exchanged a brotherly embrace before they went to sleep. 

Christopher grew accustomed to confiding his love to 
Ernst, though always shyly and reiforvedly. Ernst’s 
discretion reassured him. He let him know his uneasiness 
about Ada : but he never blamed her : he blamed himself : 
and with tears in bis eyes ho wnuid declare that he could 
not live if he were to lose her. 

He did not forget to tell Ada about Ernst: he praised 
his wit and his good looks. 

Ernst never approached Christopher with a request 
to be introduced to Ada ; but he. would shut himself up in 
his room and sadly refuse to go out, saying that he did 
not know anybody. Christopher would think ill of him¬ 
self on Sundays for 'going on his excursions with Ada, 
while his brother stayed^at home. «i^nd yet he hated not 
to be alone with his beloved : he accused himself of selfish¬ 
ness, and proposed that Ernst should come with them. 

The introduction took place at Ada’s door, on‘the 
landing. Ernst and Ada bowed politely. Ada came 
out, followed by her inseparable Myrrha, who when she 
saw Ernst,gave a little cry of surprise. Ernst smiled, 
went up to Myrrha, and kissed her : she seemed to take it 
as a matter of course. 

“ What! You know each other V' asked Ghrlstopher in 
astonishment. 

, “ Why, yes !” said IMyrrha, laughing. 

“ Since when ?” 

“ Oh, a long time !” 

“ And you knew ?” asked Christopher, turning to Ada. 
** Why did you not tell me ?” 

“ Do you think ! know all Myrrha’s lovers said Ada, 
shrugging her shoulders. 

Myrrha took up the word and pretended in fun to be 
angry. Christopher could not find out any more about 
it. He was depressed. It seemed to him that. Ernst and 
Myrrha and Ada had been lacking in honesty, although 
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indeed heV\ould no1| have brought any lie up against 
them : but it was difficult to believe that Myrrha, who 
had no secrets from Ada, had made a mystery of this, 
an(h that Ernst and Ada were not already acquainted 
with each other. Ho watched them. But they only 
exchanged a few trivial words, and Ernst only paid 
attention to MyrrVia all the rest of the day. Ada only 
spoke to ChrisiophVr : and she was much more amiable to 
him than usual. 

From that time on Ernst always joined them. Christo¬ 
pher could have done without him : hut he dared not say 
so. He liad no other motive for wanting to leave his 
brother out than his shame in having him for boon com¬ 
panion. He had no suspicion of him. Ernst gave him 
no cause for it: he secme(^ to he in love with Myrrha, and. 
was always reserved ana polite with .4da, and even 
affected to avoid her in a way that was a little out of place : 
it was as though he wished to show'his brother’s mistress 
a little of the rcspectjtte showed fo himself. Ada w^as not 
surprised b}* it, and was just ci> lUl. 

They w'cnt on long excursions together. The two 
brothers would walk on in front. Ada and Myrrha, 
laughing and whispering, would follow a few yards behind. 
They would stop in the middle of *the road and talk. 
Christopher and Ernst would stop and wait;, for them. 
Christopher would lose patience and go on : but soon he 
would turn back annoyed and irritated, by hearing Ernst 
talking and 'laughing with the two young women. He 
would want to know what they were saying ; but when 
they came up with him their conversation would stop. ^ 

“ What are you three always plotting together r ’ he 
would ask. 

They would reply with some joke. They had a secret 
understanding like thieves at a fair. 

* 

Ik « K 

Christopher had a sharp quarrel with Ada. Tliey had 
been cross with each other all day. Strange to say, \da 
had not assumed her air of offended dignity, to which she 
usually resorted in such cases, so as #.o avenge herself, by 
maliing herself as intolerably tiresome as possible. Now 
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she simply pretended to ipinore Chastophor** existence, 
and she was in excellent spirits with the bttier two. It 
was as though in he!* heart she was not put out at all ,by 
the quarrel. 

Chiistopher, on the other hand, longed to make peace : 
he was more in love than ever. His tenderness was now 
mingled with a feeling of gratitude for^11 the good thirfgs 
love had brought him, and regret fo]^ the hours he had 
wasted in stupid argument and angry thoughts—and the 
unreasoning fear, the mj^storious ‘idea that their love was 
nearing its end. Sadly he looked at Ada’s pretty face, 
and she pretended not to sec him while she was laugliing 
with the others : and the sight of her woke in him so many 
dear memories, of great lovcf, of sincere intimacy.—Her 
face had sometimes—it hncl now—so much goodness in 
it, a smile so pure, that Christopher asked himself why 
things were not better between them, why they spoiled 
their happiness with <.heir whimsies, why she would insist 
on forgetting their bright hours, lyjd denying and com¬ 
bating all that was good and honest in her—what strange 
satisfaction she could find in spoiling, and smudging, if only 
in thought, the purity of their love. He was conscious of 
an immense need of believing in the object of his love, and 
he tried once moro to bring back his illusions. Ho accused 
himself of injustice: ho was remorseful for the thoughts 
that he attributed to her, and of his lack of charity. 

He went to her and tried to talk to her : she answered 
him with a few curt words : she had no* desire for a 
reconciliation with him. He insisted : he begged her to 
listen to him for a moment away from the others. She 
followed him ungraciously. When they were a few yards 
away so that neither Myrrha nor Ernst could see them, 
he took her hands and begged her pardon, and knelt at 
her feet in the dead loaves of the wood. He told her that 
he could not go on living so at loggerheads with her :Hhat 
he found no pleasure in the walk, or the fine day : that he 
could enjoy nothing, and could not even breathe, knowing 
that she detested him : he needed her love. Yes : he 
was often unjust, vjplent, disagreeable : he bqgged her to 
forgive him : it was the fault of hiaiove. he could not bear 
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anything R^ond-ratejin her, anything that was altogether 
unworthy 6f hbr and their memories of their dear past. 
He<reminded her of it all. of their first meeting, their first 
days together : ho said that he loved her just as much, 
that he would always love her, that she should not go 
away from him ! She was everything to him. . , . 

‘Ada listened to%im, smiling, uneasy, almost softened. 
She looked at him with kind e^^es, eyes that said that they 
loved each other, and that she was no longer angry. They 
kissed, and holding each other close they went into the 
leafless woods. She thought Christopher good and gentle, 
and was grateful to him for his tender words : but she did 
not relinquish the naughty whims that were in her mind. 
Rut she hc.sitated. she did liot cling to them so tightly: 
and yet she did not abandon what she had planned to do. . 
Whv ? Who can sav' ? . . . Because she had vowed 

t « 

what she would do ?—Who knows ? Perhaps she thought 
it more entertaining to d(‘ecive hcf lover that dav, to 
prove to him, to projf&.to luTsclf her freedom. She had 
no thought of losing him : she did not wish for that. She 
thought herself more sure of him than ever. 

Thev reached a clearing in the forest. There were two 
paths. Christopher took one. Ernst declared that the 
other led more quickly to the top of the hill whither they 
were going. Ada agreed with liim. Christopher, who 
knew the way, having often been there, maintahied that 
they were wrong. They did not yield. Then they agreed 
to try it: arxl each wagered that ho would arrive first. 
Ada went with Ernst. Myrrlia accompanied Christo¬ 
pher : she pretended that she was sure that he was right; 
and she added, “As usual.” Christopher had taken the 
game seriously : and as he never liked to lose, he walked 
quickly, too quickly for Myrrha’s liking, for she was in 
much less of a hurry than he. 

“ 1)on’t be in a hurry, my friend.” she'said, in her quiet, 
ironic voice, “ we shall get there first 
He was a little sorry. 

“ True,” he said, “ I am going a little too fast: there is 
no need.” , 

He slackened his paie. 
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•. “ But I know them,’* he went oji. “ I f\j6. sure they 
will run so as to be there before us.’ 

Myrrha burst out*laughing. 

“ Oh ! no,” she said. “ Oh ! no : don’t you worry about 
that.” 

She hung on his arm and pressed close to him. She 
was a little shorter than Christopher, ^frd as they walked 
she raised her soft eyes to him. She TSjos really pretty and 
alluring. He hardly recognized her ; the change was 
extr 9 ordinary. Usually her face was rather pale and 
puffy : but the smallest excitement, a merr 5 ^ thought, or 
the desire to please, was enough to make her worn ex¬ 
pression vanish, and her cheeks flush, and the little 
wrinkles in her eyelids rourfd and below her eyes dis¬ 
appear, and her eyes flash,.and her whole face take on a 
youth, a life, a spiritual quality that never was in Ada’s. 
Christopher was surprised by this metamorphosis, and 
turned his eyes away from hers : he was a little uneasy at 
being alone with her. She embarrijiigpd him and prevented 
him from dreaming as he pleased : he did not listen to 
what she said, he did not answ^er her, or if he did it was 
only at random : ho was thinking—he wished to think only 
.of Ada. He thought of the kindness in her eyes, her 
smile, her kiss : amfliis heart was filled with love. Myrrha 
wanted to jtnako him admire the beauty of the trees with 
their little branches against the clear sky. . . . Yes : it 
was all beautiful: the clouds w'ere gone, Ada had returned 
to him, ho had succeeded in breaking the* ice that lay 
between them : tliey loved once more : near or far, they 
jvere one. He sighed with relief : how light the air was! 
Ada had come back to him. . . . Everything brought her 
to mind. ... It was a little damp: would she not bo cold ? 
. . The lovely trees were powdered with hoar-frost: 
what a pity sho should not see them ! ., . But he remem¬ 
bered the wager, and hurried on : he w^as concerned bnly 
with not losing theVager. He shouted joyfully as they 
reached the goal: 

We are firsjb!” 

He waved his hatigleefully. M^rha watched him and 
smiled. . 
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The pla^ji where tjicy stood wm a high, steep rock ip 
the middleat Ihe woods. From the flat summit with its 
fringe of nut-titn^s and little stunted*oaks they could see, 
over the wooded slopes, the tops of the pines bathed in a 
purple mist, and the long ribbon of the Rhine in the blue 
vallcv. Not a bird called. Not a voice. Not a breath 
of air. A still, c^lm winter’s day, its chilliness faintly 
warmed by the pal^ beams of a misty sun. Now and then 
in the distance there came the sliarp whistle of a train 
in the valley. C1irist()]>hcr stood at the edge of the rock 
and looked down at the countryside. Myrrha watched 
Christopher. 

He turned to her amia])ly ; 

“ Well! The lazv things*. I told them so ! .., Well! 
we must Avail tor them. . . . 

He lay stretched out iiiVln* sun on the cracked earth. 

“ Yes. Let u.s wait,..." said Myrrha, taking oft her hat. 

In her voice tliore was something so quizzical tliat he 
raised his head and Iqgjvod at he>. 

“ What is it ?” she asked quietly. 

“ What did vou say ?” 

«/ •' 

“T said : Let us Avait. It AA-^as no use making mo run so 
fast.” 

“ True.” 

They waited lying on the rough ground. Myrrh.'i 
hummed a tune. C'hristophor took it u})*for a fcAv 
bars. But he stopped every now and then to listen. 

“ I think J can hear them.” 

Myrrha went on singing. 

“ Do stop for a moment.” 

Myrrha stopped. 

“ No. It is nothing.” 

She went on with her song. 

Christopher could not stay still. 

“Terhaps they ha\"o lost their way.*^ 

“Lost? They could not. Ernst knows all the paths.” 

A fantastic idea passed througli Christopher s m*ind. 

“ Perhaps they arrived first, and Avent away bc^forc we 
came !” . . * . 

.MjTiha was lying oil her b.'u.k and looking at the sun. 
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She was seized with a wild burst of laughter ip the middle 
of her song and all but choked. Christa]:ffier insisted. 
He wanted to go dcjwn tc thb station, saying that their 
friends would be there already.* Myrrha at last mtade up 
her mind to move. 

“ You would be certain to lose them ! . . . There was 
never any talk about the station. We^ere to meet her(5.’' 

He sat down by her side. She yas amused by his 
eagerness. Ho was conscious of the irony in her gaze as 
she look^'d at him. He began to be seriously troubled— 
to be anxious about them : he did not suspect them. He 
got up once more. Ho spoke of going down into the woods 
again and looking for them, calling to them. Myrrha 
gave a little chuckle : she todk from her pocket a needle, 

. scissors, and thread : and she calmlv undid and sewed in 
again the feathers in her luit kh(*. seeuu‘d to have estab¬ 
lished herself for the day. 

“ No, no. sill}’.” she said. “ If they wanted to come 
do you think they ivouid not com^y^d their own accord ?” 

There was a catch at his heart. He turned tow'ai*d8 
her : she did not look at him : slie w'as busy with her work. 
He w'ont up to her. 

“ M}Trha !” she said. 

Eh ?” she replied without stopping, lie knelt now 
to look more neariv at her. 

“ Myrrlia !” he repeated. 

“ Well ?” she asked, raising her eyes from her w’ork 
and looking at him with a smile. “ What i?*. it ?” 

She had a mocking expression as she saw hi.s downcast 
face. 

Myrrha !” he asked, choking, “ tell me what you 
think. . . 

She shrugged her shoulders, smiled, and went on working. 

Ho caught licr Jiands and took away the hat at w-hich 
she wm sew'ing. ^ * 

“ Leave off, lca\i off, and tell me. , . 

She looked srpiarely at him and waited. She saw that 
Christopher’s bps were trembling. 

“ You thinkV’ hCgsaid in a low voice, “tliaj. Ernst and 
Ada . ... r* 
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She smiled. 

“ Oh ! wcir!’*, 

He started back angrily. ‘ 

“ No ! No ! It is impossible ! You don’t think that! 
... No ! No !” 

She put her hands on his shoulders and rocked with 
laughter. V 

“ How dense you-are, how dense, my dear !” 

He shook her violently. 

“ Don’t laugh ! Whydo you laugh ? You would not 
laugh if it were true. You love Ernst. ...” 

She weni on laughing and drew him to her and kissed 
him. In spite of himself he returned her kiss. But when 
he felt her lips on his, her lips, still warm with liis brother’s 
kisses, he flung her away from him and held her face away 
from his own : he asked : 

“ You knew it ? It was arranged between you ?” 

She said. “ Yes,” and lauglied. " 

Christopher did not^g^ry out, h^made no movement of 
anger. He opened his mouth as thougli he could not 
breathe : he closed his eves and cIutoluKl at bis breast with 
his hands : his heart was bursting. Then he lay down on 
the ground with his face buried in his hands, and he was 
shcaken by a crisis of disgust and dospa*ir like a child. 

Myrrha, who not very soft-hearted, wajj sorry for 
him : involuntarily she was filled with motherly com¬ 
passion. and leaned over him. ntid spoke aff(‘ctinnately to 
him. and tried to make him sniff at her smelling-bottle. 
But he thrust her aw'ay in horror, and got uf) so sharply 
that she was afraid. He had neither strength nor <lcsiro» 
for revenge. He looked at her with his face twisted with 
grief. 

“You drab,” he said in d<*spiiir. ‘‘ You do not know 
the harm you have done. ...” 

She tried to hold him back. He fled through the woods, 
spitting out his disgust with such igpominy. with,such 
muddy hearts, with such incestuous sharing as that to 
which they had tried to bring him. He wept, he trembled-: 
he sobbed wjth disgust. He was filled gWitli liorror of them 
ail, of himself, of his bod^’ and soul. A storm of contempt 
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broke loose in him : it had long beep brewing : sooner or 
later there had to come the reaction a^nst the base 
thoughts, the degrading compromises, the^ale and pesti¬ 
lential atmosphere in which he had been living for months : 
but the need of loving, of deceiving himself about the 
woman he loved, had postponed the crisis as long as 
possible. Suddenly it burst upon him^f and it was bettier 
so. There was a grt‘-at gust of wind o^a biting purity, an 
icy breeze which swept away the miasma. Uisgust in one 
swoop had killed his love for Ada. 

If Ada thought more firmly to establish her dominion 
over Christopher by such an act, that proved once more 
her gross inappreciation of her lover. Jealousy which 
binds souls that are besmirched could only revolt a nature 
like ChristopherV. young, proud, and pure. But what 
he could not forgive, vhat he never would forgive, was 
that the betrayal was not the outcome ol pa.ssion in xVda, 
hardly oven of one of*thoso. absurd and degrading though 
often irresistible ca priect? to whichathc reason of a w’oman 
is sometimes hard put to it not to surrender. No—he 
understood now,—it was in her a secret deshe to degrade 
him, to humiliate him, to punish him for his moral resist¬ 
ance, for his inimicijil faith, to low'er him to the common 
level, to bring him to her feet, to prove to herself her own 
powT.r for ^vil. And he a.sked himself with horror : what 
is this impulse towards dirtiness, which is in the majority 
of human beings—this desire to besmirch the purity of 
themselves and others.—these swinish soulK, who take a 
delight in rolling in filth, and are happy when not one 
kich of their skins is left clean ! . . . 

Ada waited tw'o days for Christopher to return to her. 
Then she began to be anxious, and sent him a tender note 
in w'hich she made no allusion to what had happened. 
Christopher did i^^ot even reply. He hated Ada so pro¬ 
foundly that no wofds could express his hatred. He nad 
cut hqr out of his life. She no longer existed for him. 

* * 

Christopher <was free of Atla, but he was not free of 
himself.* In vain d4d he try to return to iHusion, and 
to take up again the calm and eJiaSte strength of the past. 
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We cannot' return to Oio past. We have to go onward : it 
is useless lo’-j^^iirn back, save only to see the places by 
which we have passed, the distant smoke from the roofs 
under which we have slept, dying away on the horizon 
in the mists of memory. But nothing so distances us 
from the souls that we had than a few months of passion. 
The road takes a .iiddeii turn : the country is changed : 
it is as though we were saymg good-b\’e for the last time 
to all that we are leavmg behind. 

Christopher could not yield to it. Ho held out his 
arms to the past: he strove dosptM’atcly to bring to life 
again the soul that had been his, lonely and resigned. 
But it was gone. Passion itself is not so dangerous as 
the ruins that it heaps up and leaves behind. In vain did 
Christopher not love, in vain—for a moment—did he 
despise love : he boro llie marks of its talons : his whole 
being was steeped in it ; there was in his heart a void 
which must be filled. H’itli that terrible need of tender¬ 
ness and plc.i .ure wlid-h devours men and women when 
they have once lasted it. some other passion was needed, 
were it only the contrary passion, the passion of contempt, 
of proud purity, of faith in virtue.—They were not 
enough, they were not enough to stf y his hunger : they 
w^ere only the food of a moment. His life consisted of a 
succession of vifJent reactions—leaps fn)m one extreme 
to the other. Sometimes ho would bend his passion to 
rules inhumanly ascetic : not eating, drinking water, 
w'earing himself out wdth walking, heavy tasks, and so not 
sleeping, denying hims(*lf every sort of i>leasure. Some¬ 
times ho would persuade Idmself that strength is the true 
morality for people like himself : and ho would plunge 
into the quest of joy. In either case he w'as unhappy. 
He could no longer be alone. He could no longer not bo 
alone. 

•fhe only thing that could have saved him would have 
been to find a true friendship.—Rosats f)erhap8 : he could 
have taken refuge in that. But the rupture was complete 
between the two families. They no longer met. Only 
once had Christopher seen Rosa. She was just coming’ 
out from Mass. He *had stopped to bow to her ; and 
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when she saw him she had made ^ mevemmt towards 
him : but when he had tried to go to l^'^tlirough the 
stream of the devout walking, down the steps, she ha^ 
turned her eyes away: and when he approached her she 
bowed coldly .and passed on. In the girl’s heart he felt 
intense, icy contempt. And ho did nat feel that she still 
loved him and would have liked to t^il him so : but ^e 
had come to think of her love as a and foolishness : 
slu^ thought Christoplior bad and corrupt, and further 
from her than ever. So they were lost to each other for¬ 
ever. And perhaps it was as well for both of them. In 
spite of her goodness, she was not near enoii,"h to life to be 
able to understand him. In spite of his need of affection 
and respect he would have stifled in a commonplace and 
confined existence, without joy, without sorrow, w'ithout 
air. They would both have iulfered. The unfortunate 
occurrence which cut them apart w^as, when all was told, 
perhaps, fortunate, a*s often happens—as always happens 
—to those who are strong and en4%iro. 

But at the moment it was a great sorrow and a great 
misfortune for them. Es})ccial]y for Christopher. Such 
virtuous intolerance, such narrowness of soul, which 
sometimes seems de]wivo of intelligence those who 
have the most of it, and (;f kindness those who are most 
good, irritated him, hurt him, and flung him back in 
protest into a freer life. 

During his loafing with Ada in the beer-gardens of the 
neighbourhood he had made acquaintance' with several 
good fellows—Bohemians, whose carelessness and freedom 
of manners had not been altogether distasteful to him. 
One of them, Friedemann, a musician like himself, an 
organist, a man of thirty, was not without intelligence, 
and was good at his w'ork, but he w^as incurably lazy and 
rather than make.-the slightest effort to be more than 
mediocre, he would have died of hunger, though not, 
y)erhap8, of thirst. *110 comforted himself in his indolence 
i)y speaking ill of those w^ho lived energetically, God 
knows w'hy : apd his sallies, rather heavy for the most 
part, generally madck people laugli. Having more liberty 
than his companions, he was not afraid,—though timidly, 



144 


JOHN CHRISTOPHER 


and with winks and. nods and suggestive remarks,—to 
sneer at thdsVwho held positions : he was even capable of 
not having rt^ady-made opinions about music, and of 
having a sly fling at the forged reputations of the great 
men of the day. Ho had no mercy upon women either : 
when he was making his jokes he loved to repeat the old 
saying of some misogynist monk about them, and Christo¬ 
pher enjoj-ed its bitterness just then more than anybody : 

‘‘ Femina mors animae.^' 

In his state of upheaval Christopher found some dis¬ 
traction in talking to Fricdemann. He judged him, he 
could not long take pleasure in his vulgar bantering w'it: 
his mockery and pcrj>ctual denial became irritating before, 
long and he felt the impotcncjc of it all: but it did soothe 
his exasperation with the self-suflicicnt stupidity of the 
Philistines, While he hem-’tily despised his companion, 
Cliristuphor could not do without him. 1’hey wxTe con¬ 
tinually seen together sitting with the unclassed and 
doubtful people of Frwihanann’s acquaintance wlio were 
even more worthless tlian hiirisclf. They used to play, 
and harangue, and drink the whole eveiiing. (’liristopher 
would suddenly wake up in the midst of the dreadful 
smell of food and tobacco : ho wouhl look at the pe.o])lc, 
about him with strange eyes : he would not recognize them: 
he would think in agony : 

“ Where am I ? Who are these people ? What have 
I to do with them 

Their remarks and their laughter w’uuld make him sick. 
But he could not bring himself to k‘avc them : he was 
afraid of going home and of being left alone face to fac,e 
with his soul, his dt shos, and remorse. He was going to 
the dogs : he know it: he was doing it deliberately,— 
with cruel clarity ho saw in Friedemann the degraded 
image of what ho was—of what he would be. one day : 
and he was passing through a phase of such disheartenwl- 
ness and disgust that instead of being brought to himself 
by such a menace, it actually brought him low. 

He would have gone to the dogs, if he. could. Fortu¬ 
nately, like all creatures of his kin<l, he had a spring, a 
succour against destruction which others do not. possess : 
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his strength, his instinct for life, ^is instinct against 
lotting himself perish, an instinct more ir^lli^ent than 
his intelligence, and stronger than his wm. And also,* 
unknown to himself, he had the strange curiosity of the 
artist, that passionate, impersonal quality, which is in 
every creature really endowed with creative power. Ip 
vain did he love, suffer, give himself utterly to all his 
passions : he saw them. They were in^iim but they were 
not himself. A m^Tiad of little souls moved obscurely 
in him towards a fixed point unkno\\Ti, yet certain, just 
like the planetary worlds which are drawn through space 
into a m 3 ’'steT‘ious abyss. That perj)etual state of un¬ 
conscious action and roactioi\ was shown especially in 
those giddy moments when sleep came over his daily life, 
and from the depths of sleep and the night rose the multi¬ 
form face of Being with its S]h4hx-like gaze. For a year 
Christopher had been obsessed wdth dreams in which in a 
second of time ho felt clearly wdth perfect illusion that he 
was at one and the same time sevfflPi^l different creatures, 
often far removed from each other by countries, worlds, 
centuries. In his waking state Christopher was still 
under his hallucination and uneasiness, though he could 
not remember what; had caused it. It was like the 
weariness left by some fixed idea that is gone, though 
traces of it a^e left and there is no understanding it. But 
while his soul was so troublously struggling through the 
network of the days, another soul, eager and serene, was 
watching all his desperate efforts. He did *not see it: 
but it oast over him the reflection of its hidden light. 
That soul was joyously greedy to feel everything, to 
suffer everything, to observe and understand men. women, 
the earth, life, desires, passions, thoughts, even those that 
•were torturing, even those that were mediocre, even 
those that were vil(v: and it was enough to lend then\a 
little of its light, to save Christopher from destruction. 
It made, him feel—hedid not know how—that he was not 
altogether alone. That love of being and of knowing 
everything, that second soul, raised a rampart against hi: 
destroying passions. • 

But if it was enough to keep his iiead above water, it 
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did not alJ^w him l^o climb out of it unaided. He could 
not succeedseeing clearly into himstdf. and mastering 
himself, and regaining possession of himself. Work was 
impossible for him. He was passing through an intel¬ 
lectual crisis : the most fruitful of his life : all his future 
life was germinajting in it : but that inner wealth for the 
time being only showed itself in extravagance : and the 
immediate ctTect e-f such superabundanee was not different 
from that of the fiat test sterilit 3 \ Christopher was sub¬ 
merged by his life. All his powers had shot up and grown 

too fast, all at once, suddcnlv. Only his will had not 

« • 

grouTi with them : and it was disma^^d by such a throng 
of monsters. His personality’ was cracking in every part. 
Of this earthquake, this' inner cataclysm, others saw 
nothing. Christopher hiimself could see only his impo¬ 
tence to will, to (uoate, tt/he. Desires, instincts, thoughts 
issiH^d one after another like clouds of sulj)hur from the 
tibsures of a volcano : and he was lor ever asking himself : 
“ And now, what w:^’ come Ol^ft ? What will become of 
me 1 Will it always be so ? or is this the end of all ? 
Shnll I bo nothing, alway’s 

And now there s})r«\ng up in him his hereditary’' instincts, 
the vices of those who had gone bciforo him.—He get drunk. 

« * 

He would return home smelling of w^ine, laughing, in a 
state of coilaj>Be. 

Poor Loyisa would look at him, sigh, say nothing, and 
pray. 

But one evening when he w^as coming out of an inn by 
the gates of the town he saw, a few yards in front of him 
on tlie road, the droll shadow of his uncle Gottfried, with 
his pack on his back. The little man had not been home 
for months, and his periods of absence were growing 
Iqiiiict and longer. Christopher Lailod him gleefully. 
Gottfried, bending under his load, turnc^d round : he 
looked at Christopher, who was making extravagant 
gestuHis. and sat down on a milestone to wait for him. 
t’hristopher came up to him with a beaming face, skipping 
along, and shook his uncle’s hand with great demon- 
strations of affection. Gottfried took a long look at him, 
and tlicn he said : 
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• “ Ooocl*rlay, Melchior.” i ^ ^ 

Christopher thought his uncle luul mademistake, and 
burst out laughing. . 

“ The poor man is breaking up.” he thought; “ he is 
losing his memory.” 

Indeed, Gottfried did look old, shrwelled, shrunken, 
and dried: his broalhing came shc^i't and painfully. 
Christopher went on talking. Gottfried took his pack on 
his shoulders again and went on in silence. 'J'lu'y went 
home together, Christopher gesticulating and talking at 
the top of his voice, Gottfried coughing and saying 
nothing. And wlion Christopher questioned him, CJotl- 
fried still called him Melchicg’. And then Cliristopher 
asked him : 

“What do you me<an by C'Vdingme Melcliior ? name 
is Christopher, you know, liavo you forgottem my 
name ?” 

Gottfried did not ston. He raised his eyes toward 
Christopher, and looked ax him, sfP^k his head, and said 
coldly : 

“ Xo. You are Melchior : I know vou.” 

Christopher stopped, dumbfounded. Gottfried trotted 
along : Christopher t^ollowed him witho\it a word. He 
was sobered. As they passed the door of a cafe he went 
up to the dark panels of glass, in which tlie gas-jets of the 
entrance and the empty streets were reflected, and he 
looked at himself : he recognized Melchior. He went 
home crushed. 

He spent the night—a night of anguish—in examining 
himself, in soul-searching. He understood now. Yes ; 
he recognized the instincts an<l vices that had come to 
light in him : they horrified him. He thought of that 
dark watching by the body of Melchior, of all that he had 
sworn to do, and, S4^fveying his life since then, he kiuijy 
that he had failed to keep his vows. What had he done 
in the year ? What had he done for his (^od, for hi** art, 
for lys soul ? What had he done for eternity ? There 
was not a day that had not been wasted, botched, be- 
bmirchod. Not a singflo piece of work, not a thought, not 
an effort -of enduring quality. A ^ chaos of desires de- 
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structive of^cli otlif'r. Wind, dust, nothing..., What 
did his in^^enteons avail him ? He had fulfilled none of 
them. He had done exactly the opposite of what he had 
intended. He had become what he had no wish to be : 
that was the balance-sheet of his life. 

, He did not go Vo bed. About six in the morning it was 
still dark,—he hedrd Gottfried getting ready to depart.— 
For Gottfried had<,had no intention of staying on. As 
he was passing the town he had come as usual to embrace 
his sister and nephew: but he had announced that he 
would go on next morning. 

ChrLstopher went downstairs. Gottfried saw his pale 
face and his eyes sunken vdth the night of torment. He 
smiled fondly at him and asked him to go a little of the 
way with him. They set ‘out together before dawn. 
They had no need to tallL ; they understood each other. 
As they passed the cemetery (^ttfried said : 

“ Shall we go in 

When he came to tile place he never failed to pay a 
visit to Jean Michel and Melchior. Christopher had not 
been there for a year. Gottfried knelt by Melchior’s 
grave and said : 

“ Let us pray that they may sleep well and not come 
to torment us.” 

His thought was a mixture of strange superstition and 
sound sense : sometimes it surprised Christopher : but 
now it Tras only too clear to him. They said no more , 
until they left the cemetery. 

W’hen they had closed the creaking gate, and were 
walking along the wall through the cold fields, waking 
from slumber, by the little path which led them under the 
cypress-trees from which the snow was dropping, Christo¬ 
pher began to weep. 

“ Oh 1 uncle,” he said, “ how wrfeV>ched I am !” 

He dared not speak of his experience in love, from an 
odd fear of embarrassing or hurting Gottfried t but he 
spoke of his shfime, his mediocrity, his cowardice, his 
broken vows. 

“ WhAt am I to do, uncle! ‘I have tried, I 
struggled : and after a year I am no further on than 
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before. Worse: I have gone back. I am good for 
nothing. I am good for nothing ! I have i^ainM my life. 
I am perjured ! . . .” * 

They were walking up the hill above the town. Gottfried 
said kindly: 

“ Not for the last time, my boy. W«9 do not do wh^t 
we will to do. We will and we live ;-two things. You 
must be comforted. The great thing it?, you see, never to 
give up willing and living. The rest does not depend on us.’* 

Christopher repeated desperately: 

“ I have perjured myself.” 

“ Bo you hear ?” said Gottfried. 

(The cocks were crowing in/ill the countryside.) 

“ They, too, are crowing for another who is perjured. 
They crow for every one of us, every morning.” 

“ A day will come,” said CK’istopher bitterly, “ when 
they will no longer crow for me.... A day to w'hich there 
is no to-morrow. Ancf what shall T have made of my life V* 

“ There is always a to^ornnv.^said Gottfried. 

“ But what can one do, if willuig is no use ?” 

“ Watch and pray.” 

I do not believe.** 

Gottfried smiled. 

“ You would not be alive if you did not believe. Every¬ 
one believes. Pray.** 

“ Pray to what P* 

Gottfried pointed to the sun appearing on the horizon, 
red and frozen. 

“ Be reverent before the dawning day. Bo not think 
of, what will be in a year, or in ten years. Think of 
to-day. Leave your theories. All theories, you see, even 
those of virtue, are bad, foolish, mischievous. Bo not 
abuse life. Live in to-day. Be reverent towards each 
day. Love it, respect it, do not sully it, do not hinderjt 
from coming to flower. Love it even when it is grey anJ 
sad like to-day. Bo not be anxious. See. It is w^inter 
now. Everything is asleep. The good earth will awake 
again. You have only to be good and patient like the 
earth. Be reverent, *Wait. If you are good, all w'iU 
go w^eli. If you are not, if you are weak, if you do not 
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succeed, you ii^ust be happy in (hat. No doubt it 
is the best'yoK^can do. So. then, why will ? Why be nnprry 
- because of \vha\ you cannot do ? We all have to do what 
we can. . . . Ah ich kanny 

“ It is not enough,” said Christopher, making a face. 

, Gottfried laughed pleasantly. 

“ It is more than anybody does. You are a vain fellow. 
You want to be a^hero. That is why you do such silly 
things. ... A hero ! . . . I don't quite know what that 
is : but, j^oii see. I imagine that a hero is a man who docs 
what lie can. Tlio others do not do it.” 

‘‘ Oil !” sighed Christojdior. “Then what is the good 
of living ? It Is not worth while. And vet there are 
peo})lc who say : ‘He who wills can !’”... 

Gottfried laughed again softly. 

“ Yes ? . . . Oh ! welb they are liars, my friend. Or 
they do not will anything much, . . .” 

They liad reached Hie top of the lull. They em- 
braced affectionately.The little pedlar went on. Inv'uling 
wearily. Christopher stayed there, lost in tin Might, 
and watched him go. He repeated his uiiele's saying : 

“ Ah ich kann (The best I can).” 

And he smiled, Hiinking ; « 

“ i>s. , . . .All the same. ... It is enough.” 

He returned to the town. The froz(‘n siiow* crackled 
under his feet. The bitter wunter wind TUfule the bare 
branches of the stunted trees on the hill shiver. It red¬ 
dened his elieeks, and made his skin tuigle, and set his 
blood raeing. The red roofs of the town below were smiling 
under 1 lie brilliant, cold sun. 'J’ho air was strong and ke 4 r‘n. 
I'he frozen earth seemed to nrjoiee in bitter ghuliicss. 
And Christopiier’s heart w^as like that. He tliought: 

“ I, too, shall wake again.” ' 

.There w^ere still tears in his e^is. Ho dried thorn 
with the back of his hand, and lapghed to see the sun 
difiping down behind a veil of mist. The clouds,, heavy, 
with.snow, were floating over the towm, lashed by the 
squall. He laughed at them. The wied blow icily. *. . . 

“ Blow, blow ! , . . Do what ycKi will with n'e. Bear 
me with you ! ,.. I^^know now where I am going.” 
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Free ! He felt that he was free !... Free of others and 
of himself! The network of passion in which he had 
been enmeshed for more than a year had suddenly been 
burst asunder. How? Ho did not know. The filaments 
had given before the growi h of his being. It was one of 
those crises of growth in whkh robust natures tear away 
the dead car mg of the year that is past, the old soul in 
which they are craml)cd and stilled. 

Christopher breathed* deeply^^without understanding 
what had happened. An icy whirlwind was rushing 
through the great gate of the totim as he returned from 
taking Gottfried on his way. The people were walking 
with heads lowered against the storm. Girls going to 
their work were struggling agauist the wind that blew 
against their skirts : they stopped every now and then to 
breathe, with their nose and cheeks red, and they looked 
exasperated, and as though they wanted to cry. He 
thought of that other torment through which he had 
passed. He looked at the wintry sky, the town covered 
yith snow, the people struggling along past him: he 
looked about him, into himself: he was no longer bound. 
He was alone! . .. Alone! How happy to be alone, to 
be his own ! What joy to have escaped from his bonds, 
from his .torturing>memories, from the hallucinations of 
faces that he loved or detested ! What joy at last to Ike, 
without being the ^irey of life, to have become his own 
rnastor! . . . 

• He went hopie wiiite with snow. He shook himself 
gaily like a dog. he passed his mother, who was 
sweeping the passage, he lifted her up, giving little in- 
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articulate cries of affection such as one makes to a tiny 
child. PooK^oId Louisa struggled in her son’s nrins : she 
was wet with t]ie molting suow : and she called him, with 
-a jolly laugh, a great gaby. 

He went up to his room three steps at a time.—He 
could hardly see himself in his little mirror, it was so dark- 
Bjit his heart wat» glad. His room was low and narrow, 
and it was difficult to move in it, but it was lil^e a kingdom 
to him. He lockcththe door, and laughed with pleasure. 
At last he w^as finding himself ! How long he had been 
gone astray ! He was eager to plunge into thought like 
a bather into water. It was like a great lake afar off 
melting into the mists of blue and gold. After a night of 
fever and oppressive heat he stood by the edge of it. with 
his legs bathed in the frcshne.ss of the water, his body 
kissed by the wind of a suinfner morning. Ho plunged 
in and swam : ho knew not'vhither he was going, and did 
not care : it was joy to swim wbither 4 Soev{?r he listed. Ho 
■was silent, then ho laughed, and ystened for the thou.sand 
thousand sounds of his'^oul : it swarmed with life. He 
could distinguish nothing : his head was swinuning : he felt 
only a btJwikhTing happiness. He wa.s glad to fe<‘l in 
himself such unknown forces : and. iridohuitly jiostponiug 
putting his pow'crs to the ic*.st, he st*nk bac*k into the 
intoxication of j>ride in the inward flowcrmg, which, 
held back for months, now burst forth like a sudden 
spring. 

Hi.-, mother called him to breakfast. He wont down : 
he w'as giddy and light-headed as though he had spent a 
day in tlut open air ; but there was such a radiance of joy 
in him that Louisa asked what was the matter. Ho made 
no reply : he seized her by the waist and forced her to 
dauee with him round the table on which the tureen was 
steaming. Out of breath Louisa ci*ied that he was mad : 
then she clasped h(jr hands. 

*^L)ear God !” she said anxiously. “ Sure, he is in love 
again !” 

OhrLffopher roared with laughter. Ho hurled his 
napkin info the air. • 

“ In love, f ’ he cried. “ Oh 1 Lord ! . . . lAit .no ! 
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I’ve had enough ! You can be easy on that score. That 
is done, done, for over ! . . . Ouf !V 

lie drank a glassful of water. 

Louisa looked at him, reassured, wagged her head, and 
smiled. 

“ That’s a drunkard’s pledge,” she said. “ It won’t 
last until to-night.” * • 

“ Then the day is clear gain,’(l he replied good- 
humouredly. g 

“ Oh, yes !” she said. “ But what has made you so 
happy ?” 

“ i am happy. That is all.” 

Sitting opposite her with his elbows on tlie table he 
Iried to tell her all that he going to do. She listened 
, with, kindly scopticusm, and gently pointed out that his 
soup was going cold. He knew that she did not hear what 
he was saying : but he did not care : he was talking for his 
own satisfaction. « 

They looked at eacl^ other ^piiling ; he talking : she 
hardly listening. Although she was proud of her son she 
attached no groat importance to his arti.stio. projects : she* 
was thinking : “ He is happy : that malttsrs most.”— 
While ho was growing mores and more excited with his 
discourse he watched his mother’s dear face, with her 
black shawl tightly tied round her head, her white hair, 
her young'eyes tliat devoured him lovingly, her sweet and 
tranquil kindliness. He knew exactly w'hat she w^as 
thinking. He said to her jokingly : • 

It is all one to you, eh ? You don’t care about w^hat 
I’m telling you ?” 

She protested weakly. 

“ Oh, no ! Oh, no !” 

He kissed her. ^ 

“ Oh, yes ! Oh,.,yea ! You need not defend .yourself. 
You are right. Only love mo. There is no need to under¬ 
stand me—cither fhr you or for anybody else. I do not 
need anybody or anything now: I have everything in 
myself. ...” 

- 01)!” said^Loiysa. “Another maggot in his brain! 

. , . But if he must have one I prefer this to* the other.” 

Jte 
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What sweet happiness to float on the surface of the lake, 
of his thouglKs ! . . . oLying in the bottom of a boat with 
his body bathed in sun, his face kissed by the light fresh 
wind that skims over the face of the waters, he goes to 
leep : he is swung by threads from the 8 k 5 \ Under his 
body lying at full length, under the rocking boat he feels 
the deep, swelling Vater : his hand dips into it. He rises : 
and with his chin OH the edge of the boat he watches the 
water flowing by as he did when he was a child. He sees 
the reflection of strange creatures darting by like lightning. 

. . . More, and yet more. . . . They are never the same. 
He laughs at the fantastic spectacle that is unfolded 
within him : he laughs at his own thoughts ; he has no 
need to catch and hold tlicm. Select ? Whv select 
•imong so many thousands of dreams ? I’here is plenty of 
time ! . . . Later on ! . . . rfe has only to throw out a 
! ine at will to draw in the mV^nsters that he sees gleaming 
in the water. He lets them jiass. . ? . Later on ! . . . 

The boat flo.ats on at whirm of the warm wind and 

the insentient stream. All lh soft, sun, and silence. 

* 

*■ nt 

At last languidly he throws out his line. Leaning out 
over the lapping water he follows it wjth his eyes until it 
disappears. After a few moments of torpor he dra\i^ it 
in slowly : as he draws it in it becomes heavier ; just as he 
Ls about to fish it out of the water he stops to take breath. 
He know's that he has his prey : he does not know what 
it is ; he prolongs the pleasure of expectancy. 

At last he makes up his mind : fish with gleaming, 
many-coloured scales appear from the water : they writha 
like a nest of snakes. He looks at them curiously, he 
stirs them with his finger : but hardlv has he drawn them 
from the w^ater than their colonri\ fade and they slip 
between his fingers. He throws them'hack into the water 
ar>dHl>egms to fish for others. He is more eager to see one 
after another all the dreams stirring in' him than to c.atch 
at any one of them : they all seem more beautiful to him 
when they are freely swimming in thje transparent 
lake. . . . , • 

He caught all kinds ^f them, each more extrayagant 
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than the la^t. Ideas had been heaped np in him for 
months and he had not drawn upoA them, so*that he was 
bursting with riches. But il was all higgledy-piggledy : 
his mind was a Babel, an old Jew’s curiosity shop in 
which there were piled up in the one room rare treasures, 
precious stuffs, scrap-iron, and rags. ^He could not dis¬ 
tinguish their values : eveiythirg amused him. Thtere 
were thrilling chords, colours whit*h rang like bells, 
harmonies which buzzed like bees,-^melodies smiling like 
lovers’ lips. There w'cre vision's of the country, faces, 
passions, souls, characters, literary ideas, metaphysical 
ideas. There were great projects, vast and impossible, 
tetralogies, decalogies, pretending to depict everything 
in music, covering whole worlds. And, most often there 
were obscure, flashing sensations, called forth by a trifle, 
the sound of a voice, a mam or a woman passing in the 
street, the pattering of rain. An inward rhythm.—Many 
of these projects advanced no further than their title : 
most of them were nevef more lilan a note or two : it was 
enough. Like all very young people, he thought he had 
created what he dreamed of creating. 

♦ 

But he was too leeenly alive to be satisfied for long with 
such fantasiesr He wearied of an illusory possession ; he 
wished to seize h is dreams.—How to begin ? They seemed 
to him all equally important. He turned and turned 
them : he rejected them, he took them up again. . . . 
No, he never took them up again : they were no longer 
the same, they wore never to be caught twice : they were 
Always changing : they changed in his hands, under his 
eyes, while he was watching them. He must make haste: 
he could not: he was appalled by the slowness wdth which 
he worked. He woul6 have liked to do everything in one 
day, and he found^it horribly difficult to complete the 
smallest thing. His dreams were passing and he was 
passing himself : while he was doing one thing it worried 
him not to be doing another. It was as though, it was 
enough to hav% chosen one of his fine subjects for it to 
lose air interest for fiim. And so all his riches*availed him 
ndthUig. His thought® had lifei only on condition that 
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he did not tamper with tlicni: everything thjit ho suc¬ 
ceeded in doing was^Btill-born. It was the torment of 
Tantalus : withLi reach WTre fruits that became stones as 
soon as he plucked them : near his lips was a clear stream 
which sank away whenever he stooped to drink. 

To slake his thirst he tried to sip at the springs that he 
had conquered, his old compo.sitions. , . . Loathsome in 
taste ! At the firs^ gulp he spat it out again, cursing. 
What! That tepid '■.vater, that insipid music, w\as that 
his music ?—He read through all his compositions : he 
w'as horrified : he understood not a note of tJiem. lie could 
not even understand how he had come to write them. 
He blushed. Once after reading through a page more 
foolish than the rest ho turned round to make sure that 
there w%hs nobody in the room, and then he w'ont and hid 

4 

his face in his pillow like cjhild ashamed. Sometimes 
they seemed to him so preposterously silly that they were 
quite funny, and he forgot that they w'cre his own. . . . 

“ Wliat an idiot!” be t/ould cr^. rocking with laughter. 

But nothing touched him more than those comjiositions 
in which he had set out to express his ow7i jiassionato 
feelings ; the .sorrows and joys of love. Then ho would 
bound in his cluiir as though a fly Iwid stung him : he 
w’ould thiim}) on the table, beat his head, an'd roar angrily : 
he wTuild coarsely apostrophize himself : he ivould vow 
himself to be a swine, trebly a scoundrel, a clod, and a 
clown—whole litany of denunciation. In tlu- end he 
would go and stand before his mirror, red with shouting, 
and then ho would take hold of his chin and sav: 

“ Look, look, you .scurvy Jrnave, look at the ass-facc 
that is yours ! I’ll teach you to lie, you blackguard ! 
Water, sir, water.” 

He would plunge his face into his Bti.sia. and hold it under 
water until he was like to chnke. When ho drc'w him.self 
uff,"scarlet, wdth hi.'* eyes starting froii;i his head, snorting 
like a seal, he would rush to his table, without bothering 
to sponge aw'ay the w.ater trickling down him : he woi^ld 
seize the unhappy compo.sitioiis, angrily tear them hi 
pieces, growilirig. * 

There, you beast! • There, there, there I . . .** 
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Then he would recover. 

What exasperated him most inf his compwRitions was 
their untruth. Not a spark df feeling in liiem. A phrase¬ 
ology got by heart, a schoolboy’s rhetoric : he spoke of 
love like a blind man of colour: he spoke of it from hearsay, 
only repeating the current platitud-^.-s^ And it was not 
only love: it was the same with all the passions, which had 
been used for themes and declamatiolis.—And yet he had 
always tried to be sincere.—But it^^s not enough to wish 
to be sincere : it is necessary to have the power to bo so : 
and how can a man bo so when as yet ho knows nothing of 
life ? What had revealed the falseness of his w^ork. what 
had suddenly digged a pit betw^oen hiinseif and his past 
was the experience of life \<^iiich he had had during the 
last six months. He had loft fantasy : there was now in 
him a real standard to which he could bring all his 
thoughts for judgmtint as to^*tlu^ir truth or untruth. 

'riie disgust wliiclAis old work, written wnthout passion, 
roused in him, made hifn dcciciii with his usual exaggera¬ 
tion that ho -would wTite no more until ho -wes forced to 
wTito bj’ some passionate need : and leaving tiic j)nrsuit 
of his ideas at that, he sw'ore lliat ho -would ren()unce 
music for eviT, unless creation were imposed upon him in 
a thunderclap* ^ 

* 4 ( 

He made this resolve because he knew quite well that 
the st orm was coming. 

Thunder falls wdien it will, and wherc^ it will. But 
there are peaks which attract it. Certain ])la('es—certain 
souls—breed storms : they create them, or draw them 
from all points of the horizon : and oertiun ages of life, 
like certain months of the year, are so saturated with 
electricity, that thunderstorms are produced in them,— 
if not at will —-at ary rate when they are ex]X‘cted. 

Tlio whole being of a man Is taut for it. Often the 
storm lies brooding, for days and day.s. The pale sky is 
hung with burning, fleecy clouds. No -wind stirs. The 
still air formenjs, and seems to boil. Thc^ earth lies in a 
stupory no sound, comes from it. The brain hums 
feveri.shly : all nature awaits the explosion of tto gathering 
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forces, the thud of the hammer which is slowly rising to 
fall back suddenly O&i the anvil of the clouds. Dark, 
warm shadows pass : a fiery wind rushes through the body, 
the nerves quiver like loaves.... Then silence falls again. 
The sky goes on gathering thunder. 

In such expectancy there is voluptuous anguish. In 
spite of the discomfort that weighs so heavily upon you, 
you feel in your vt-ins the fire which is consuming the 
universe. The souKsurfeited boils in the furnace, like 
wine in a vat. Thousands of germs of life and death arc 
in labour in it. What will issue from it ? The soul 
knows not. Like a woman with child, it is silent; it 
gazes in upon itself : it listens anxiously for the stirring 
in its womb, and thinks : “ What will be born of me ?” .. . 

Sometimes such waiting is in vain. The storm passes 
without breaking : but you wake heavy, cheated, ener¬ 
vated, disheartened. But'Ht is only postponed; the 
storm will break : if not to-day, then to-morrow: the 
longer it is delayed, the »^)ore violent will it be. . . . 

Now it comes ! . . . The clouds have come up from 
all corners of the soul. Thick masses, l)lue and black, 
rent ‘ by the frantic darting of the lightning : they ad¬ 
vance hoavil,y, drunkenly, darkening the soul’s horizon, 
blotting out light. An hour of madness I . . . The ex¬ 
asperated Elements, let loose from the cage in which they 

are held bound bv the Laws which hold the balance 

«/ 

between the mind and the existence of things, reign, 
formless and colossal, in the night of consciousness. The 
soul is in agony. There is no longer the will to live. 
There is only longing for the end, for the deliverance of 
death. . . . 

And suddenly there is lightning I 

Christopher shouted for joy. 

‘ Joy, furious joy, the sun that lights up all that is and 
will be, the godlike joy of creation ! ■ There is no joy but 
in creation. There are no living beings but those who 
created All the rest are shadows, hovering over the earth, 
strangers to life. All the joys of life are the .joys of 
creation : love, genius, action,—quickened by. flames 



REVOLT 


161 


kBuing from one and the same fire. Even those who 
cannot find a place by the groat fiibside : the*ambitious, 
the egoists, the sterile sensualists,—try tofgain warmth in 
the pale refledtions of its light. 

To create in the region of the body, or in the region of 
the mind, is to issue from the prison of itlie body : it is to 
ride upon the storm of life : it is to be He who I». To 
create is to triumph over death. * 

Wretched is the sterile creature^ that man or that 
woman who remains alone and lost upon the earth, 
scanning their withered bodies, and the sight of them¬ 
selves from which no flame of life will ever leap ! Wretched 
is the soul that does not feel its own fruitfulness, and know 
itself to be big wdth life and love, as a tree with blossom 
in the sprhig ! The world may Leap honours and benefits 
upon such a soul : it does but (U’own a corpse. 

5|f' 

, ♦ ♦ 

When Christopher w'a^struck by the flash of lightning, 
an electric fluid coursed throu;^ his body : he trembled 
under the shock. It was as thougli on the high seas, in the 
dark night, he had suddenly sighted land. Or it was as 
though in a crowd lie had gazed into two e 3 "e.s saluting 
him. Often it would happen to him after hours of prostra¬ 
tion when his mind was leajiiiig desperately through the 
void. But mere often still it came in moments when he 
was thinking of something else, talking to his mother, or 
walking through the streets. If he w'ere ii^ the street a 
certam human respect kept him from too loudly demon¬ 
strating his joy. But if he were at home nothing could 
keep him back. Ho would stamp. He would sound a 
blare of triumph : his mother knew that well, and she had 
come to know what it meant. She used to tell Christopher 
that he was like a hen^wiat has laid an egg. 

He was permeated with his musical imagination. Some¬ 
times it took shape, in an isolated phrase coitip^ete in 
itself > more often it would appear as a nel)ula enveloping 
a whole work : the structure of the work, its general.lines, 
could be perceived through a veil, torn asunder here and 
there by* dazzling phrases which stood out from the dark¬ 
ness witili the clarity of 8Cu!ptui;o.| It \ras only a flash : 

VUL. u. 
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Bometimes others would come in quick succession : each 
lit up other corners or the night. Bui usually, the capri¬ 
cious force having once sliown itself unexpectedly, would 
disappear again for several days into its mysterious 
retreat, leaving behind it a luminous ray. 

This delight in nisphation was so vivid that ChrLst-ophor 
was disgusted by everything else. Ilie experienced artist 
knows that inspiration is rare and that intelligence is left 
to complete the work'"of intuition : he puts his ideas umler 
the press and squeezes out of them the last drop of the 
divine juices that are in them—(and if need be sometimes 
he does not shrink from dilut ing them with clear wafer).— 
Christopher was too young and too sure of himself not to 
despise such contemptible ju'actices. He dreamed im¬ 
possibly of producing nothing that was not ab.solutoly 
spontaneous. If he had not been deliberately blind he 
would certaiulv have .-^een tlu^ absurdity of his aims. No 

4 . 4 . 

doubt he was at that tim^ in a period of inward abundance 
in winch there was no gap, no chink, through which bore¬ 
dom or emptiness could creep. Everytliing served as an 
excuse to his inexhaustible h eundity : everything that his 
eyes saw or his ears heard, evervlliing with which ho came 
in contact in his daily life : every look, every word, brought- 
forth a crop of dreams. In the boundIe.ss heaven of his 
thoughts he saw circling miili<uis of milky stars, rivers of 
living light.—And y(jt, even tlien. tliere were moments 
when everything wa.s suddenlj’ blotted out. And although 
the night could not endure, although he had hardly time 
to suffer from these long silcnc(*.s of his .soul, be did not 


escape a secret t<^rror of that unknown power which came 
upon him. left him, came again, and disappeared. . . . 
How long, this time ? Would it ever come again 
pride n^jected that thought and said : “ This force is 
.myself. When it ceases to be, I shall cease to be: I shall 
kill myself.”—He never ceased to tremble: but it was 
only another delight. 

But, if, for the moment, there was no danger of the 


spring running dry, Christopher was able already to 
perceive that it was never enough lo fertilize a uompiete 
work. Ideas almost always appeared rawlyhe • had 
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painfully to dig them out of tlic ;^rc. j^iid always they 
appeared without any sort of seqiejice and* by fits and 
starts : to unite them he had tb bring to' bear on them an 
element of reflection and deliberation and cold will, which 
fashioned them into new form. Christopher w’as too 
much of an artist not to do so : but he \foiild not accept^it: 
he forced himself to believe that hp did no more than 
transcribe what was witliin himself, while he was always 
compelled more or less to trans/orfn it so as to make it 
intelligible.—More than that: sometimes he would abso¬ 
lutely forgo a meaning for it. However violently the 
musical idea might come upon him it would often have 
been im])Ossible for him to stiy what it meant. It would 
come surging up from the d(q)ths of life, from far beyond 
the limits of consciousnoss*: and in that absolutely pure 
Force, w'hich eluded common rhythms, consciousness could 
never recognize in it jiny of tnci motives which stirred in it, 
none of the human feeli^s whi^ it defines and classifies : 
joys, sorrows, they w^cre alFme%ed in one single i)assion 
which was unintelligible, because it was above the intelli¬ 
gence. And yet. whether it understood or no, the in¬ 
telligence needed to give a name to tliis force, fo bind it 
down to one or other of tiso structures of lt>gic, whicdi man 
is for ever building iiidefatigably in the hive of his 
brain. 

So Chiistopher convinced liimsclf—ho wished to do so— 
that the obscure pow’cr tliat moved him Jiad an exact 
meaning, and that its meaning was in accordance wnth his 
will. His free instinct, risen from the unconscious 
depths, was w'illy-nilly forced to plod on under the j'oko 
of reason with perfectly clear ideas w hich had n<dhmg at 
all in common with i^i, And W'ork so produced w’as no 
more than a lying jvfxt a position of one of those groat 
subjects that Christopher’s mind had marked out fqjp* 
itself, and those wild forces which had an altogether 

different meaning uiiknowm to himself. 

* 

' He groped his way, head down, borne on Ijy the con- 
tara^ictory forces warring in him, and hurling into his 
incoher6nt works a fiery and strolg quality of life which 
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jio could not express, though ho was joj’^ously and proudly 
conscious of it. 

Tho consciousness of his hew vigour made hiin able for 
the first time to envisage squarely everything about him, 
ever3dhiiig that he^had been taught to honour, ever^dhing 
that he had respeeVed without question : and he judged 
it all with insolent f*'eedom. The veil was rent: he saw 
the German lie. 

Every race, every art has its hypocrisy. The world is 
fed with a little truth and man^' lies. The human mind 
is feeble ; pure truth agrees with it but ill : its religion, its 
morality", its states, its poets, its artists, must all be pre¬ 
sented to it BW'athed in lies. These lies are adapted to the 
mind of each race : vary from one to tho other : it 

is they that make it so difficult for nations to understand 
each other, and so eas\' for*+hem to despise each other. 
Truth is the same for all of us : but eveiy nation has its 
own lie, which it calls its Alctd'sin.: eveiy creature therein 
breathes it from birth to cleatFi : it has become a condition 
of life : there are onl^” a few’ men of genius w ho can break 
free from it through heroic moments of cTisis, w'hen they 
are alone in the free w'orld of their thoughts. 

It was a trivial thing which sucMtuily revealed to- 
Christopher the lie of German art. It was not because it 
had not alwavs boon visible that ho had not seen it : he 
was too near it to sec it. Now the mountain appeared to 
his gaze because ho had moved aw^ay from it. 

* ♦ 

He W’iis at a concert of tho Sladti-iche Tunhallc. The 
cjoncert w’as given in a largo hall occuj)U!d by ten dr 
twelve row.s of little tables—about two or three hundred 
of them. At tho end of the room w'as a stage where the 
orchestra was sitting. All round Cfliistopher were officers 
dressed up in their long, dark coats,—with broad, sliavon 
faces, rod, serious, and commonplace : women talking and 
laughing noisily, o.«»tentatiously at their ease : jolly "little 
girls smiling and showing all their toothy and largo men 
hidden behind their boards and sp<tctacles, looking llko* 
kindly spiders with round eyes. They got up witli every 
Iresh glass to drink a toast : they did this almost re- 
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liginuGly : their faces, their voices changed : it was aa 
tliough they were saying Mass : Miey offered each other 
the libations, they drank of the chalice*with a mixture of 
solemnity anti bu 1 ^oone^ 5 ^ The music wa.s drowned under 
the conversation and the clinking of glasses. And yet 
ovcrvbody was trying to talk and eat«quietly. The Herr 
Konzcrhn^.isfcr, a tall, bent old man, with a white b5ard 
hanging like a tail from his chin, and a long aqiiilino nose, 
with s|>(}ctaclcs, looked like a philrlegist.—^All these tjqjos 
were familiar to Christopher. 'But on that day he had 
an inclination—ho did not know whv—to see them as 
caricatures. There are days like tliat when, for no 
apparent reason, the grotesque in people and things which 
in ordinary life passes unnoticed, suddenly leaps into view. 

The programme of the music included the Egmont 
overture, a valsc of Waldteufel, Tannhamer^a Pilgrimage 
to Rome, the overture to the Merry Wives of Nicolai, the 
religious march of AVmlie,j^d ^fantasia on the North Star. 
The orchestra played loven overture correctly, 

and the valse delicuously. During the Pilgrimage of 
Tannh'ivacr, the uncorking of bottles was heard. A big 
man sitting at the table next to Christopher beat time to 
the Merry W while imita ting Falstn ff. A st<)ut old lad}’, 
in a pale blue •dross with a white boll, golden pince-nez on 
her flat nose, red arms, and an enormous waist, sang in a 
loud voice Lieder of Schumann and Brahms. She raised 
her eyebrows, made eyes at the wings, smiled wdth a smile 
that seemed to curdle on her moon-face, made exaggerated 
gestures w^hich must certainly have called to mind the 
mfe-concert but for the majestic honesty which shone in 
her : this mother of a family played the part of the giddy 
girl, youth, passion : and Schumann’s poetry had a faint 
smack of the nursery. The audience was in ecstasies.— 
But they grow solemn and attentive when there appeared 
the Chorfu Society of the Gormans of the South {SiJCd- 
deutschm 3fdn7icr Liedertafel), who alternately cooed and 
roared part songs full of feeling. There were forty, and 
they sang foui* parts : it seemed aa though they had set 
themselves to free Iheir execution of every trace of style 
that could properly be called choral; a hotch-potch of 
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little melodious ejects, little timid puling shades of sound, 
dying pianhshnos, wifJi sudden swelling, roaring cres¬ 
cendos, like some.')ne beating the big drum: no breadth 
or balance, a mawkish style : it was like Bottom : 

‘‘ Let me play the lion. I will roar you as gently as any 
Clucking dove. I vwll roar you as it were a nightingale.’*^ 

Qiristophor listened from the beginning with growing 
amazement. There 'was nothing new in it all to him. 
He knew these concerts, the orchestra, the audience. 
But suddenly it all seemed to him false. All of it: oven to 
what ho most loved, the Efjmont overture, in w'hich the 
pompous dbordor and correct agitation hurt him in that 
hour like a want of frankness. No doubt it was not 
Beethoven or Schumann that lie heard, but their absurd 
interpreters, th(ur eud-chtnvii.ig audience whose cras.s 
stupidity was spread about tludr works like a heavy 
mist.—No matter, there was the w’orks, even the most 
beautiful of them, a disturbing^quality whieh Christopher 
had never before felt.—Ike w^as it ? He dared not 
analyze it. deeming it a sacrilege to question his beloved 
masters. But in vain did he shut his eves to it: he had 
seen it. And, in spite of himself, he went on seeing it: 
like the Vergognosa at Pisa ho look(;d Uetween his fingers. 

He saw German art stripped. All of th6m—the great 
and the idiots—laid bare their souls with a complacent 
tenderness. Emotion ovfTflowed, moral nobility trickled 
down, their hearts melted in distracted elTusions : the 
Bluice-galcs were opened to the fearful (Borman tender¬ 
heartedness : it weakened the energy of the stronger, it 
drowned the w'oaker under its gre^yish waters : it was a 
flood : in the depths of it slept German thought. And 
what thoughts wore tho.se of a Mendelssohn, a Brahms, a 
Schumann, and. following them, the ji^holo legion of little 
writers of af!e(iiod and tearful Liedcr ! Built on sand. 
Nbver rock. Wet and shapeless clay.—It was all so 
foolish, so childish often, that Christopher could.not 
believe that it never occurred to the audience. He looked 
about him : but he saw only gaping faccB, convinced in 
advance of the beauties they were hcai*ing and the pleasure 
that they ought to find in it. How could they admit their 
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own right to judge for themselves ? They were filled with 
respect for these hallowed nsmcsj What d’d they not 
respect ^ They were respectful before t^ir programmes, 
before their glasses, beff)re themselves. It was clear that 
mentally they dubbed “ Your Excellence’’ everything that 
remotely or nearly concerned them. • 

Christopher passed in review the audience and the 
music alternately : the music reflected the audiei:ce, the 
audience reflected the music. Christcipher felt laughter 
overcoming him a?id ho made faces. How'ever, he con¬ 
trolled himself. But when the Germans of the South 
came and solemnly sang the Covfessiori of a blushing girl 
in love, Christo[)her could not contain himself. He 
shouted with laughter. Irdignant cries i-f “Ssh!” were 
raised. His neighbours looked at him, scared: their 
honest, scandalized faces filled liini with joy : he laughed 
loiider ilvan ever, he laiighcu, he laughc'd until he cried. 
Suddeifly the audit^hce gr^v argry. They cried: “Put 
him out!” He got uj), fn(^(Pi^cA, shrugging his bhoulders, 
shaking with suppressed laughter. His d^iiarturo caused 
a scandal. It was the beginnu g of hostilities between 
Christopher and his birthplace. 

• 4t 4( 

After that experience Christopher shut himself up and 
set himself to read once more the works of the “ hallow'ed ” 
musioians. He w^as appalhjd to find that certain of the 
masters whom he loved most had lied, llo tried hard to 
doubt it at first, to believe that ho w'as mistaken.—But 
po, there was no way out of it. He was staggered by the 
conglomeration of mediocrity and untruth which con¬ 
stitutes the artistic treasure of a groat people. How 
many pages could bear examination ! 

From, that time Cxi ho could begin to read other works, 
other masters, who were dear to him, only with a fluttering 
heart. . . . Alas ! There was some spell cast upon him : 
always there was the same discomfiture. With some of 
thorn his heart was rent: it was as though he hod lost a 
dear friend, as if l*e had suddenly seen that a friend in 
whom he had reposed entire confidence had been deceiving 
him for years. He wept for i'. did not sleep at 



168 


JOHN CHRISTOPHER 


night: he could not escape hin torment. He blamed 
himself : pe?*liaps ho hid loht hLs judgment ? Perhaps ho 
had become alltagethcr an idiot ?—No, no. More than 
ever he saw the radiant beauty of the day and with more 
fresliness and love than ever ho felt the generous abundance 
of life : hLs heart was not deceiving him. . . . 

But for a long time he dared not approach those who 
were the best for hiifi. the purest, the TToly of Holies. He 
trembled at the thought of bringing hLs faith in them to 
the te.st. But how resist the pitiless instinct of a brave 
and truthful soul, whicli will go on to the end, and see 
things as they are, wliatover suffering may be got in 
doing so ?—So he of)oned tlio sacred works, he called upon 
the last reserve, the imperial guard. ... At the first glance 
he saw that they were no more immaculate than the others. 
He had not the courage to go on. Every now and then 
he stopped and closed the liaok : like the son of Noah, 
he threw his cloak about hLs father’^ nakedness. . . . 

I’hen ho was prof'trat4^'‘’‘'n^'*‘ie*midst of all these ruins. 
He w'ould ratlicr have lo.st an arm, than have tampered 
with his blessed illusions. In his heart ho mourned. But 
there was so much sap in him. so much reserve of life, that 
his confidenc e in art was not sli.'ikcn. ^Vith a young man’s 
naive jjreaunijjtion ho b<‘gnn life again a.s'though no ono 
had ever lived it before him. Intoxicated by hLs new 
strength, he felt—not without resason, perhaps—that with 
a very few exceptions thc're is almost no relation between 
living passion* and the expres.sion which art has striven 
to give to it. But he was mLstal:en in thinking himself 
more happy or more true when he expressed it. As 
was fillwl with pa.s.sion it was easy for him to dLscover it 
at the back of wliJit he had written ; but no ono else would 
have recognized it through the imjlprfoet vocabulary with 
which he designated its variations.*' Many artists whom 
he condemned were in the same ca:o. They had had, and 
had translated profound emotions ; but tho secret of their 
language had died with them. 

f^hrL;to]>her was no psychologist: he was not bothcied 
with all th/ise arguments : what wf«? dead for him had 
always been so. He revised his judgment of tfie past 

t * • . * . 
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•with aU the confident ai d fierce injustice of yontli. K© 
stripped the noblest souls, and had no pi<‘y for >heir iciblcs. 
There were the cosily melancholy, ihejgenteel fantasy, 
the well-bred emptiness of Mendelssonn. There were 
the tinsel and fiashness of Weber, his dryness of heart, 
his cerebral emotion. There was Lisz\ the n( ble priest, 
the circus rider, neo classicjai and mountebank, a m xttire 
in equal doses of real ar.d fahe nobiiii^% of serene idealism 
and disgusting viriuosilj^. Schuljcrt swallowed up by 
his sentimentality, drowned at the bottom of leagues of 
stale, transparent water. The men of the heroic ages, 
the demi-gods, the Prophets, the Fathers of the Church, 
were not spared. Even the great Seba^t'an, the man 
of ages, who bore in himself the past and the future, 
—Bach,—was not free of untruth, of fashionable folly, 
of school-chattering. The man who had seen God, tho 
man who lived in God, scented sometimes to Christopher 
to have had an insipid an^u^red religion, a Jesuitical 
style, rococo. In his caftt^fcs^ere were languorous and 
devout airs—(dialogues of the Soul coquetting ^^ith Jesus) 
—which sickened C hristopher: then he seemed to sec 
chubby cherubim wuth flying draperies, showing ofF'their 
.legs in graceful poFiures. And also he Inul a feeling that 
the genial Cantor always wrote in a closed room : his work 
smacked of stuffiness : there was not in his music that 
brave outdoor air that was breathed in others, not such 
great musicians, perhaps, but greater men—more human 
—than ho. Like Beethoven or Handel. What hurt him 
in all of them, especially in the classics, was their lack of 
fpoedom : almost nil their works wore “ constructed.” 
Sometimes an emotion was filled out with all the common¬ 
place of musical rhotorio, sometimes with a simple 
rhythm, an ornamental design, repeated, turned upside 
down, combined in every conceivable way in a mechanical 
fashion. Those symmetrical and twaddling construe'* 
tions—classical anil neo-classical sonatas and symphonies 
—exasperated Christopher, who, at that time, was not 
very sensible of the beauty of order, and vast and well- 
* conceived plans. That seemed to him to. be rather 
masons* work than musicians*. 
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Blit he w<aa no less severe with the Romantics. It was 
a strange thing, andrho was more surprised by it than 
anybody,—but ^ no musiciaVis irritated him more than 
those who had pretended to be—and had actually been— 
the most free, the most spontaneous, the least const ructive, 
—those who. liha Schumann, had poured drop by drop, 
minute by minute, into their innumerable little works, 
their whole life. He was the more indignantly in revolt 
against tliem as lie recognized in them his adolescent soul 
and all the follies that ho had vowed to pluck out of it. 
In truth, tlie candid Sclnimann could not bo taxed with 
falsity : he hardly over said anything that he had not felt. 
But that was just it: his exrample made Cliristophcr under- 
st-and that the worst falsity in Cerman art came into it 
not when the art Ids tried to express sometliing which 
they had not felt, but rather wh^ui tl-.ey tried to expror.s 
the^ ft'clings which they did^ in fact feel— jirlin^s which 
were, false. Music is an .inmlacable mirror of the soul. 
The more a (h-rman m’i|’“«i4’'d.^nni ve and in good faith, 
the more ho displays the wealviu'ssos of the German soul, 
its uncertain depths, its soft tenderness, its want of frank¬ 
ness, its rather sly idealism, its incapacity for seeing itself, 
for daring to come face to face with itself. That false 
hiealism is the .scend sore oven of the greatest—of Wagner. 
As ho read his works Ohristo])her ground, his teeth. 
Lohengrin scorned to him a blatant lio. He loathed the 
huckstering chivalry, the hypocritical mummery, the hero 
without fear and witliout a heart, the incarnation of cold 
and selfish virtue admiring itself and most patently self- 
satisfied. Ho knew it too well, he had seen it in reality, 
the type of Gttrman Pharistte, foppish, impecc*able, and 
hard, bowing down before its own imago, the divinity to 
which it has no scruple about s^rificing others. The 
Flyiv^ Dutchm.an overwhelmed him with its- ma.s8iv6 
sentimentality and its gloomy boredom. The loves of 
the barbarous decadents of the" Tetralogy were .of a 
sickening staleness. Siogmund carrying off his sister 
sang a tenor drawdng-room song. Siegfried and BriL^n- 
hilde, like,respcctibio German married people,, in the 
Oalterdammerung laid bare before each other, especially 
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for the benefit of the audience, their pompous and voluble 
conjugal passion. Every sort of lie had arranged to meet 
in that work : false idealisril, dabse Chwstianity, false 
Gothic ism, false legend, false gods, false Immans. Never 
did more monstrous convention appear than in that* 
theatre which was to upset all the coiivoiitionB. Neither 
eyes nor mind, nor heart could be deceived by it for •a 
moment: if tJiey W(tc, tlien they musft wish to be so,— 
They did wish to be so. Gormanv was delighted with 
that doting, childish art. an art of orutes let loose, and 
mystic, namby-pamby little girls. 

And Christopher could do nothing : as soon as he heard 
the music he was caught U]) like the others, more than the 
others, by the flood, and tho'diabolieal will of the man 
who had let it loose, lie laugh(‘d. and he trembled, and 
his cheeks hui*ned, and ho felt galloping armies rushing 
through him ! And ho thought that those who bore such 
storms within them^^olVcs m ig|it have all allowances made 
for them. What cries M uttered when in the 

hallowed w^orks w'hieh lie oouWnot read without trembling 
he felt once more his old emotion, ardent still, with nothing 
to tarnish the purity of what lie loved ! These were* the 
glorious relics that,ho saved from the wreck. What 
happiness they‘gave liim ! It seemed to him that he 
had saved a part of himself. And was it not himself ? 
These great*(»ermans, against wiiom ho revolted, were 
they not his blood, his fli'sh, his most precious life ? He 
*was only severe with them hecause lui was’severe with 
himself. Who loved them better than ho ? Who felt 
mqj*e than he the goodness of Schubert, the innocence of 
Haydn, the t-eudernes.s of Mozart, the great heroic heart 
of IJeethovon ? Who more often than he took refuge in 
the murmuring of tlu) foVests of Weber, and the cool shade 
of the eaijbiedrals of John Sebastian, raising against the 
grey sky of the North, above the plains of Germany, their* 
pile of stone, and tluaf gigantic towers wdtli their sun- 
tipped spires ?—But he suffered from their lies, and he 
couki not forgot tlicm. He attributed them to the race, 
their grpatness to tht'.mselvos. Ho w'as wTong. Great¬ 
ness. and weaknesses belong equally to the race whose 
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great, shifting thought flows like tha greatest river oi 
music and poetry rt which Europe conics to drink.— 
And in what a^her people Vould he have found the simple 
purity which now made it possible for him- to condemn it 
BO harshly ? 

He had no nation of that. With the ingratitude of a 
spoiled child he turned against his mother the weapons 
which ho had received from her. Later, later, he was to 
feel all that he owcjd to her, and how dear she was to 
him. . . . 

But he was in a phase of blind reaction against all the 
idols of his childhood. He was angry with himself and 
with them because ho had bcli.*vcd in tliom absolutely 
and passionately—and it was ivell that it was so. There 
is an age in life when we must dare to be unju.st, when wo 
must make a clean sweep of all admiration and respect 
got at second-hand, and h deny everything—truth and 
untruth—everything whiclji we have not of ourselves 
knowm for truth. Thr(|^ Ifl^-ation. and through every¬ 
thing that he secs and ne,., ;; about him, a child absorbs 
BO many lies and blind fnllies mixed with tlio essemtial 
verities of life, that Ihe first duly of the adolescent who 
wishes to grow into a healthy man is sacrifice everything. 

ik ^ 

Christopher was passing through that crii is of healthy 
disgust. His instinct was impelling him to eliminate from 
his life all the undigesttMl elumoats which encumbered it.. 

First of all to go was that sicheuing sweet tenderness 
which sucked away the soul of Cermanylike a damp and 
mouldy river-bed. Light! Light! A rough, dry wind 
which should sweep aw’ay the miasmas of the swamp, tho 
misty staJeness of tho LtV//cr,, Lif^dchan, Liedlein, UsS 
numerous as drops of rain in xjiicli inexhaustibly tho 
Grcrmanic Gemiit is })oured forth : tho countless things like 
Sehnsticht (Desire). Hpim’'0^h (llcvne-sickness) Avfschmin^ 
(Soaring), Frage (A question), Wdrum? (Why ?) an den 
Mond (To the Moon), an die Sterne (To the Stars), an die 
Nachiigall (To the Nightingale), an Hen Fr 'dhtinq (To ' 
Spring), an den Sonnenschein (To Sunshine); like Fruhlings- 
lied (Spring Sonerk FruhlinashiM (Dolichts of* Spring) 
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Fruhlingsgruss (Hail to the Spring), Friihlingsjahrt (A 
Spring Journey)^ Fruklingsnacht t(A Spring Night), 
Friihlingsbotschaft (The ATcssa|;e* of Sprina): like Stimme 
der Liebe (The Voice of Love), Sprachemer Lidfe (The 
Language of Love), Trauer der Liehe (Love’s Sorrow),* 
Gei,^t der Lithe ('J'he Spirit of Love), FiiUe der Liebe (The 
Fulness of Love): lilve Blumenlied (The Song of the 
Flowers), Blmnenhricf (The Letter'of the Flowers), 
Blumengruss (Flowers’ Greeting) : ]ike Herzeleid (Heart 
Pangs), Mein Herz ist schwer (My Heart is Heavy), Mein 
Herz iat bciruht (My Heart is Troubled), Mein Aug' ist triib 
(My Eye is Heavy); like the candid and silly dialogues 
with the Boselein ("ihe Little Rose), with the brook, with 
the turtle dove, with tlie lark : like those idiotic questions ; 

‘ If the briar could have vo thorns “ Has the smillow bu ilt 
her nest with her old husband or is she newly plighted?" 
the wliole deluge of stale tenderness, stale emotion, stale 
melancholy, stale poetry. .^^JJow many lovely things 
profaned, rare tffings, u%4^HKason or out! For the 
worst of it was that it w'as allr^Wess: a habit of undressing 
their hearts in public, a fond and foolish propensity of the 
honest people of Connany for plunging loudly into confi¬ 
dences. With nothing to say they were always talking ! 
Would their chatter never cease ?—As well bid frogs in a 
pond be siicjit. 

It was in the expression of love that Christopher was 
^ most rawly conscious of untruth : for he w^as in a position 
to compare it with the reality. The conventional love 
songs, lachrymose and proper, contained nothing like the 
dcfciros of man or the heart of woman. And yet the people 
who had written them must have loved at least once in 
.their lives ! Was it possible that they could have loved 
like that ? No, no, tjey had lied, as they always did, 
they had- lied to themselves : the}’^ had tried to idealize 
themselves. . . . Idealism! That meant that thej^ 
were .afraid of looking at life squarely, w’ere incapable 
of seeing things like a man, as they are.—Everywhere 
the same timidity, the same lack of manly frankness. 
*Everywhere the samb chilly enthusiasm, the pame pom¬ 
pous lying solemnity, in their patriotism, in their drinking, 
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in their religion. The Trinklicfier (Drinking Songs) were 
prosopopoeia to witio and the bowl: herrlich Oliis .. 

(“Thou, noble# glass . Faith—the one thing in 

the world whicn should be spontaneous, springing from 
the soul like an unexpected sudden stream—was a manu¬ 
factured article, commodity of trade. Their patriotic 
songs were made for docile flocks of sheep baaing in 
unison. . . . Shotit, then !—What! Must j’ou go on 
lying— idealizing ’’—-even in drunkeimcss, slaughter 
and madness! . . . 

Christopher ended by hating all idealism. He pre¬ 
ferred frank brutality to such lying. But at heart he 
was more of an idealist than the rest, and he had not— 
he could not have—any more real enemies than the brutal 
realists whom he thought he preferred. 

He was blinded by passion. He was frozen by tho 
mist, the anaemic lying, “ tko sunless phantom Ideas.” 
With his whole being be ro.a(^hod upwards to the sun. 
In his youthful contera^ i ‘tfto hypOd-isy with which 
he was surrounded, or for'Wiiat he took to bo hypocrisy, 
ho did not sec the high, practical wisdom of tho race which 
little by little had built up for itself its grandiose idealism 
in order to suppress its savage instinvt.s, or to turn them 
to account. Not arbitrary reasons, not moral and religious 
codes, not legislators and statesmen, priests ^nd philoso¬ 
phers, transform the souls of peoples and often impose 
upon them a new nature : but centuries of misfortune 
and experience, which forge the life of the peoples who 
have the will to live. 

* 

♦ * 

And yet Christopher wont on composing : and his 
compositions were not exempt from the faults whicji he . 
found in others. In him creatif^n was an irresistible 
necessity which would not submit to tho rules which his 
intelligence laid down for it. No m!< 5 n creates from reason, 
but from necessity.—It is not enough to have recognized 
the untruth and affectation inherent in tho majority of 
the feelings to avoid falling into them ; Ibng and painlul 
endeavour is necessary : nothing is* more difficult than 
to be absolutely true in modern society with its crushing 
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heritage of indolent halii^s handed down through genera¬ 
tions. It is especially difficult for* those people, those 
nations who are possessed by ah indiscreet mania for letting 
their hearts speak^—for making them speii—unceasingly, 
when most generally they had much better have been silent.' 

Christopher’s heart was very German in that: it had 
not yet learned the virtue of silence : and that virtue 
did not belong to his age. He had •inherited from his 
father a need for talking, and talking loudly. He knew 
it and struggled against it: but the coniiict paralyzed 
part of his forces.—Ancl ho had another gift of heredity, 
no less burdensome, which had come to him from his 
grandfather ; an extraordinary difficulty in expressing 
himself exactly.—He was the* son of a virtuoso. He was 
conscious of the dangerous attraction of virtuosity : a 
physical pleasure, the pleasure of skill, of agility, of satisfied 
muscular activity, the pleasuke of conquering, of dazzling, 
of enthralling in his own pgw^the many-headed audi¬ 
ence : an excusffite plea!9[i^B|m young man almost an 
innocent pleasure, though^^Pphe less destructive of 
art and soul: Christopher knew it; it was in his blood : 
he des|)ised it, but all the same he yielded to it. 

And so, torn befw^ceii the instincts of Ills race and 
those of his genius, weighed down by the burden of a 
parasitical past, which covered him with a crust that he 
could not break through, he floundered along, and was 
much nearer than ho thought to all taht lie shuimcd and 
banned. All his compositions were a mixl/ure of truth 
and turgidness, of lucid strength and faltering stupidity. 
It. was only in rare moments that his personality could 
pierce the casing of the dead personality which hampered 
his movements. 

He was alone. He^had no guide to help him out of 
the mire-> When he thought he was out of it he slipped 
back again. He went blindly on, wasting his time antl» 
strength in futile elYorts. He was spared no trial : and 
in the disorder of his creative striving he never knew 
whkt was of grojttest worth in what ho created. He tied 
himself* up in absurd projects, symphonic poems, which 
pretended to philosophy and were of monstrous dimen- 
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sions. He was too sincere to be able to hold to them for 
long together : and ho would discard them in disgust 
before he had f ketelied out a single movement. Or ho 
would sot out \d translate into overtures the most in¬ 
accessible works of poetry. Then he would flounder 
about in a domain which was not his own. When ho 
drew up scenarios for himself—(for he stuck at nothing} 
—^they were idiotit*: and when he attacked the great 
works of Goethe, Hebbel, Kleist, or Shakespeare, ho under¬ 
stood them all wrong. ' It w^as not want of intelligence 
but want of the critical spirit: ho could not yet under¬ 
stand others, he was too much taken up with himself: 
he found himself everywhere with his naive and turgid soul. 

But besides P.icse monsters which were not likely to 
live, he wrote a quantity of small pieces, which were 
the immediate expression of passing emotions—the most 
eternal of all: musical thoiijdits, Lieder. In this as in 
other things ho was in piF .i^ato reaction against current 
practices. Ho would tipiv* t fno famous poems, 

already set to music, ajor'Wi’-, impertinent enough to try 
to treat them diilerently and with greater truth than 
Schumann and Schubert. Sometimes he would try to 
give to the poetic figures of (loetliff:—to Mignon, the 
Harpist in Wilhelm Meiater, their individual character, 
exact and changing. Sometimes would tackle certain 
love songs which the we<ikiicss of the artists and the 
dulness of the audience in tacit agreement had clothed 
about with sickly sentimentality : and he would unclothe 
them : he would restore to them their rough, crude 
sensuality. In a word, he set out to make passions and 
people live for themselves and not to serve as toys for 
German families seeking an easy emotionalism on 
Sundays when they sat about in scyne Biergarten. 

But generally he would find the poets, even the greatest 
of them, too literary : and ho would select the simplest 
texts for prefonmcje: texts of ola Lieder, sacred spngs, 
which he had read perhaps in gome improving work : 
he would take care not to pre.serve their choral charactfer: 
he would treat them with a fine, lively, and altogether 
lay audacity. Or he would take words from the Gospel, 
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or proverbs, sometiDios even words heard by chance, 
scraps of dialogues of the people,* children’s* thoughts: 
words often awkward and prosaic in wjhich there was 
only pure feeling. With them he was atifiis ease, and ho 
would reach a de}>th with them which was not in his* 
other compositions, a depth which Ife himself never 
suspected. 

Good or bad, more often bad thfTn good, his works 
as a whole had abounding vitalitv. Thev were not 
altogether new: far from it. 'Christopher was often 
banal, through his very sineerity : he r{'])eated sometimes 
forms already used because Ihoy exactly rendered his 
thought, because he also felt^in that w,%y and not other¬ 
wise. Nothing would have induced him to tr 3 ’^ to be 
original : it seemed to him tliat a- man must l)e verj^ 
commonplace to burden himself with such an idea. He 
tried tu be himself, to say viiat he felt, witliout worrying 
as to whether what lie saidJ^^ecn said before him or 
not. He took » > p pide that it was the best 

way of being origin«d and tiH®|^stopher had only been 
and only would be alive OTf^^^Vith the magnificent 
impudence of j’outh. nothing kerned to him to have 
boon done before : find everything seemed to him to be 
left for doing-^or for doing again. And the feeling 
of this inward fulness of life, of-a life stretching endless 
before him,* brought him to a state of exuberant and 
rather indiscreet happiness. He was perpetually in 
‘ a state of jubilation, which had no need of jov : it would 
adapt itself to sorrow : its source overflowed with life, 
w%s, in its strength, mother of all happiness and virtue. 
To live, to live too much ! . . . A man wdio does not feel 
within himself this intoxication of strength, this jubila- 
’tion *in living—even in the depths of miser\%—is not 
an artist. That is the touchstone. True greatness is 
shown in this power of rejoicing through joy and sorrow. • 
A Mendelssohn or a Brahms, gods of the mists of October, 
and of fine rain, have never known the divine power. 

•Christopher was conscious of it; and he showed his 
Joy simply, impudently. He saw no harm in it, he only 
asked to share it with othois. He did not see how such 
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joy hiiHs (he majority of moil, who never can poRsess- 
it and are always cii\*ious of it. For the rest he never 
bothered about^pleasing or displeasing : he was sure of 
liinivself, and nc'hing seemed to him simpler than to 
communicate his conviction to others,—to conquer. 
Instinclis'ely ho ^ompared his riches with the general 
poverty of the makcis of music : and he thought that 
it would be very easy to make his superiority recognized. 
Too easy. even. He Inid only to show himself. 

He showed himself. 

♦ 

* ♦ 


1’hev were waitiiez for him. 

Christopher had made yoerct of his feelings. Since 
he had become aware of (krman Pharisaism, which 


refuses to see thiin^s as thov are, he had made it a law 
for himself that hii wmild bo alisolutely, continually, 
imcoinpvomisiiii:Iy siiu^ere iis- cveiything without regard 
for anything or ai^ybocV'y^j^*' bhnself. And as he could 
do nothing wilh(uit goiii/J w \ .ni‘mos.'*^Vas e.xl ravagant 
in his siiicerity t ho ysay outrageous things and 
scandalize j’coplc a they times less naive than him¬ 
self. He never dreamed that it might annoy them. 
\Vdien he nsalized the idiocy of some hallowed composi¬ 
tion, he would make haste to impiirt his dLseovery to 


everybody ho encountered : musicians of the orchestra, 
or amateurs of his acquaintance. He w’ould pronounce 
the most absurd judgmiuits with a beaming face. At 
first no one took him .seriously : the}' laughed at his freaks. 
But it was not long before tluy fcuind that he was always 
reverliiig to tlicm, insisting on them in a way that was 


really bad taste. It became evidimt that (Christopher 
believed in liis pararloxos : and they became less amusing. 
He W'as a nuisance: at concM^rts lie would make ironic' 


remarks in a loud voice, or would express his .scorn for 
' the glorious masters in no veiled fashion wherever he 
might be. 

J] very thing ])as.sod from mouth to mouth in the little 
town : not a word was lost. Peopl(5 were^lready affronted 
by his conduct during the pa.st year. They bad no«» 
forgotten the scandalous fashion in which he had shown 
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himself abroad with Ada and tlio troublous times of tho 
sequel. He had forgotUm itliimself : one da;^ wiped out 
another, and he was very different from v*hat ho had been 
two months before. But others hacM not forgotten; 
those who, in all small towns, tako^upon themselves 
scrupulously to note down all the faults, all the imper¬ 
fections, all the sad, ugly, and unpleasant happenings 
concerning their neighbours, so that nothing is ever 
forgotten. Christopher’s new extravagances were natur¬ 
ally set side by side with his former indiscretions, in the 
scroll. The former explained the latter. The outraged 
feelings of offended morality were now bolstered up by 
those of scandal ized good tast^. Th(^ kindl iest of them said: 

“ He is trving to attract notice.” 

But most alleged : 

“ Total verriickl (Absolutely mad.) 

An opinion no se\’<^ o and even more dangerous 
was beginning to find opinion assured of 

success b 3 ’ reasOirOf its Tffi™[|^^rigin : it was said that, 
at the Palace, wdiither ClilS^Jfer still went upon his 
ofilcial duti(js, he had had taste in conversation 

with the Grand Duke himsolf^with revolting lack of 
decency, to give vent to his ideas concerning tho illustrious 
masters : it was said that he had called J^lendelssohn’s 
Elijah “ a plcrical humbug’s paternoster,” and he had 
called certain Lieder of Sehuinann Backfisch music ” : 
and that in tho face of the declared prefprenco of the 
august Princes for those w'orks ! The (Irand Duke had 
cut short his imjicrtinences by saying dryly : 

To hear you, sir, one would doubt your being a 
German.” 

This vengeful utterance, coming from so lofty an 
eminence, reached the lowest tleptbs : and everybody 
who thought ho had reason to be annoyed w’ith Christopher, 
either for his success, or for some more personal if not* 
more, cogent reason, did not fail to call to mind that he 
he was not in fact pure German. His father's family, 
ifc Vas remembered, came originally from Belgium. It 
'was not surprising, therefore, that this immigrant should 
decry tho national glories. That explained everything 
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and German vanity found tf^asons therein for greater self¬ 
esteem, and at the safho tim^e for despising its adversary. 

Christopher hfmself most substantially fed this Platonic 
vengeance. It ir-very imprudent to criticize others when 
you are yourself on the point of challenging criticism. 
A cleverer or less frank artist would have shown more 
modesty and more respect for his predecessors. But 
Christopher could see no reason for hiding his contempt 
for mediocrity or his j^y in his own strength, and his joy 
was shown in no temperate fashion. Although from 
childhord Christopher had been turned in upon himself 
for want of any creature to confide in, of late he had 
come by a need of expansiveness. He had too much 
joy for himself : his breast was too small to contain it; 
he would liavo burst if he had not shared his delight. 
Failing a friend, he had confided in his colleague in the 
orchestra, the second A'a/x Hmeiitpr, Siegmund Ochs, 
a young W^urtoraberger "od fellow, though crafty, 
who showed him an efT' .‘torencc. Christopher did 

not distrust him : and he had, how could it have 

occurred to him that i be harmful to confide his 

joy to one who did not care, or even to an enemy ? 
Ought they not rather to be grateful to him 1 Was it 
not for them also tliat he was working ? Ho brought 
hap])iness for all, friends and enemies alike.—He had 
no idea that there is nothing more difficult than to make 
men accept a- new happiness : they almost prefer their 
old misery : they need food that has been masticated 
for ages. But w'hat is most intolerable to them is the 
thought that they owe such happiness to another. Thoy 
cannot forgive that offence until there is no way of evading 
it: and in any case, they do contrive to make the giver 
pay dearly for it. 

There were, then, a thousand reasons why Christopher’s 
confidences should not be kindly received by anybody. 
But there were a thousand and one reasons why they 
should not be acceptable to Siegmund Ochs. The first 
Kapellmeister, Tobias Pfeiffer, was on the point of retiring: 
and, in spite of his youth, Christopher had every chance 
of succeeding him, Ochs was too good a German not to 
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recognize that Christopher was worthy ot tjie position, 
since the Court was on his sfde^ But ho had too good an 
opinion of himself not to believe that h^ would have been 
more worthy had the Court known him bettor. And sb 
he received Christopher’s effusions wi^h a strange smile 
when he arrived at the theatre in the morning with a face 
tliat he tried hard to make serious, though it beamed in 
spite of himself. 

“ Well ?” he would say slyly as he came up to him, 

“ another mast(^rpie(‘e ?” 

Christopher w'ould take his arm. 

Ah ! my friend. It is the best of all. . . . If you 
could hear it! . . . Devil take me, it is loo beautiful ! 
There has never been anything like it. God help the 
poor audience : They will only long for one thing when 
they have heard it: to die.” 

His words did nrtt fall^^’' yty deal ears. Instead of 
smiling, or about his childish 

enthusiasm—he would ha\^ the first to laugh at it 

and beg pardon if he had b ^ .e to feel the absurdity 

of it—Och.s went into ironic ec*.sc. : he drew' Christopher 

on to further enormities : and when he left him made 
haste to repeat them all, making them even more 
grotesque. The little circle of musicians chuckled over 
them : and •everyone was impatient for the opportunity 
of judging the unhappy compositions.—They Avere all 
judged beforehand. • 

At last they appeared—Christopher had chosen from 
the better of his works an overture to the Judith of 
Hhbbel, the savage energy of w'hich had attracted him, 
in his reaction against (ierraan atony, although he w'as 
beginning to lose his fciste for it, knowing intuitive^ the 
unnaturalnesR of such assumption of genius, ahva^'s and 
at all costs. lie had added a symphony which bore the* 
bombastic title of the Basle Boccklin, “ The Drexim of 
Life*' and the motto : “ Vita somniwn hreve'^ A song- 
cycle comj)letcd the programme, with a few classical 
works, and a Fcstmarsch by Ochs, Avhich Christopher 
had kindly offered to include in his concert, though he 
know it to be mediocre. 
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Nothing , much happened during the rehearsals. 
Although the orchot>tia uiuicrstoud absolutely nothing 
of the compositi)ns it was playing, and everybody was 
privately discon'.‘.rted by the oddities of the new music 
they had no tim^ to form an opinion : they were not 
capable of doing so until the public hnd pronounced on 
it. Reisdes, Christppher’s confidence imposed on the 
artists, who, li3<o every gr)od Gorman orchestra, were 
docile and disciplined.* His only difficulties were with 
the singer. She was the blue lady of the Tounhalle 
concert. She was famous through Germany: the 
domestic creature sang Briinnhilde and Kundry at 
Hro^den and Bayreuth w'ith undoubted lung-powor. 
But if in the Wagnerian scliool she had learned the art 
of which that school is ju.sl^y proud, the art of good 
articulation, of projecting the consonants through space, 
and of battering the audience w'ith tlie vowels 

as with a club, she ha ‘ ? “mod—dj^signcdly—the 
art of being natural. rovided for every word; 

overjdhing was accen, the syllables moved with 

leaden feet, ajid therd , '7i4ragcdy in every sentence. 
Christopher implored Tier to moderate her dramatic 
power a little. 8hc tried at first graciously enough : but 
her natural heaviness and lier need for letting her voice 
go carried her awTiy. (.^ri^topher became norvou.s. He 
told the virtuous lady that he Jiad tried to make human 
beings speak, mid not the dragon Fafner with its 
speaking-tnirnpet. She took his insolence in bad part— 
naturally. She said that, thank Heaven! she know 
W’hat singing w^as, and that she had had the honour ^f 
interpreting the Licdcr of Maestro Brahms, in the presence 
of that great man, and that he had never tired of hearing 
her. 

, “So much the worse! So much the worse-!” cried 
Christoph e^r. 

She asked him with a haughty smile to bo kind enough 
to explain the meaning of his enigma,tic remark. Ho 
replied that never in his life had Bii'ihms known whaT it 
w'as to be natural, that his eulogies wore the worst possible 
censure, and that altliQiigh he -Christo j’ffior—'Was not 
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very polite, as she had justly observed, never would he 
have gone so far as to say aj^ything so unpleasant. 

The argument went on in {his fashion : and the lady 
insisted on singing in her own way, v^dh heavy pathos 
and melodramal-io elfccts—until one day when Christopher 
declared coldly that he saw the truth! it was her nature 
and nothing could change it : but since the Licrler cduld 
not be sung properly, they should nbt bo sung at all : ho 
withdrew them from the progrf;^mme.—It was on the 
eve of the concert, and thev Avefo counting on the Lieder : 
she had talked about them : she was musician enough to 
appreciate ccrtaui of those qualities : Christopher insulted 
her ; and as she w'as not sij.rc that the morrow's concert 
would not set tlie seal on the. young man's fame, she did 
not wish to quarrel with a rising star. She gave way 
suddenly : and during the last rehearsal she submitted 
docilely to all Chri^toplie^^’s wishes. Ihii she had made 
up her mind —at the > have her owm way. 

The dray came. Christ'^ d no anxictv. He was 

too full of his music to be'judge it. He realized 
that some of his w'orks in cert^dm places bordered on the 
ridiculous. But what did that matter ? Nothing groat 
can bo written witliout touching the ridiculous. To 
roach tho»heiirt of things it is necessary to dare human 
respect, politeness, modesty, the timidity of social lies 
under which the heart is stilled. If nobody is t/O bo 
affronted and success attained, a man must be resigned 
all his life to remain bound by convention and to give to 
Second-rate people the second-rate truth, mitigated, 
diluted, which they are capable of receiving : he must 
dwell in prison all his life. A man is great only when ho 
has set his foot on siiah anxieties. Christopher trampled 
them underfoot. Let them hiss him : ho w'as sure of not 
leaving them indifforvnt. He conjured up the faces thitt 
certain people of his acquaintance would make as they 
heard certain rather bold passages. Ho expected bitter 
criticism : he smiled at it already. In any case they 
would have to be blind—or deaf—to dmiy that there 
was force in it —pleasant or whnl. did it, mal f,er ? 
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—Pleasant! Pleasant!... Force! That is enough. Let 
it go its way, and beaffr all before it, like the Rhine ! . . . 

He had one s6tback. The ^Jrand Duke did not come. 
The royal box only occupied by Court people, a few 
ladios-in-waiting. Christopher was irritated by it. He 
thought: “ The fool is cross with me. He does not know 
what to think of my work : he is afraid of compromising 
himself.” He shrugged his shoulders, pretending not to 
be put out by such idiocjv- Others paid more attention to 
it: it was the first lesson for him. a menace of his future. 

The public had not shown much more interest than 
the Grand Duke : quite a third of the hall was empty. 
Christoplior could not help thinking bitterly of the 
crowded halls at his concerts when lie was a child. He 


would not have bt'cri surprised by the change if ho had 
had more experience : it would have seemed natural to 
him that there were fewer neo.ple c(>^ie to hear him when 
he made good music th. '*ii i\c made bad : for it is 

not music but the music ,ii\’hioh tuo gieater part of 


the public Ls interested is obvious that a musician 

who is a man and like ti else is much less interest¬ 

ing than a musician h/ri, child's little trousers or short 
frock, who tickles sentiniontalitv or amuses idleness. 


After waiting in vain for the hall to fill, Christopher 


decided to begin. He tried to pretend tliat it, was better 
so, saying, “ A few friends but good.”—His optimism 


did not last long. 

His pieces wore played in silence.—There is a silence 
in an audience which 6eom.s big and overflowing with 
love. But there was nothing in this. Nothing. Utter 


sleep. Blankness. Every phrase seemed to drop into 
depths of indifference. With his. back turned to .the 
audience, busy with his orchestra,,Christopher was fully 


aware of everything that was happening in the hall, with 
those inner antenna?, with which «very true musician Is 
endowed, so that he knows whether what he is playing is 


waking an echo in the hearts about him. He went on 
conducting and growing excited whije he was frozen by, 
the cold mii’.t of boredom rising from the stalls aad the 


boxes behind him. 
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At last the overture was ended : and the audience 
applauded. It applauded coldly, politely, and was then 
silent. Christopher w'oultl rather h‘ave had them 
hoot. ... A hiss ! One hiss ! Anything to give a sign 
of life, or at least of reaction againsf his work ! . . *. 
Nothing.—He looked at the audience. * The people were 
looking at each other, each trying to find out what the 
other thought. They did i lot succeed and relapsed into 
indifference. 

The music went on. The sym})hony was played.— 
Christopher found it hard to go on to the end. Several 
times he was on the point of throwing down his baton 
and running away. Their^ apathy overtook him : at 
last he could not understand what he was conducting : 
he could not breathe : he felt that he was falling into 
fathomless boredom. There was not even the w'hispered 
ironic eomment wlyoh hj^^ had anticipated at certain 
passages : the audienca.^'^' ' '' .ding their programmes. 

Christopher’irned all together with 
a dry rustling : and then h. \oro there was silence 

until the last chord, wliA' same polite applause 

showed that they Jiad not uilUc. > od that the sjTnphony 
.was finished.—And yet there ^e four pairs of hands 
went on clapping wiicn the others had finished : but they 
awoke no echo, and stopp(‘d ashamed : that made the 
emptiness seem more empty, and the little incident 
served to show the audience how bored it had been. 

Christopher took a seat in tlie middle of Ihe orchestra : 
he dared not look to right or left. He wanted to cry ; 
and at the same time ho was quivering with rage. He 
was fain to get up and shout at them : “You bore mo ! 
Ah ! How you boro, me ! I cannot bear it! . . . Go 
away ! Go away, all of you 

The audience woke up a little : they wore expecting 
the singer,—they wor43 accustomed to applauding hen 
In that ocean of now music in which they were drifting 
without a compass, she at least was sure, a known land, 
and a solid, in whicn there was no danger of being lost. 
'Christopher divined their thoughts exactly: and he 
laughed bitterly. The singer was no less conscious of 
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<he expectancy of the audience ; Christopher saw that 
in her regal airs whoit he cajne and told her that it was 
her turn to appear. They looked at each other inimically. 
Instead of ofleri^^g her his arm, Christopher thrust his 
hands into his pockets and let her go on alone. Furious 
and out of countenance she passed him. He followed her 
w'ith a bored expression. As soon as she appeared the 
audience gave her *an ovation : that made everybody 
happier: every face ^ brightened, the audience grew 
interested, and glasses were brought into ]Jay. Certain 
of her power, she tackled the LiMer, in her own way, of 
course, and absolutely disrf‘garded Christopher\s remarks 
of the evening before. Christopher, who was a<^com- 
panying her, went ])alo. He had foreseen her rchfOlion. 
At the first change tluit she made he tapped on the piano 
and said angrily : 

“No!” . V 

She went on. He wh hejiind her back in a low 

voice of furv: ,"" ** '' 

“ No ! No ! Not r ! . , . Not that!” 

Unperved by his 5 ....rowls, which the audience 
could not hear, thri.’r. iho orchestra caught every 
syllable, .she stuck to it^uiragging her iwtes, making pauses, 
like organ stops. Ho paid no heed to them and went 
ahead : in the end they got out of time. The audience 
did not notice it: for some time they had ar'knowledg(d 
that CluristopjierV music was not made to seem pleasant 
or right to the ear : but Christopher, who was not of that 
opinion, was making lunatic grimaces : and at last ho 
exploded. Ho stopjxd short in the middle of a bar : » 

“ Stop,” he shouted. 

She w'as carried on by her own impetus for half a bar 
and then stopped : 

“ That’s enough,” ho said dryly. \ 

• There was a moment of amazt^ment in the audience. 
After a few seconds ho said icily : 

“ Begin again I” 

She looked at him in stupefaction : her iands tremblcxLi 
she thought for a moment of throwing his book,at his‘ 
head ; afterwards she did not inidorstn nd how it was that 
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she did not do so. But she was overwhelmed by 
Christopher’s authority ajjd Jiis unanswerable tone of 
voice : she began again. She sang th(5 whole song-cycle, 
without changing one shade of meaning, or a single 
movement: for she felt that he would ^Iparo her nothing : 
and she shudderc'd at the thought of a fresh insult. 

When she had finished the audience recalled 'her 
frantioall 3 \ Tht\y were not applauding the Lieder — 
(they would have applauded j\isl the same if she had 
sung any othoi\s) —but lluj famous singer who had grown 
old in harness : they knew that they could safely admire 
her. Besides, they wanted to make up to her for the 
insult she had just received- They wesre not quite sure, 
but they did vaguely understand that the singer had 
made a mistake : and tliev thought it indecent of Chris¬ 
topher to call their attiMition to it. They encored the 
songs. But Christi^phoi^l^ut t.ho piano firmly. 

The singer did -k insolence ; she wm too 

much upsef^ tlllnk m s ngain. She left the stage 

hurriedly and shut herse f her box ; and then for 

a quarter of an hour she ’' her heart of the flood 

of wTath and rage that . it up in it: a nervous 

• attack, a deluge eff t(tars, indigifUtit outcries and impreca¬ 
tions against Christopher,—she omitted nothing. Her 
cries of anger could be heard through the closed door. 
Those of her friends who had made their wav there told 
everybody when tliey left tliat Christopl\,er had behaved 
like a cad. 0}>mion travels quickly in a concert hall. 
And so when Christopher went to his desk for the last 
piece of music the audience w^-is stormy. But it was not 
his composition : it was the Festmar.srh by Ochs, which 
Christopher had kindly,included in his programme. The 
audience—who w'oro, quite at their ease with the dull 
music-^found a very simple inothod of displaying their 
disapproval of Cljuirlophcr w’ithout going so far as to 
hiss him ; they acclaimed Ochs ostentatiously, recalled 
the composer |wo or three times, and he appeared readily. 
'"^And that was the ^nd of the concert. 

The Grand Duke and everybody at the Court—the 
borcid, gossiping little provincial town—lost no detail of 
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what had happened. The papers which were friendly 
towards the singer made no (illusion to the incident: but 
they all agreed in exalting he^ art while they only men¬ 
tioned the titles the Licdcr which she had sung. They 
published only a ijcw lines about Chri.stopher’s other com¬ 
positions, and they all said almost the same things! 

. Knowledge of counterpoint. Complicated writing. 
Lack of inspiration. No melody. Writtem with the 
head, not with the hca^t. Want of sincerity. Tiydng to 
be original. . . Followed a paragraph on true origin¬ 
ality, that of the masters wlio are dead and buried, 
Mozart, Beethoven, Loewe, Schubert, Brahms, “ those 
w'ho are original witliout thinking of it.’’—-Tlien by a 
natural transition tiiey passed to the revival at the Grand 
Jducal Theatre of the Nachilagtr von Gravada of Konradin 
Kreutzer ; a long account was given of ‘'the delicious 
music, as fresh and jolly ‘r it 'vas first written.” 

Christopher's compos. absolute and 

astonished lack of coiiir . ’on ffouT tfTc'juosl kindly 
disposed critics : veiled !y from those who did not 

like him, and were an ,.*r.;iisejv(‘.s for later ventures . 
and from the general nc, guided I)}" neither friendly 
nor hostile critics, sileirev.’'. L('tt to its'own tlioughts, the- 
general public docs not think at all: that' goes without 
saying. ^ 

* « 

Cliristophcr .was bow'led over. 

And yet there was nothing siirpri.sing in his defeat. 
There were reasons, three to one, why his comjjositions 
should not please. They were immature. They were, 
secondly, too advanced to be understood at once. And, 
lastly, people ^\ere only too glad to give a k-sson to the 
impertinent youngster.—But Chri*«tophtT was not cool- 
headed enough to admit that his reverse was legitimate. 
He had none of that serenity which the true artist gains 
from the mournful ex}>erienco of long misunderstanding 
at the.hands of men and their incurable .stupidity. His 
naive confidence in the public and \n success which h*C 
thought ho < could easily gain because he clcscr\i^d it, 
crunibied away. He would have thought it natural to 
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hare enemies. But what staggered him was to find that 
he had not a single friend. Those on whom he had 
counted, tl)osc who hitheriy*had scorned to be interested 
in everything that he wrote, had not given him a single 
word of encouragement since the concert, fle tried td 
probe them : they took refuge behind \*ague words. He 
insisted, he wanted to know what they really thought: 
the most sincere of them refeirod back to his former 
works, his foolish early efforts.—More than once in his 
life he was to hear his new w’orks condemned by com¬ 
parison with the older ones,—and that by the same 
people who, a few years before, had condemned his older 
works when they were new : that is the usual ordering 
of these things. Christophe^r did not like it: he exclaimed 
loudly. If people did not like him, well and good : he 
accepted that; it even pleased him, since he could not 
be friends with everybody. people should 

pretend to be fond of allow him to grow’ up, 

that they xi all his life to remain a 

child, was beyond the pah^ it is good at tw'clve is 

not good at twenty : and A 1 not to stay at that, 

but to cliange and to go on o* g always. . . . Tlieso 
idiots who Irictl toosto]) life ! . What w’as interesting 
in his childish‘eomi)ositions was not their childishness and 
silliness, but the force in Ihein hungering for the future. 
And they were trying to kill his future! . . . No, they 
had never understood what he was, they had never loved 
him, never then or now’: tliey only loved the weakness 
and vulgarity in him, everything that he had in common 
wuth others, and not himself, not what he really w-as ; their 
friendship was a misunderstanding. . . . 

He w'as exaggerating, perha}>s. It often happens with 
quite nice people who are incapable of liking new w’ork 
wliich Ihey sincerely love when it is twenty years old. 
New life smacks too .strong for their W’eak senses: the 
scept of it must evstporate in the winds of Time. A work 
of art only becomes intelligible to them when it is crusted 
j9veT with the dust of years. 

But Christopher bould not admit of not being under¬ 
stood when he was pnsent. and of being understood when 
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he was past. He prefen (d to think that he was not 
understood, at all, in any case, ever. And he raged 
against it. He was foolish efn'ugh to -want to make him¬ 
self understood, to explain himself, to argue*. Although 
no good purpose fyas served thereby ; he would have had 
to reform the ta^te of his time. But he was afraid of 
nothing. He was determined by hook or by crook to 
clean up German taste. But it was utterly impossible: 
he could not convince anybody by means of conversation, 
in which he found it diflioult to find words, and expressed 
himself with an excess of violence about the great musicians 
and even about the men to whom he w as talking ; he only 
succeeded in making a few more enemies. He w'ould have 
had to prepare his ideas bciurehand, and then to force 
the public to hear him. . . . 

And just then, at the appointed hour, his star—his evil 
star—gave him the means,of taping so. 

He was sitting in thr jranT^of'tHe‘ihcatre in a 

group of musicians be’ o the orchestra w^hom he 

was scandalizing by 1| judgments. They w'ere 

not all of the same opLv < - ."but they were all ruffled by 
the freedom of his lafej^uage. Old Rrause, the alto, a 
good fellow and a good musician, who sincerely loved 
Christopher, tried to turn the conversation : he coughed, 
then looked out for an opportunity of making a pun. 
But Chri.stophpr did not liear him : he went on : and 
Krause mourned and thought : 

“ What makes him say such things ? God bless him ! 
You can think these things : but you mxiyt not say them.** 

The odd thing w as that he also thought “ these things 
at least, he had a glimmering obthum, and Christopher’s 
words roused many doubts in him*: but he had not the 
courage to confess it, or openly to agree—half from fear 
of compromising himself, half fronr mpdesty and distrust 
of himself. 

Weigh the cornet-player, did not want* to know any¬ 
thing : he was ready to admire anything, or anybody'^’ 
good or bad,* star or gas-jet: everything was the same to 
him : there were no degrees in his admiration : he ad- 
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mired, admired, admired. Jt was a \ital n(*eessity to 
him : it hurt him when anvl>odv tri^d to curb him. 

Old Kuh, the violoncelV^^t, suffered even more, lie 
loved bad music with aTr his heart. Everything that 
Ohristopher hounded down with his sarcasm and invec¬ 
tive was infinitely dear to him : instinfctively his choice 
pit(;hed on the most conventional works : his soul was* a 
reservoir of tearful and high-flown emotion. Indeed, he 
was not dishonest in his tender regard for all the sham 
great men. It was when he ttied to pretend that he 
liked the real great men that he was lying to himself— 
in perfect innocence. There are Jlrahniins who think 
to find in their Ood the breath of old men of genius : they 
love Beethoven in Brahms.* Kuh w'eiit one better: he 
loved Brahms in Bccth(»vf*fi, 


But the most enraged of all with (’hristopher’s para¬ 
doxes w'as Spitz, tlie bassoon.. W’as not so his 

musical instinct that waj^>ff*‘^ .1 as his natural servilitv. 


One of the^N.mais®'‘Sm^ wished to die standing, 
{^pitz w'ished to die, as he , d, crawling : that was 

his natural position : it w'.A* tful to him to grovel 

at the feet of every tiling as official, hallowed, 

“arrived”: and hp was besidess/®.-mself when anybody'' 
*trie^i to keep him from filaying the lackey, comfortably. 

So Kuh groaned, ^Vcigl threw up his hands in despair, 
Krause made jokes, and Spitz shouted in a shrill voice. 
But Christopher went on imperturbably shouting louder 
than the rest: and saying monstrous things about Ger¬ 
many and the Germans. 

,At the next table a young man w^^as li.stcning to him 
and rocking with laughter. Ho had black curly hair, 
fine, intelligent eyes, a large no.so, which at its end could 
not'make up its miiitl to go either to right or left, and 
rather than go straight on, went to botii sides at once, 
thick lips, and a clever, mobile face : he was following! 
eve:^thmg that Christojiher said, hanging on his lips, 
reflecting every word with a sympathetic and yet mocking 
attention, WTinTding up his forehced, his temples, the 
comers of his eyes, 1:ourul his nostrils and cl^geks, grim¬ 
acing with laughter, and every now and then shaking all 
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over convulsively. He did not join in the conversation, 
but he did not miss a word of it. He showed his joy 
especially when he saw ‘Cldi^topher, involved in some 
argument and he{‘kled by Spitz" flounder about, stammer, 
and stutter withvangor, until he had found the word he 
was seeking.—a rock with which to crush his adversary. 
And his delight knew no bounds when ('hristoj»her, swept 
along by his passitms far beyond the capacity of his 
thought, enunciated monstrous paradoxes which made 
his hearers snort. 

At last they broke up, each of them tired out with 
feeling and alleging his own superiority. As Christopher, 
the last to go, was leaving the room he was accosted by 
the young man who had li.'^tencd to his words w^ith such 
pleasure. He had not yet noticed him. The other 
politely removed his hat, smiled, and asked permission 
to introduce himself ; ^ 

“Franz Mannheim.”' 

He begged ]>ardon for ’ i'cr^Hvin inH^^ening to the 
argument, and congra' 'liristopher on the imestria 

with which he had i his opponents. He was 

still laughing at the t|,/» of it. Christopher was glad 
to hear it, and lookecl^M-niin a little Cristnistfully : 

“Seriously?” he asked. “You are not laughing at 
me ?” 

The other swore by (Ike gods. C’hristojkher’s face lit up. 

“Then you think 1 am right ? You are of my 
opinion ?” 

“ Well,” said Mannlieim, “I am not a musician. I 
know nothing of music. The only nui^ic I like—(if itris 
not too flattering to say so)—is 3 ^ours. . , . That may 
show you that mj^ taste is not so bad. . . 

“ Oh !” said Christojkher sceptically, though he was 
flattered all the same, “ that proves nothing.” 

• “ You are difficult to please . . . Good! . . . I 
think as you do : tliat proves nothing. And I dpn’t 
venture to judge what j'ou say f>f German musicians. 
But, anyhow, it is so true of the Germans in general, the 
old Germans, all the romantic idiots with their ,rancid 
thought, their sloppy emotion, their senile reiteration 
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which we arc asked to admire, ‘ the. eternal Yesterday, 
which has always been, and always will he, and^ill he law 
to-morrow because it is lawV^day. . . ” 

He recited a few lines of tne famous passage in Schiller :, 

“ . . . D(ib ewig (ie»lrige 
Das immer war wnd immer wiedericehrt ...” 

“ Himself, first of all!” He stoppt«d in the middle of 
his recitation. 

Who asked Christopher. 

“ The old fogey who wrote that!” 

Christopher did not understand. But Mannheim went 
on : 

“ I should like to have a geVieral cleaning up of art and 
thought every fifty years—nothing to be left standing.” 

“ A little drastic,” said (Jkristopher, smiling. 

“ No, I assure you. F^ifty yejj!;^ is too much : I should 
say, thirty’. . . . And evr<i.''' i\ . . It is a hygienic 
measure. docs lip's ancestors in one’s 

house. One gets rid of the ^ a they are dead, and 

sends them elsewhere, there:, ddy to rot, and one 

places stones on tlumi to be .’e that they will not 

come back. Nice peo}>le put rs on them, too. I 
don’t mind, if they like it. All 1 ask is to be left in 
peace. I leave them alone ! Each for his own side, say 
1 : the dead and the living.” 

” There are some dead who are more alive than the 
•living.” * 

“ No, no! It would be more true to say that there 
are some living who are more dead than the dead.” 

“*Maybe. In any case, there arc old things which are 
still young.” 

# “Then, if they are t?till‘young, we can find them for 
ourselves. ... But I don’t believe it. What has been 
good once never is good again. Nothing is good but 
change. Before all, we have to rid ourselves of the old 
’ men and things. There are too many of them in Ger¬ 
many. Death t<f them, say T !” 

V'hristopher listened to those squibs attentively and 
labqurea to discuss them ; he was in part in sympathy 

VOL. U. * 13 
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with them, he recognized certain of his own thoughts in 
them : and at tlie same time he felt a little embarrassed 
at having them so blown outVto.the point of caricature. 
But as he assumed that everyfcc^y else was as serious as 
himself, he thou^it that perhaps Mannheim, who seemed 
to be more learned than himself and spoke more easily, 
was right, and was drawing the logical conclusions from 
his principles. Vaift Christopher, w'hom so many people 
could not forgive for his faith in himself, was really most 
naively modest, often Lricked by his modesty when he 
was with those who were better educated than himself,— 
especially when they consented not to plume themselves 
on it to avoid an awkward discussion. Mannheim, who 
was amusing himself with his own paradoxes, and from 
one sally to another had reached extravagant quips and 
cranks, at which he was laughing immensely, was not 
accustomed to being taV.-'u seriouslv : he was delighted 
with the trouble that C > taking to discuss 

his nonsense, and even it-r^nd while he 

laughed, he was grate^ ’ le importance which Chris¬ 
topher gave him : he _,.'^i'ihim absurd and charming. 

They parted very &*. . ."'/jends : and Christopher was 
not a little surprised hours late?, at rehearsal to see 

Mannheim's head poked through the little door leading 
to the orcliestra, smiling and grimacing, and making 
mj’slerious signs at him. When the rehearsal was over 
Christopher went to him. Mannheim took his arm 
familiarly. 

“ You can spare a moment % . . . Listen. I have an 
idea. Perhaps j^ou will think it absurd. . . . Would 
not you like for once in a way to write what you think of 
music and the musicos ? Instead of wasting your breath 
in haranguing four dirty knaves of your band who* are 
good for nothing but scraping and bloAving into bits of 
wood, would it not be better to address the general 
public 

“ Not better ? Would I like ? . . . My word ! And 
wh(!re do you want me to write 1 It is good of you! . .nr • * 

“ Fve a-proposal for you. . . . Borne friends p.nd I : 
Adalbert von Waldhaus, Raphael Goldenring, Adolf Mai, 
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and T iicien Ehrenfeld,—have started a review, the only 
intelligent review in the tow^n : thh Dionysoif ,—(You must 
know it. . . .)—We aB aomire each other, and should be 
glad if you would join us. Will you take over our musical 
criticism i 

Christopher was abashed by such an honour : he was 
longing to accept: he was only afraid of .not being worthy: 
he coiUd not write. 


“ Oh! come,** said Mannheim, “ I am sure y^ou can. 
And besides, as soon as you are a critic you can do any¬ 
thing you like. You’ve no need to be afraid of the public. 
The public is incredibly stupid. It is nothing to be an 
artist; an artist is only a sort of comedian : an artist can 
be hissed. But a critic has the right to say : ‘ Hiss mo 
that man !* The whole audience lets him do its thinking. 
Think whatever you like. Only look as if you were 
thinking something. BroFi ’’'^ you give the fools their 
food, it does not what, they w ill gulp down 

anything.’-^ " ^ 

in the end Christopher t d, with effusive thanks. 


He only made it a condilt' he should be allow'ed to 

say what he liked. ' 

“Of course, of course,’* saitr Mannheim. “Absolute 


freedom ! We are all free. 




Ho looked him up at the theatre once more after the 
perfonnance to introduce him to Adalbert von Waldhaus 
and his friends. They welcomed him warmly. 

With the excei)tion of Waldhtaus, who belonged to one 
of the noble families of the neighbourhood, they wttc all 
Jew^s and all very rich : Mannheim w^as the son of a 
bapker; Mai the son of the manager of a metallurgical 
establishment: and f^hrenfeld’s father was a great 
jeweller. Their fathers belonged to the older generation 
of Jews, industrious ’and acquisitive, attached to tlie 
sjurit of their race, building their fortunes with keen 
energy, and epjoying their energy much more than their 
-fortunes. Their sops seemed to be made to destroy what 
their fathers had builded: they laughed at family pre¬ 
judice and Iheir ant-like mania for economy and business: 
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they posed as artists, affected to despise money and to 
fling it out of *window. ‘But in reality they hardly ever 
let it slip through their fingers :\n^ in vain did they do 
all .sorts of foolish things: they ^never could altogether 
lead astray their lii'udity of mind and practical sense. 
For the rest, their parents kept an eye on them, and 
reined them in. The most prodigal of them, Mannheim, 
would sincerely have feiven away all that he had : but 
he never had anything : and although he was always 
loudly inveighing against^ his father’s niggardliness, in 
his heart he laughed at it and thought that he was right. 
In fine, there was only Waldhaus really who was in con- 
trol of his fortune, and w’ent into it wholeheartedly and 
reckless of cost, and bore that of the Review. He was a 
poet. He wrote PolymHres, in the manner of Amo Holz 
and Walt Whitman, with lines alternately very long and 
very short, in which stops, bl^ and triple stops, dashes, 
silences, comma.s, italics, ^ .)v^^j^nder]ined, played a 
great part. And so did al’’ f irf and repet^’-on—of a 
word—of a line—of a whr ' h. He interpolated word =« 

of every language. Hev .,.^‘’' ^(no one has ever known 
why)—to be a Cezanne i^* •.In truth, he was poetic 
enough and had a distiffgthahed taste for stale thing.s. 
He was sentimental and dry, naive and foppish : his 
laboured verses affected a cavalier carelessness. He 
would have been a good poet for men of the world. But 
there are too many of the kind in the reviews and artistic 
circles : and he wislied to be alone. He had taken it into 
his head to play the great gentleman who is above the 
prejudices of his caste. He had more prejudices than 
anybody. He did not admit their existence. He took 
a deh'ght in surrounding himself with Jews in the review 
which he edited, to rouse the indi|jnation of his family, 
w'ho were very anti-Semite, and to prove his own freedom 
of mind to himself. With his colleagues he assumed a 
tone of courteous equality. But in his heart he heid ^ 
calm and boundless contempt for them. .He was not 
unaware that they were very glad to^make use of his 
name and money : and he let them do so because it 
plea'ied him to despise them. 


V 
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And they despised him for letting them do so : for they 
knew very well that it served \m turn. A. fair exchange. 
Waldhaus lent then^ h^ name and fortune: and they 
brought him their talents, their eye for business and sub¬ 
scribers. They were much more intelligent than he. Not 
that they had more personality. Tliey had perhaps even 
less. But in the little town they were, as the Jews are 
everywhere and always,—by the mere fact of their differ¬ 
ence of race which for centuries has isolated them and 
sharpened their faculty for ‘ observation — they were 
the most advanced in mind, the most sensible of the 
absurdity of its mouldy institutions and decrepit thought. 
Only, as their character was less free than their intelli¬ 
gence, it did not keep flicin, while they mocked, from 
trying to turn those institutions and ideas to account 
rather than to reform them. In spite of their inde¬ 
pendent professions of faitj^n. they were like the noble 
Adalbert, little prbvir ts, rich, idle young men of 

family, \^.o dabbleS\ ^d with letters for the fun 

of it. They were very** swagger about as giant- 

killers : but they .)yere V enough, and never slew 

anybody but a few inoi' . people or those whom 
they thought 9 ould never'';»-..-.rm them. They cared 
nothing for setting by the ears a society to which they 
knew very well they w'ould one day return and embrace 
all the jrtrejudices which they had combated. And when 
they did venture to make a stir or a little scandal, or 
loudly to declare war on some idol of the day,—who was 
beginning to totter,—they took care never to burn their 
, boats: in case of danger they re-embarked. Whatever, 
then, might be the issue of the campaign,—when it was 
finished it was a long time before w'ar would break out 
a'gam : the Philistines^ -lould sleep in peace. All that these 
new Davidsbiindler wanted to do was to make it appear 
that they could have been terrible if they had so desired : 
but they did not desire. They preferred to bo on friendly 
terms with artists and to give suppers to actresses. 

Christophs was not happy in such a set. They were 
alw'ays talking of Vomen and horses : and j^heir talk was 
.not refined. They were stiff and formal. Adalbert spoke 
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in a mincing, slow voice, with exaggerated, bored, and 
boring politeness. Adojf Mai, the secretary of the review, 
a heavy, thick-set, bull-neckcd, i^;riit^l-looking young man, 
always pretended to be in the light: he laid down the 
law% never listened, to w^hat anybody said, seemed to 
despise the opinion' of the person he was talking to, and 
also .that person. Ooldenring, the art critic, who had a 
twitch, and eyes perpetually winking behind his largo 
spectacles,—no doubt in imitation of tho painters whose 
societ}^ he cultivated, were long hair, smoked in silence, 
mumbled ."■craps of sentences which ho never finished, and 
made vague gestures in the air with his thumb. Ebren- 
feld was little, bald, and smiling, had a fair beard and a 
sensitive, wcary-looking face.' a hooked nose, and he 
wrote the fashions and the societj’' notes in the review. 
In a silky voice he used to talk obscun^ly : he had a wit. 
though of a malignant an^ often ignoble kind.—All these 
j^oung millionaires were'*^' bf course: when a 

man iiossesses everything ' kyj^SCTiremo lu^gjry for him 
to deny society : for in t’ ■ I'ne can evade his responsi¬ 
bilities. So might a ,f,J;who has just fleeced a 

traveller, say to him : "u, are you staying for ? Get 
along ! I have no morS^We for you.’' « 

Of the whole bunch, Christopher was only in sympathy 
with Mannheim ; he was certainly the most lively of the 
five: he w^as amused by everything that he said and 
everything that was said to him : stuttering, stammering, 
blundering, sniggering, talking nonsense, he was incap¬ 
able of following an argument, or of knowing exactly 
what he thought himself: but he was quite kindly, 
bearing no malice, having not a spark of ambition. In 
truth, he was not very frank : he was always playing a 
part: but quite innocently, anck^he never did anybody 
any harm. 

• He es})oused all sorts of strange Utopias—most oft^en 
generous. He was too subtle and too sceptical to lose 
his head even in his enthusiasm, and he never com- 
jiromised himself by applying hia theories*^. But he ha^ 
to have son\e hobby: it was a game*to him, and he was 
always changing from one to another. For the time being 
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his craze was for kindness. It was not enough for him 
to be kind naturally : he wished to be thought kind: he 
professed kindness, and a^ted It. Out of reaction against 
the hard, dry aciivityXf his kinsfolk, and against German 
austerity, militarism, and Philistinism, he was a Tolstoyan, 
a Nirvanian, an evangelist, a Buddhis#,—he was not quite 
sure what,—an apostle of a new morality that was,soft, 
boneless, indulgent, placid, easy-livijjg, effusively forgiving 
every sin, especially the sins of the flesh, a morality whicjh 
did not conceal its predilection *for those sins, and much 
I(iss readily forgave the virtues—a morality which was 
only a compact of pleasure, a libertine association of 
mutual accommodations, which amused itself by donning 
the halo of sanctity. Tliere was in it a spice of hypocrisy 
which was a little offensive to delicate palates, and would 
have even been frankly nauseating if it had taken itself 
seriously. But it made no p^tensions towards that: it 
merely amused itt^lf. * ^.d Christianity was only 
meant to servo unti^T .ner hobby came along to 

take its —no matu " brute force, imperialism, 

“ laughing lions.”—Mann*. ^ alwaj's playing a part, 

playing with his wh^>le iK,, 3 was trying on all the 

fetiings that he djd not posht^^jj,,^ before b('coming a good 
Jew like the^rest and with all tiio spirit of his race. 

He was very sym[)athetic, and extremely irritating. 

♦ 

9|t ))( 

For some time Christopher was one of his hobbies. 
Mannheim swore by him. He blew his^trumpet every¬ 
where. He dinned his praises into the ears of his family. 
According to him, Christopher was a genius, an extra¬ 
ordinary man, who made strange music and talked about 
it in an astonishing fashion, a witty man—and a hand¬ 
some : fine lips, magnipbent teeth. He added that Chris¬ 
topher admired him.—One evening he took him home to 
dinner. Christopher found himself talking to his new 
friend’s father, Lothair Mannheim, the banker, and 
Franz’s sister Judith. 

It was the Tirst time that he had been in a Jew’s house. 
Although there were many Jews in the little towm, and 
although they played an important part in its life b 
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reason of their wealth, cohesion, and intelli^i^ence, they 
lived a little apart. were always rooted prejudices 

in the minces of the people and a secret hostility that was 
credulous and injurious against them. Christopher’s 
family shared these prejudices. His grandfather did 
not love Jews: oat the irony of Fate had decreed that 
his„ two best pupils should be of the race—(one had 
become a composeu^ the other a famous virtuoso): for 
there had been moiiieiits when he was fain to embrace 
these two good musiciaius : and then he would remember 
sadly that they had crncified the Lord : and he did not 
know how to reconcile his two incompatible currents of 
feeling. But in the end he did embrace them. He 
was inclined to tliiiik that the Lord w^ould forgive them 
because of their love for music.—^Christopher’s father, 
Melchior, wdio pretended to be broad-minded, had had 
fewer scruples about taking mom,y from the Jew's : and 
he even thought it gooc*^' .^b.so : b'at he ridiculed them, 
and despised them.—As '^.^,.jv5t)ther, ehe^’^as not sure 

that she was not coir I * a sin when sne went to 
cook for them. Thost had to do with were 

disdainful enough wi* : but she had no grudge 
against them, she borJJ^voody any illjwill; she was filled 
with pity for these unhappy people whom God had 
damned : sometimes she would be filled with compassion 
when she saw the daughter of one of them go by or heard 
the merry laughter of their children. 

“ So pretty* she is! . , . Such pretty children I . . . 
How dreadful! . . she would think. 

She dared not say anything to Christojiher, when he 
told her that he was going to dine wdth the Mannheims: 
but her heart sank. She thought that it was unnecessary 
to believe everything bad that was Said about the Jews— 
(people speak ill of everybody)—ahd that there are honest 
^people everywhere, but that it w'a^ better and more proper 
to keep themselves to themselves, the Jews on their side, 
the Christians on theirs. 

Christopher shared none of these prejtidices. In his. 
perpetual reaction against his surroundings he was rather 
attracted towards the difituenl race. But he Hardly 
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knew them. He had only come in contact with the more 
vulgar of the Jews: little shopkeepers, the populace 
swarming in certain st^eeti between the Rhine and the 
cathedral, forming with the gregarious instinct of all 
human beings, a sort of little ghetto. He had often 
strolled through the neighbourhood, catching sight of and 
feeling a sort of sympathy with certain types of wonjen 
with nollow cheeks, and full lips, and wide cheek-bones, 
a Da Vinci smile, rather depraved, while their coarse lan¬ 
guage and shrill laughter destroyed the harmony that 
was in their faces when in repose. Even in the dregs 
of the people, in those large-headed, beady-eyed creatures 
with their bestial faces, their thick-set, squat bodies, 
those degenerate descendarfts of the most noble of all 
peoples, even n that thick, foetid muddiness, there were 
strange phosphorescent gleams, like will-o’-the-wisps 
dancing over a swamp : marvcllqus glances, minds subtle 
and brilliant, a suWtlo elr' j-y emanating from the 
ooze whicli^ fascinated;prbed Christopher. He 
thought that hidden deep 4 ... " souls struggling, great 

hearts .striving to break frec^ , e dung : and he would 

have liked to meet them, > aid them : without 

knowing them, he Ipved tliem, he was a little fearful 
of them. And he had never had any opportunity of 
meeting the best of the Jews. 

His dinner at the Mannheiins’ had for him tlie attrac¬ 
tion of novelty and something of that of forbidden fruit. 
The Eve who gave him the fruit sweetened its flavour. 
From the flrst moment ('hristopher had eyes only for 
Judith Mannheim. She was utterly diflerent from all 
the women he had known. Tall and slender, rather thin, 
though solidly built, with her face framed in her black 
hair, not long, but thiejr and curled low on her head, 
coverinjg her temples and her broad, golden browr; rather 
short-sighted, with large jiupils, and slightly prominent, 
eyes : with a largish nose and wide nostrils, thin cheeks, 
a heavy chin, strong colouring, she had a fine profile 
show'ing much'* energy and alertness: full face, her ex¬ 
pression was more ‘changing, uncertain, complex : her 
eyo.s and her cheeks w’crc irregular. She seoihed to give 



202 


JOHN CHRISTOPHER 


rcvclatioi) of a strong race, and in the mould of that 
race, roughly thrown together, were manifold incongruoua 
elements,' of doubtful and unequal quality, beautiful 
and vulgar at the same time. jHfer beauty lay especially 
‘ in her silent lips, and in her eyes, in which there seemed 
to be greater dipth by reason of their short-sightedness, 
and darker by reason of the bluish markings round them. 

It needed to bp more used than Christopher was to 
those eyes, which are more those of a race than of an 
individual, to be able, to read through the limpidity that 
veiled them with such vivid quality, the real soul of 
the woman whom he thus enooimtered. It was the soul 
of the people of Israel that he saw in her sad and burning 
eyes, the soul that, unknown to them, shone forth from 
them. He lost himself as he gazed into them. It was 
only after some time that was able, after losing his 
way again and again, tx) strike the track again on that 
oriental sea. 

She looked at him 
clearness of her gaze * 
to escape her. He 
woman s eyes upon ^ 
clear and cold, ‘searched ^into him brutally, 

indiscreetly. There was no unkindliness in the brutality 
of it. She took possession of him: not like a coquette, 
whose desire is to seduce without caring whom she seduces. 
She was more of a coquett-o than anyone else: but 
slic knew he* power, and she loft it to her natural instinct- 
to make use of it in its own way,—-especially when she 
had so easy a prey as Christopher.—What interested her 
more was to know her adversary—(any man, any stranger, 
w’as an adversary for her,—an adversary with whom later 
on, if occasion served, she coidd bign a compact of alli¬ 
ance).—She wished to know ms quality. Life being a 
game, in which the cleverest wins, it was a nVatter of 
reading her opponent’s cards an3 of not showing her own. 
When she succeeded she tasted the sweets of victory. It 
mattered little whether she could turn it^'cb any account). 
It was purely for her pleasure. She had a passion for 
iniclligcnch: not abstract intelligence, although silie had 


’ J,^.^hing could disturb the 
, his Christian soul seemed 
^ ji'it. Behind those seductive 
7 ;',,'was conscious of a viril<^ w ill, 
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brains enough, if she had liked, to have succeeded in any 
branch of knowledge, and would have^madc a much better 
successor to Lothair M^pnheim; the banker,'than her 
brother. But* she preferred intelligence in the quick, 
the sort of intelligence which studies men. She loved • 
to pierce through to the soul and to weigX its value—(she 
gave as scrupulous an attention to it as the Jewess of 
Matsys to the weighing of her gold)j-with marvellous 
divination she could find the weak spot in the annour, 
the imperfections and foibles whiqli are the key to the 
soul,—she could lay her hands on its secrets : it was her 
way of feeling her sway over it. But she never dallied 
with her victory: she never did anything with her prize. 
Once her curiosity and her vanity were satisfied she lost 
her interest and passed on to another specimen. All her 
power was sterile. There Wjas something of death in her 
living soul. She had the genius q{ curiosity and boredom. 

* ’’ j’ 

And so sh«. looked at ^r and he looked at her. 

She hardly spoke. An imp- le smile was enough, 

a little movement of the corn. c mouth : (‘hrist opher 

was hypnotized by her. Eve j and then her smile 
would fade away, her face wouiv-r-become cold, her eyes 
indifferent: she. would attend to the meal or speak coldly 
to the servants: it was as tliough she were no longer 
listening. Then her eyes would light up again; and a 
few words coming pat would show that she had heard 
and understood everything. 

She coldly examined her brother’s judgment of Chns< 
topher : she" knew Franz’s crazes : her irony had had fine 
sport when she saw Christopher appear, whose looks and 
distinction had been vaunted by her brother™-(it seemed 
to her that Franz had special gift for seeing facts as 
they are not: or perhaps he only thought it a paradoxieMal 
joke).—But when she looked at Christopher more closely . 
she. recognized that what Franz had said was not alto¬ 
gether false: as she went on with her scrutiny she 

discovered in Christopher a vague, unbalanced, though 
robust and bold power: that gave her pleasure, for she 
knew, heller than any, the rarity of power. She was 
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able to make Christopher talk about whatever she liked, 
and reveal his thoughts, and display the limitations and 
defects of his mind : she ma(Je him play the piano : she 
did not love music, but she understood it: and she saw 
Christopher’s musical originality, although his music bad 
roused no soH of emotion in her. Without the least 
.-change in the coldness of her manner, with a few short, 
apt and certainly not flattering remarks she showed her 
growing interest in Christopher. 

Christopher saw it: and he was proud of it: for he felt 
the worth of such judgment and the rarity of her appro¬ 
bation. He made no secret of his desire to win it: and 
he set about it so naively as to make the three of them 
smile: he talked only to JXidith and for Judith : he was as 
unconcerned with the others as though they did not exist. 

Franz watched him as he talked : he followed his every 
word, with his lips amt eyes, with a mixture of admiration 
and amusement; an'^ - '^?u^ied aloud as he glanced at 
his father and his si‘ listened ijnpassively and 

pretended not to nr . \». 

Lothair Mannhc tall old man, heavily built, 

stooping a little, ^ .r-''^oed, with grey hair standing 
straight up on end,*<i;fy black mtvistache and eyebrows, 
a heavy though energetic and jovial face, which gave the 
impression of great vitality—had also studied Christopher 
during the first part of the dinner, slyly but good- 
naturedly : and he too had recognized at once that there 
was “ something ” in the boy. But he was not in¬ 
terested in music or musicians: it was not in his line: 
he knew nothing about it, and made no secret of his 
ignorance : he even boasted of it—(when a man of that 
sort confesses his ignorance of anything he does so to 
feed his vanity).—^As Christopher had clearly shown at 
once, with a rudeness in which there was no shade of 
malice, that he could without regret dispense with the 
society of the banker, and that the society of Fraulein^ 
Judith Mannheim would serve perfectly to fill his evening, 
old Lothair in some amusement had tal^en his seat by his • 
fire : he read his paper, listening* vaguely and ironically 
to Christopher’s crotchets and his queer music, which 
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sometimes made him laugh inwardly at the idea that there 
could be people who understood it and. found ple^^sure in 
it. He (fid not trouble to* follow the conversation: he 
relied on his daughter’s cleverness to tell him exacty 
what the newcomer was worth. She discha.rged her duty 
conscientiously. 

When Christopher had gone Lothair asked Judith : 

“Well, you probed him enough: what do you think 
of the artist ?” 

She laughed, thought for a moment, reckoned up, and 
said: 

“ He is a little cracked : but he is not stupid.” 

“ Good,” said Lothair. “ I thought so too. He will 
succeed, then ?” 

“ Yes, I think so. He has power.” 

“ Very good,” said Lothair with the magnificent logic 
of the strong who are only inter,est*>d in the strong, “ we 
must help him.” * ^ ^ 

Christopher went away H admiration for 

’ Judith Mannheim. He was not with her as Judith 

thought. They were both—she her subtlety, he 

with his instinct which* took the pla^t'^'of mind in him,— 
mistaken about each other. Christopher was fascinated 
by the enigma and the intense activity of her mind ; 
but he did not* love her. His eyes and his intelligence 
were ensnared : his heart escaped.—Why ?—It were 
difficult to tell. Because he had caught a glimpse of 
some doubtful, disturbing quality in her 1—In other 
circumstances that would have been a reason the more 
for loving: love is never stronger than when it goes out 
to one who will make it suffer.—If Christopher did not 
Ipve Judith it was not the f^ult of either of them. The 
real reason^ humiliating enough for both, was that he 
. was still too near his last love. Experience had not made 
him wiwr. But he had loved Ada so much, he had con¬ 
sumed so much faith, force, and illusion in that passion 
that* there was not enough left for a new passion. Before 
another flame could be \indled he would have build 
a new. pyre in his heart: short of that there could only be 
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a few flickcrings, remnants of the conflagration that haVl 
escaped by chance^ which asked only to be allowed to 
burn, cast a brief and brilllanb- light and then die down 
for w^ant of fuel. Six months later, perhaps, he might 
have loved Judith blindly. Now he saw in her only a 
friend,'—a rather disturbing friend in truth—but he tried 
to drive his uneasiness back : it reminded him of Ada: 
there was no attraction in that memory : he preferred not 
to think of it. What attracted him in Judith was 
everything in her which was different from other women, 
not that which she had in common with them. She was 
the first intelligent' woman he had met. She w^as intelli¬ 
gent from head to foot. Even her beauty—her gestures, 
her movements, her features, the fold of her lips, her 
eyes, her hands, her slender elegance—was the reflection 
of her intelligence ; her body was moulded by her intelli¬ 
gence : ^without her she would "have passed 

unnoticed : and no dou*^-%^'^uld even have been thought 
plain by most people .«:^telligence delighted Chris¬ 
topher. He though" j ^ and more free than it was: he 

could not yet kno^ deceptive it was. He longetl 
ardently to confide to impart his ideas to her. 

He had never founcranybody to te-ke an interest in his 
dreams : he was turned in upon himself i what joy, then, 
to find a woman to be his friend! That he had not a 
sister had been one of the sorrows of his’ childhood: it 
seemed to him that a sister would have understood him 
more than a brother could have done. And when he met 
Judith he felt that childish and illusory hope of having a 
brotherly love spring up in him. Not being in love, love 
seemed to him a poor thing compared with friendship. 

Judith felt this little shade of feeling, and was hurt by 
it. She was not in love with Christopher, and as she hai 
excited other passions in other young men of the town, 
rich young men of better posi^on, she could not feel any 
great satisfaction in knowing Christopher to be in love 
with her. But it piqued her to know tfcat he was not in 
love. No doubt she was pleased with him for confiding 
his plana: she was not surprised by it ; but it wBiS a little 
mortifying for her to know that she could only ex^oise 
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an intellectual influence over him—(an unreasoning in¬ 
fluence is much more precious to a woman).,—She did 
not even exercise her infhience : Christopher only courted 
her mind. Jndith^s intellect was imperious. She was 
used to moulding to her will the soft thoughts of the yoimg 
men of her acquaintance. As she knew their mediocrity 
she found no pleasure in holding sway over them. WilJi 
Christopher the pursuit was more interesting b^ause 
more difficult. She was not interested in his projects: 
but she would have liked to disect his originality of 
thought, his ill-grown power, and to make them good,— 
in her own way, of course, and not in Christopher’s, 
which she did not take the trouble to understand. She 
saw at once that she could not* succeed without a struggle : 
she had marked down in Christopher all sorts of notions 
and ideas which she thouglit childish and extravagant: 
they were "weeds to her : she -Med hard to eradicate 
them. She did not ge*t rid " iigle one. She did not 

gain the least satisfactioi>^ ^ 'r vanity. Christoph#*r 

was intractable. Not being.. he had no reason i.or 

surrendering his ideas to her.^ 

She grew keen on the game, nstinctively tried for 
some time to overcome him. v^nristopher "W'as very 
nearly taken in. again in spite of his lucidity of mind at 
that time. Men are easily taken in by any flattery of 
their vanity ob their desires: and an artist is twice as easy to 
trick as any other man because he has more imagination. 
■Judith had only to draw Christopher into *a dangerous 
flirtation to bowl him over once more more thoroughly 
than ever. But as usual she soon wearied of the game : 
she found that such a conquest was hardly "worth while: 
Christopher was already boring her: she did not under¬ 
stand him. 

She did not understand him beyond a certain point. 
Up to that she understood everything. Her admirable 
intelligence could not take her beyond it: she needed a 
heart, or in def^jUlt of that the thing which could give the 
illusion of one for a time: love. She understood Chris¬ 
topher’s criticism of |)eople and things: it an\used her, 
and seemed to her true enough: she had thought much 
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the same herself. But what she did not understand was 
that such ideas might have an influence on practical life 
when it might be dangerous or awkward to apply them. 
The attitude of revolt against everybody and everything 
which Christopher had taken up led to nothing : he could 
not imagine that'he was going to reform the world. . . . 
And then ? . . . It was waste of time to knock one’s 
head against a wall. A clever man judges men, laughs 
at them in secret, df^spises them a little: but he does as 
they do—only a little better : it is the only way of master¬ 
ing them. Thought is one world : action is another. 
What boots it for a man to be the victim of his thoughts ? 
Since men are so stupid as not to be able to bear the 
truth, why force it on them ? To accept their weakness, 
to seem to bow to it, and to feel free to despise them in 
his heart, is there not a secret.joy in that ? The joy of a 
clever slave ? Certainlj^ fhe world is a slave : 

there is no getting away^*?3^f‘ * it is useless to protest 
against it: better to be ,J^;teliberately of one’s own 

free-will and to avc* jualous and futile conflict. 

Besides, the worst sla-v ^,,^.Htll is to be the slave of one’s 
own thoughts and to everything to them. There 

is no need to deceive S'e’s self.—She^isaw clearly that if 
Christopher went on, as he seemed determined to do, with 
his aggressive refusal to compromise with the prejudices 
of German art and German mind, he would turn every¬ 
body against him, even his patrons: he was courting in¬ 
evitable ruin. She did not understand why he so obsti¬ 
nately held out against himself, and so took pleasure in 
digging his own ruin. 

To have understood him she would have had to be able 
to understand that his aim was not success, but his own 
faith. He believed in art: he believed in hia art r he 
believed in himself, as realities not only superior to 
interest, but also to his own life, WHien he was a li Hie 
out of patience with her remarks and told her so in his 
naive arrogance, she just shrugged her ^oulders: she 
did not take him seriously. She thought he was using, 
big woids such as she was accustomed to hearing from her 
brother when he announced periodically his absurd and 
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ridiculous resolutions, which he never by any chance put 
into practice. And then when she saw that (Jhristoplier 
really believed in what he said, she thought him mad, 
and lost interest in him. 

After that she took no trouble to appear to advantage, 
and she showed herself as she was : much more German, 
and average German, than she seemed to be at first, more, 
perhaps, than she thought.—The Jews are quite errone¬ 
ously reproached with not belonging to any nation, and 
with forming from one end of Europe to the other a 
homogeneous people impervious to the influence of the 
different races with which they have pitched their tents. 
In reahty there is no race which more easily takes on 
the impress of the country through which it passes : and 
if there are many characteristics in common between a 
French Jew and a German Jew, there are many more 
different characteristics deri^^cd from their new country, 
of which, with incredible ty, they assimilate the 

habits of mind: more thx ^ than the mind, indeed. 
But habit, which is a sec . ure to all men, is in 

most of them all the nature t y have, and the result 

is that the majority of the jhthonous citizens of 
any country have ^ ery little rigtit to reproach tlic Jcavs 
With the lack of a profound and reasonable national 
feeling of which they themselves possess nothing at all. 

The women, always more sensible to external influ¬ 
ences, more easily adaptable to the conditions of life 
* and to change with them—Jewish women throughout 
Europe assume the physical and moral customs, often 
exaggerating them, of tlie country in which they live,— 
without losing the shadow and the strange fluid, insis¬ 
tent, haunting quality of their race.—^This idea came to 
Christopher. At the Maimhciins’ he met Judith’s aunts, 
cousins^ and friends. Though there was little of the 
German in their eyes, ardent and too close together, their 
nosea going down to their lips, their strong features, their 
red blood coiirsing under their coarse brown skins: 
though almost all of them seemed hardly at all fashioned 
to be German—they were all extraordinarily, German: 
they had the same way of talking, of di*essing,—of over- 
voi* u. ’ ,14 
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dressing.—Judith was much the best of them all: and 
cuniparisor with thc-m made all that was exceptional in 
her intelligence, all that she had made of herself, shine 
, forth. But she had most of their faults just as much as 
they. She was much more free than they morally— 
almost absolutely free—^but socially she was no more 
free : or at least her practical sense usurped the place of 
her frt'cdom of miiid. She bi'lieved in socie#^, in class, 
in prejudice, because when all was told she found them to 
her advantage. It wa:5 idle for her to laugh at the Ger¬ 
man spirit: she followed it like any Gennan. Her 
intelligence made her see the mediocrity of some artist 
of reputation : but she ros])eelcd him none the less because 
of his reputation : and if she met him personally she w^ould 
admire him : for her mnity was flattered. She had no 
love for the works of Brahms, and she suspected him of 
being an artist of the se(‘ 0 »'*d **ank . but his fame impressed 
her : and as she had rec. ^ve or six letters from him 
the result was that she ^ ’ iiim the greatest musician 

of the day. She )xac » bt as to Christopher’s real 

worth, or as to the ^ oy of Lieutenant Detlev von 
Fleischer : but she v ..lOre flattered by the homage 
the lieutenant deigned to pay to hv.r millions than by 
C'bristopher’s friendship : for a dull officer is a man of 
another caste : it is more difficult for a German Jewess 
to enter that caste than for any other woman. Although 
she was not deceived by these feudal follies, and although 
she knew quite well that if she did marry Lieutenant 
Iletlev von Fleischer she would be doing him a great 
honour, she set herself to the conquest: she stoop^ so 
low as to^raake eyes at the fool and to flatter his vanity. 
The proud Jewess, who had a thousand reasons for her 
pride—the clever, disdainful daughter of Mannheim the 
banker lowered herself, and acted like any of the little 
middle-class Gennan women whom she despised. 

* 

♦ « 

That experience was short. Christophei lost his illu¬ 
sions about Judith as quickly as he had found them. It 
is only just to say that Judith did nothing to preserve 
them. As soon as a woman of that stamp has judged a 
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mftn ^he is done with him : he ceases to exi.st for her : 
she "will not see liim again. And she no moce hesitates 
to reveal her soul to him, with calm impudence, than to 
appear naked before her dog, her cat, or any other domestic . 
animal. Christopher saw Judith’s egoism and coldness, 
and the mediocrity of her character. He had not had 
time to be absolutely caught. But he had been enough 
caught to make him suffer and to briAg him to a sort of 
fever. He did not so much love Judith as what she 
might have been—what she ought to have been. Her, 
fine eyes exercised a melancholy fascination over him : 
he could not forget them ; although he knew now the 
drab soul that slumbered in their depths he went on 
seeing them as he wished to see them, as he had first 
seen them. It was one of those loveless hallucinations 
of love which take up so much of the hearts of artists 
when they are not en,tirely ||\wprbed by their work. A 
passing face is enough to^ ^ V^t: they see in it all the 
beauty th^,,is in it, unknL indifferent possessor. 

And they love it the more ' iffcrence. They love 

it as a beautiful thing that without any.man 

having know’n its worth or that 'cn had life. 

Perhaps he was deceiving himself, and Judith Mann¬ 
heim could not have been anything more than she was. 
But for a moment Christopher had bcheved in her : and 
her charm endured: he could not judge her impartially. 
All her beauty seemed to him to be hers, to be herself. 
’All that was vulgar in her he cast back upon her twofold 
race, Jew and German, and perhaps be w'as more indig¬ 
nant with the German than with the Jew, for it had made 
him suffer more. As he did not yet know any other 
nation, the German spirit was for him a sort of scapegoat: 
he put upon it all the sins of the world. That Judith had 
deceived him was a reason the more for combating it: 
he could not forgive it for having crushed the life out of 
such a soul. 

Such was hisJirst encounter with Israel. He had hoped 
much from it. He ht^d hoped to find in that strong race 
living $tpart from the rest an ally for his fight# He lost 
that hope. With the tiexihility of his passionate intuition, 
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which made him leap from one extreme to another, iie ’ 
persuaded himseJf that t^ie Jewish race was much weaker 
than it was said to be, and much more open—much too 
open—to outside influence. It had all its oWn weaknesses 
augmented by those of the rest of the world picked up on 
its way. It was not in them that he could find assistance? 
in* working the lever of his art. Rather he w^as in danger 
of being swallowod*wilh them in the sands of the desert. 

Having seen the dajiger, and not feeling sure enough of 
himself to brave it, l>e suddenly gave up going to the 
]llannlieims’. He was invited several times, and begged 
i o be excused, without giving any reason. As up till then 
he had shown an excessive eagerness to accept, such a 
sudden change was remarked: it w'as attributed to his 
“ originality ” : but the Mannheims had no doubt that 
the fair Judith had something to do with it: Lothair and 
Eranz joked about it at d\nner. , Judith shrugged her 
shoulders and said it wa ■'e conquest, and she asked 
her brother frigidly not iKe such a fuss about it. 
But she left no stoi' .i.t.iod in her effort to bring 
Christopher back. S\ .ote to him for some musical 
information which no tie else could supply : and at the 
end of her lette-i' she made a friendlv allusion to the 
rarity of his visits and the ])leasure it would give them tb 
see him. Christopher replied, giving the desired infor¬ 
mation, said that he was very husy, and did not go. 
They met sometimes at the theatre. Christopher obsti¬ 
nately looked aw'ay from the Mannheims’ box : and he' 
would pretend not to see Judith, who held herself in 
readiness to give him her most charming smile. She did 
not persist. As she did not count on him for anything, 
she was annoyed that the little artist should let her do 
all the labour of their friendship, and pure waste at that. 
If he wanted to come, he would. If not—oh, well, they 
could do without him. ... 

They did without him : and his absence left no very 
great gay in the Mannheims’ evenings. Jlnt in spite of 
herself tfudith was really annoyed with Christopher. It 
seemed natural enough not to bother about him when he 
was there: and she could allow him to show ids dis- 
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pleasure at being neglected : but that his dis])leasuro 
should go so far as to break off their relationship alto¬ 
gether seemed to her to show a’ stupid pride'hnd a heart 
more egoistic than in love.—Judith could not tolerate 
her own faults in others. 

fShe followed the more attentively everything that 
Christopher did and wrote. Without seeming to do so, 
she would lead her brother to the sulu'ect of Christopher : 
she would make him tell her of his intercourse with him : 
and she would pune-tuate the narrative with clever ironic 
coiTimcnt, which never let any ridiculous feature esca]ie., 
and gradually destroyed Franz’s enthusiasm without his 
knowing it. ^ 

H. * 

At first all went well with the review. Christopher 
had not yet perceived tlie mediocrity of his colleagues : 
and, since he w^as one of them, they hailed him as a genius. 
Mannheim, who had dis]^^' . ’-'d him, went everywhere 
repeating that (-hrislc^ admirable critic, 

though ffo luad never ‘ written, that 

he had mistaken his vocati -dad that he, Mannheim, 
had revealed it to him. Thc?^ nalvertised his articles in 
mysterious terms ^^hich aroused curiosity: and his first 
•effort was in Jact like a stone falling into a duck-pond in 
the atony of the little town. It was called : Too much 
music. * 

“Too much music, too much drinking, too much 
eating,” wrote Christopher. “ Eating, drkiking, hearing, 
without hunger, thirst, or need, from sheer habitual 
gormandizing. Living like Strasburg geese. These 

E eople are sick of a diseased appetite. Tt matters 
ttle what you give them: Tristan or the Trompeter 
von Siihkingen, Becthoven or Mascagni, a fugue or a 
two-step, Adam, Bach, Puccini, Mozart or Marschner : 
they do not know whai they are eating : the great thing 
is to eat. They find no pleasure in it. Look at them at. 
a concert. ^ Talk of German gaiety! These people do 
not know "what gaiety means: they are always gay! 
Their gaiety, like their sorrow, drops like rain ; their joy 
13 diist: there is neither life nor force in it. They would 
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stay for hours smilingly and vaguely drinking in sounija, 
sounds, sounds. They think of nothing; they feel 
nothing: they are sponges. True joy, or true sorrow— 
strength^—is not drawn out over hours like beer from a 
'cask. They take you by the throat and have you down : 
after they are gone there is no desire left in a man to 
drink in anything : he is full! . , . 

“ Too much miisic ! You are slaying each other and 
it. If you choose to murder each other that is your 
affair : I can’t help it. ^ But where music is concerned,— 
hands off ! I will not suffer you to debase the loveliness 
of the -world by lioapiiig up in the same ba.sket things 
holy and things shameful, by giving, as you do at present, 
the prelude to Parsifal between a fantasia on the Daughter 
of the Regiment and a saxophone quartette, or an adagio 
of Beethoven between a cako-w^alk and the rubbish of 


Leoncavallo. You boapt of being a musical people. 
You pretend to love mus’ Wh^^t sort of music do you 
love 1 Good or bad ? ^^«ipplaud both equally. 

Well, then, choose ! Y” ^ ^‘^ctly do you waub ? You 
do not know yoiirselv- x ou do not want to know : 
you arc too fearful o .uking sides and compromising 
yourselves. ... To the devil with, your prudence 1— 
You are above party, do you say ?—Above^? You mean 


below. . . .” 


And he quoted the lines of old Crottfried- Keller, the 
honest citizen of Zurich—one of the German wTiters who 


w'as most deav to him by reason of his vigorous loyalty 
and his keen savour of the soil: 


“ Wer uher den Partoin sick wiihnt mil atohen Mienen 
Der steht zumeist vielmekr betrdclitlich unter ihncnP 

(“ Ho who proudly preens himself on being above parties is r?ithor 
immeasurably beneath them.**) 

“ Have courage and be true^” he wont on. “ Have 
courage and be ugly. If you like bad music, then say so 
frankly. Show yourselves, see yourselves as you' ate. 
Kid your souls of the loathsome burden of'sfil your com-, 
promise and equivocation. Wash it •In pure water. How 
long is it since you have seen yourselves in a mirrot ? I 
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will show you yourselves. Composers, virtuosi, con¬ 
ductors, singers, and you, dear public. You shall for 
once Icnow yourselves. ... Be what you like : but, for 
Heaven’s sake, be true! Be true even though art and 
artists—and I m^'sclf—have to sutler for it! If art and 
truth cannot live together, then Jet art disappear. Truth 
is life. Lies are death.” 

Naturally, this youthful, wild outburst, which was* all 
of a piece, and in very bad taste, produced an outcry. 
And yet, as everybody was .attacked and nobody in par¬ 
ticular, its pertinency w^as not recognized. Everyone is, 
or believes himself to be, or says that he is, the best friend 
of truth ; there w'as, th<Tofore, no danger of the con¬ 
clusions of the article being attacked. Only people were 
shocked by its general tt>ne: cvcrjhody agreed that it 
was hardly proper, especially from an artist in a semi¬ 
official position. A few musicians began to be uneasy, 
and protested bitteily : tl^' ' ^aw that Christopher W'ould 
not stop at that. Othc^ ighl themselves more clever 
and cofl^ratulat<*d t'hrisfe*^, his courage : they were 

no less une.asy about liis ife.v \.iicles. 

Both tactics produet-d the same result. Christopher 
had plunged : notjiing could stop him : and as he had 
promised, everybody was passed in survey, composers 
and intc'rpreters alike. 

The firsfe victims were the Kapellmel<iters, Christopher 
did not confine himself to general remarks on the art of 
conducting an orchestra. He mentioned his colleagues of 
his ow’n town and the neighbouring tow'ns by name: or 
if he did not name them, his allusions were so transparent 
that nobody could bo mistaken. Everybody recognized 
the apathetic conductor of the Cotirt, Alois von Wenier, 
a cautious old mair, laden with honours, who was afraid 
of everything, dodged everything, was too timid to make 
a remark to his musicians, and meekly followed whatever 
they chose to do,—who never risked anything on his pro¬ 
gramme that had not been consecrated by twenty years 
of Bucce^ror, at least, guaranteed by the official, stamp 
of some academic* dignity. Christo})her ironically ap¬ 
plauded his boldness : he congratulated him on having 
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discovered Gadc, Dvorak, or Tscliaikows];y ; he waxld 
enthusiastic over his unfailing correctness, his metronomic 
equality, th’e always fein-mianciert (finely shaded) plajdng 
of his orchestra : he proposed to orchestrate the kcoU de 
da Vdocite of Czerny for his next concert, and implored 
him not to try himself so much, not to give rein to his 
passions, to look after his precious health.—Or he cried 
out indignantly upon the way in which he had conducted 
the Eroica of Beethoven : 

“ A cannon ! A cannpn ! Mow me down these people ! 

. . . But have you then no idea of the conflict, the fight 
between human stupidity and human ferocity,—and the 
strength vhitdi 1ram])les them underfoot with a glad 
shout of laughter ?—11 ow coilkl you know it ? It is you 
against vliom it fights ! You expend all the heroism that 
is in you in listening to or in jfiavingthc Eroica of Beethoven 
without a yawn—(for it boreg you. . . . C'onf(*ss that it 
bores you to death !)—or ' 'risking a draught as you 
stand Avith bare head and ' ^^"back to let some Serene 
Highness ])ass.” 

He could not be sarcastu enough about the pontiffs of 
the C’onservatoires who interpreted the great men of the 
past as “ classics.” « 

“Classical! That word expre.sses everything. Free' 
passion, arranged and expurgated for the use of schools! 
Life, that vast plain swept by the winds,—cnclUsed within 
the four walls of a school playground ! The fierce, proud 
beat of a heart in anguish, reduced to the tick-tack of a 
four-time pendulum, which goes its jolly way, hobbling 
and imperturbably leaning on the crutch of time 1 . . . 
To enjoy the Ocean you need to j)ut it in a bowl with 
goldfish. You only understand life when you have 
killed it.” 

If he was not kind to the “ bird-stuffers,” as he called 
them, he w^as even less kind to the nngmen of the orchestra, 
the illustrious Kapellmeisters who toured the country^ to 
show off their flourishes and their dainty those 

who exercised their virtuosity at the expense of the 
masters, tried hard to make the nlost familiar works 
imrecognizable, and turned somersaults through the hoop 
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the Flymphony in C minor. He made them appear as 
old coquettes, prima-donnas qf Ijie orcheistra, gipsies, 
and rope-dancers. 

The virtilosi naturally provided him with splendid 
material. He declared liimself incompetent w'hon he had* 
te criticize their conjuring performances. He said that 
such mechanical exercises belonged to the School of Arts 
and Crafts, and that no musical criticism but charts 
registering the duration, and number of the notes, and 
the energy expended, could dt^cide the merit of such 
labours. Sometimes he would set at naught some famous 
])iano virtuoso who during a two hours’ concert had sur¬ 
mount (‘d the formidable ditlicultios, with a smile on his 


lips and his hair hanging dowm into his eyes,—of executing 
a childish andante of Mozart.—He did not ignore the 
jdeasure of overcoming d'fTiculties. He had tasted it 
hims<*lf : it was one yf the \)ys *of life to him. But only 
to SCO the most material * of it, and to reduce all the 

heroism of art to that, i to him grotesque and de¬ 

grading!**^ He could not foi^; ‘ the “ lions ” or “ panthers” 
of the piano.—But he w’as not very indulgent either 
towards the town pedants, famous in Germany, who, 
while they are rigl^tly anxious not to alter the text of 
the masters, carefully suppress every flight of thought, 
and, like E. d’Albert and if. von Blilow, seem to be giving 
a lesson in ‘diction when they are rendering a passionate 


sonata. 


The singers had their turn. rhristoj)her was full to the 
brim of things to say about their barbarous heaviness and 
their provincial afTectations. It w'as not only because of 
his recent misadventures with the lady in blue, but 
because of all the torture he had sufTered during so many 
performances. It w'as ditFicult to know’' wiiirh had suf¬ 
fered most, ears or eyes. And Christo})her had not 
enough standards of comparison to be able to have any» 
idea' of the ugliness of the setting, the hideous costumes, 
the screai^jTjjg colours. He was only shocked by the vul¬ 
garity of the people, their gestun^s and attitudes, their 
unnatural playing, Aie inability of the actors,to take on 
pther souls tlian their owm, and by the stupefying indif- 
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fcrcnce with which they passed from one role to anothi^, 
provided they were written more or less in the same 
register. Matrons of* opulent flesh, hearty and buxom, 
appeared alternately as Ysoldc and Carmen. Amfortas 
•played Figaro.—But what most offended Christopher was 
the ugliness of the singing, especially in the classical works 
in,which the beauty of melody is essential. No one in 
Germany could sing the perfect music of the eighteenth 
century : no one would take the trouble. The clear, pure 
style of Gluck and Mozart which, like that of Goethe, 
seems to be bathed in the light of Italy—the style which 
begins to change and to become vibrant and dazzling 
with Weber—the style ridiculed by the ponderous carica¬ 
tures of the author of Crocitito —had been killed by the 
triumph of Wagner. The wild flight of the Valkyries with 
their strident cries had passed over the Grecian sky. The 
heavy clouds of Odin dimn]ed the light. No one now 
thought of singing music * sffng poems. Ugliness 
and carelessness of detail, ^?alse notes, were let pass 
under pretext that only * whole, only tht; thought 
behind it mattered. . . . 

“ Thought! Let us talk of that. As if you under¬ 
stood it! . . . But wdicther or no y^u do understand it, 
I pray you respect the fonn that thought lias chosen for 
itself. Above all, let music be and remain music 1” 

And the great concern of German artists with expres¬ 
sion and profundity of thought was, according to Chris¬ 
topher, a gr>od joke. Ex[)ression ? Thought ? Yes, 
they introduced them into ever 3 dhing—everything im¬ 
partially. They would have found thought in a list 
slippcir just as much—neither more nor less—as in a statue 
of Michael Angelo. They played anything, anybody’s 
music with exactly the same energy. For most of them 
the great thing in music—so he declared—was the volume 
^ of sound, just a musical noise. . The pleasure of singing, 
so potent in Germany, was in some sort a pleasure of 
vocal gymnastics. It was just a matter of being inflated 
with air and then letting it go vigorously, powerfully, for. 
a long time together and rhythmically.—And by way of 
complimerft he accorded a certain great singer a dertifi-. 
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c^te of good health. He was not content with flaying 
the artists. He strode over the footlights and trounced 
the public for coming, gaping, to sdbh perfonfiances. The 
public was staggered, and did not know whether it ought 
to laugh or be angry. They had every right to cry out 
upon his injustice : they had taken care not to be mixed 
up in any artistic conflict: they stood aside prudeijtly 
from any burning question : and tq avoid making any 
mistake, they a])plauded everything! And now Chris¬ 
topher declared that it was a crime to applaud ! . . . 
To applaud bad works ?—That would have been enough I 
But Cliristopher went further: he stormed at them for 
applauding great works : 

“Humbugs'” he said. “You would have us believe 
that you have as much enthusiasm a.s that ? . . . Oh ! 
Come ! Spare yourselves the trouble ! You only prove 
exactly the opposite of w|jat you arc trying to prove. 
Applaud, if you like?, thos^ prks and })assages which in 
some measure deserve i* luse. Applaud those loud 

final nifncmcnts which written, as Mozart said, ‘for 

long cars.’ Ap])land as *miicb as you like, then : your 
braying is anticipated : it is part of the concert-.—But 
after the Mism of J^ecthoven ! . . . Poor 

• wretches ! . . . It is the Last Judgment. You have 
just seen the maddening Gloria pass like a storm over 
the ocean. • You hav(i seen the water-spout of an athletic 
and tremendous will, which stops, breaks, reaches up to 
the clouds, clinging by its two hands ab«ve the abyss, 
then plunging once more into space in full swing. The 
squall shrieks and whirls along. And when the hurricane 
is at its height there is a sudden modulation, a radiance 
of sound which cleaves the darkness of the sky, and falls 
upon the livid sea like a patch of liglit. It is the end : 
the furious flight of the destroying angel sk)ps short, its 
wings'transfixed by these flashes of lightning. Around, 
yoa all is buzzing and quivering. The eye gazes fixedly 
forward in stupor. The heart beats, breathing stops, the 
limbs are"|iaTalyzed. . . . And hardly has the last note 
sounded than alreiJdy you are gay and merry. You 
shout, you laugh, you criticize, you applaud.* . , , But 
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you have seen nothing, heard nothing, felt nothin^,, 
undcr«tood nothing, nothing, nothing, absolutely nothing ! 
The suticrings of an artist are a show to you. You think 
the tears of agony of a Beethoven are finely painted. 
You would cry ‘ Encore ’ to the Crucifixion. A great soul 
struggles all its life long in sorrow to divert your idleness 
for an hour ! . . 

So, without knowing it, he confirmed Goethe’s great 
words : but he had not j’ct attained his lofty serenity : 

“The people make a sport of the 8u])linic. If they 
could see it as it is, they would be unable to bear its 
asp(‘ct.’' 

If ho had only stopped at that!—But, whirled along 
by his enthusiasm, he swept past the ]mblic and plunged 
like a cannon-ball into the saiietuarv, the tabernacle, the 
inviolable refuge of mediocrity : Criticism. He bom¬ 
barded his colleagues. One^of them had taken upon 
himself to attack the most r* 'q(i of living comj)oserB, the 
mosl advanced representati ^‘Hhc now sdiool, Ilassler, 
the writer of programme c .miphonies, extraV?igant in 
trutli, but full of genius. Christoj)her. who—as perhaps 
will Ik; remembered—liad been presented to him w^lieii he 
was a child, had always hafl a secrct,teiKlcrnc.ss for him 
in liis gratitude for the enthusiasm and emotion that ho- 
had had then. To see a stupid critic, wdiose ignorance 
he knew', instructing a man of that calibre, •calling him 
to order, and reminding him of set princijilcs, infuriated 
him : 

“ Order ! Order !” he cried. “ You do not know any 
order but that of the pedice. Genius is not to bo dragged 
along the beaten track. It creates order, and makes its 
w'ill a law.” 

After this arrogant declaration he took the unlucky 
critic, considered all the idiocies he had written for some 
.time past, and administered correction. 

All the critics felt the affront. Up to that time they 
had stood aside from the conflict. 1’hey did not care to 
risk a rebuff : they knew Christopher, they*knew his. 
efficiency, and they knew also tha*b he was not long- 
suffering. Certain of them had discreetly ex pressed* their 
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regret that so gifted a conij)oser should dabble in a pro¬ 
fession not his own. Whatever might be their opinion 
(when they had one), and however hurt they might be 
by Christopher, they respected in him their own privilege 
of being able to criticize everything without being criticized 
themselves. But when they saw Christopher rudely break 
the tacit convention which bound them, they saw in him 
an enemy of public order. With one consent it seemed 
revolting to them that a very young man should take upon 
himself to show scant respect fgr the national glories : 
and they began a furious campaign against him. They 
did not write long articles or consecutive arguments— 
(they were unwilling to venture upon such ground with 
an adversary better armed than themselves : although a 
journalist has the special faculty of being able to discuss 
without taking his adversary’s arguments into considera¬ 
tion, and even without having read them)—but long ex¬ 
perience had taught *theg^<» \t, as the reader of a paper 
always agrees with it, L to appear to argue was to 
weakeifTts credit with hljii : it was necessary to affirm, 
or, better still, to deny—(negation is tw4ce as powerful as 
affirmation : it is a direct consequence of the law of 
gravity : it is much easier to drop a stone than to throw 
it up).—They,adopted, therefore, a system of little notes, 
perfidious, ironic, injurious, which were repeated day by 
day, in an’ easily accessible position, with unwearying 
assiduity. They held the insolent Christopher up to 
ridicule, though they never mentioned him by name, 
but always transparently alluded to him. They twusted 
his words to make them look absurd : they told anecdotes 
about him, true for the most part, though the rest were 
a tissue of lies, nicely calculated to set him at loggerheads 
with the whole towfi, and, worse still, with the Court: 
even his physical appearance, his features, his manner of 
dressing, were attacked and caricatured in a way that by* 

dint*,of repetition came to be like him. 

* ^ 

- * * 

It would have m(\ttered little to Christopher’s friends 
if thejr Uevieto had not also come in for blows in the battle. 
In truth, it served rather as an advertisement: there was 
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no desire to commit the Review to the? quarrel: rather tlio 
attempt was made to^cut, C'hristopher oil from it: there 
was astonishment that it should so compromise its good 
name, and they were given to understand that if they 
did not take care steps would be taken, however un¬ 
pleasant it might be, to make the whole editorial statf 
resp'onsible. There were signs of attack, gentle enough, 
upon Adolf Mai arrJ Mannheim, which stirred up the 
wasps’ nest. Mannheim only laughed at it: he thought 
that it would infuriate his father, his uncles, cousins, and 
his innumerable family, who took upon thems(‘lves to 
watch everything he did and to be scandalized by it. 
Hut Adolf Mai took it very seriously, and blamed Chris¬ 
topher for coin])runiising the Rcninr. Christo])her sent 
him packing. I'he others who had not been attacked 
found it rather amusing that wdio was apt to pontifi¬ 
cate over them, should be t^ieir 3Cj;ipeg()at. Waldhaus 
was seci'ctly delighted : he ' '^*.that there was never a 
fight without a few^ heads . broken. Nati^rallj?' he 
took good care that it should^'ript be his own : he thought 
he w'as sheltered from onslaught by the position of his 
family and his relatives ; and ho saw no harm in the 
Jews, his allies, being mauled a little. Ehrenfeld and 
Ooldenring, who w'erc so far untouched, w'CMdd not have' 
beem worried by attack : they could reply. Hut what did 
touch them on the raw w'as that ChristophcT should go 
on persistently putting them in the wrong with their 
friends, and especially their women friends. They had 
laughed loudly at the first articles, and thought them 
good fun : they admired (Christopher’s vigorous window- 
smashing : they thought they had only to give the w ord 
to cheek his combativeness, or at least to turn his attack 
from men and women whom they might mention.—But 
no. Christopher would listen to nothing : he paid no 
»heed to any remark, and went’on like a madman. If 
they let him go on there w^ould be no living in the place. 
Already their young women friends, furious in tears, 
had come and made scenes at the o^ices of the Review* 
They brougjlit all their diplomacy to bear on Christopher 
to persuade him at least to moderate certain of his 
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cri'licisniH ; Christoither changed nothing. They lost their 
tempers: Christopher lost his, but ho changed nothing. 
Waidhaus was amused by the unhappiness of his friends, 
which in no wise touched him, and took Christopher’s part 
to annoy them. Perhaps also he was more capable than 
they of ap])reciating Christopher’s extravagance, who 
with head dowui hurled himself upon everything without 
keeping any line of retreat, or preparing any refuge for 
the future. As for Mannlieim, he was royally amused 
by the farce ; it seemed to him a good joke to have intro¬ 
duced this madman among these correct people, and he 
rocked with laughter both at the blows which Christopher 
dealt and at those which he received. Although, under 
his sister’s influence, he was beginning to think that f.-hris- 
topher was decidedly a little cracked, he only liked him 
the more for it—(it was ruvessary for him to find those 
who were in sympaljiy wit^n him a lit lie absurd).—And 
so he joined Waidhaus in * porting Christopher against 
tlio ot hers. ^ ^ 

Ashe was not wanting m practical sense, in spite of all 
his efforts to pretend to the contrary, he thought very 
justly that it would be to liis friend's advantage to ally 
himstdf with the wuso of the most advanced musical 
party in the country. 

As in most (rcrman towns, there was in the town a 
Wagwr-Verein, which represented new ideas against the 
conservative element.—In truth, there was no great risk 
in defending Wagner when his fame w^as Acknowledged 
everywhere and his w’orks included in the repertoire of 
every Opera Rouse in (Tcrmany. And yet his victory 
was rather won by force than by universal accord, and 
at heart the majority were obstinately conservative, 
especially in the small towns such as this which have 
been gather loft outside the great modern movements, 
and are rather proud ofdheir ancient fame. More than, 
anywhere else there reigned the distrust, so innate in the 
Grerman {Vipple, of anything new, the sort of laziness in 
•feeling anything true or powerful which has not been 
pondered and digested by several generations. It was 
apparent in the reluctance with which—^if not the works 
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of Wagner, whicli are beyond discussion—every new wdtk 
inspiretl by the Wagnerian spirit was accepted. And so 
the Wagner-Verein would have had a useful task to 
fulfil if they had set themselves to defend all the young 
and original forces in art. Sometimes they did so, and 
Bruckner or Hugo Wolf found in some of them their 
best allies. But too often the egoism of the master 
weighed upon his disciples : and just as Bayreuth serves 
only monstrously to glorify one man, the offshoots of 
Bayreuth were little churches in which Mass was eternally 
sung in honour of the one God. At the most the faithful 
disciples were admiltcd to the side-chapels, the disciples 
who applied the hallowed doctrines to the letter, and, 
prostrate in the dust, adored the only Divinity wdth His 
many faces : music, poetry, drama, and metaphysics. 

The Wag7ier-Verein of the. towm was in exactly this 
case.—However, they w^ent tjirough the form of activity : 
they were always trying t*" ‘^'^ujol young men of talent 
who looked as though the^ be useful to it: and 

they had long had their eyes on Christopher. Tney had 
discreetly made adv^ances to nim, of which Christopher 
had not taken any notice, because he felt no need of being 
associated with anybody : he could ^not understand the 
necessity w^hich drove his compatriots alw ays to be band¬ 
ing themselves together in groups, being unable to do 
anything alone : neither to sing, nor to walk, nor to drink. 
He w^as averse to all Vtreimiveseii. But on the w'holc he 
w«as more kiiidly disposed to the Wag^ier-Vcrein than to 
any other Vereln : at least, they did provide an excuse 
for fine concerts ; and although he did not share ail the 
Wagnerian ideas on art, he was much nearer them than 
to those of any other group in music. He could, he 
thought, find common ground with a party which was 
as unjust as himself towards Brahms and the “ Brahmins.” 
So he let himself be put up for it. Mannheim introduced 
him : he knew everybody. Without being a musician, 
he was a member of the Wagner-Verein, —^^he managing 
committee had followed the campaign which Christopher 
was conducting in the Meview, His slaughter in the 
opposing camp had seemed to them to give signs o£ a 
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strong grip which it would be as well to have in their 
service. Christopher had also let fly certain disrespectful 
remarks about the sacred fetish; but they had preferred 
to close their eyes to that; and perhaps his attacks, not 
yet very offensive, had not been without their influence,' 
unconsciously, in making them so eager to enrol Chris¬ 
topher before he had time to deliver himself more fuUy. 
They came and very amiably asked his permission to 
play some of his compositions at one of the approaching 
concerts of the Associaticai. Christopher was flattered, 
and accepted : he went to the Wagner-Verein^ and, urged 
by Mannheim, he was made a member. 

At that time there w^ere at the head of the Wagner- 
Feretn two men, of whom one enjoyed a certain notoriety 
as a writer, and the other as a conductor. Both had a 
Mohammedan belitjf in Wagner. The first, Josias Kling, 
had compiled a Wagner Dictionary— Wagner Lexikon — 
wliich made it possible in ^ oment to know the master’s 
thoughts de omni re scitr..^ it had been his life’s work. 
He w^*capable of reciting whole chapters of it at table, 
as the French provincials used to recite whole cantos of 
Voltaire's Facdle. He used also to publish in theBayreuther 
Blatter articles on Wn-gner and the Aryan Spirit. Of course, 
Wagner was tP him the t 3 ^e of the pure Aryan, of whom 
the German race had remained the last inviolable refuge 
against the* corrupting influences of Latin Semitism, 
especially the French. He declared that the impure 
French spirit was finally destroyed, though he did not 
desist from attacking it bittearly day by day as though 
the eternal enemy were still a menace. He would omy 
acknowledge one great man in France: the Count of 
Gobineau. Kling was a little man, very little, and he 
used to blush like a girl.—^The other pillar of the Wagner- 
Verein, Erich Lauber, had been manager of a chemical 
works until four years before: then he had given up , 
everything to become a conductor. He had succeed^ 
by force of. will, and because he was very rich. He was 
- a Bayreuth fanatic: it was said that he had gone there 
on foot, from Munick, wearing pilgrim’s sandals. It was 
a str^ge thing that a man who h^ read much, travelled 
. VOL. n, , 15 
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much, practised divers professions, and in everj’^tfiing dis¬ 
played an energetic personality, should have become in 
music a sheep of Panurge : all his originality was expended 
,in his being a little more stupid than the others. He was 
not sure enough of himself in music to trust to his own 
personal feelings, and so he slavishly followed the inter¬ 
pretations of 1^'agner given by the Kapellmeisters, and 
the licensees of Bayveuth. He desired to reproduce even 
to the smallest detail the setting and the variegated cos¬ 
tumes w'hich delighted ^he puerile and barbarous taste of 
the liille Court of Wahnfried. He was like the fanatical 
admirer of IMichael Angelo who used to reproduce in his 
copies even the cracks in the wall of the mouldy patches 
which had themselves been hallowed by their appearance 
in the hallovred pictures. 

Christopher was not likely to approve greatly of the 
two men. But they were meii of tlu^ world, pleasant, and 
both wx^ll-read : and LaulK'^./^piiversation was alwaj^s 
interesting on any other su^^pl' than music. He was a 
bit of a crank : and Cliristopfier did not dislilvc cranks : 
they were a change from the horrible banality of reason¬ 
able people. He did not yet know that there is nothing 
more devastating than an irrational man, and that 
originality is even more rare among those who are called 
“ originals ” than among the rest. For those “ originals ’* 
are simply maniacs whose thoughts are reduced to clock¬ 
work. 

Josias Klih'g and Lauber, being desirous of winning 
Christopher’s support, were at first very keenly interested 
in him. Kling wrote a eulogistic article about him and 
Lauber followed all his directions when he conducted his 
compositions at one of the concerts of the Society. Chris¬ 
topher was touched by it all. Unfortunately all their 
attentions were spoiled by the stupidity of those who 
paid them. He had not the faculty of pretending about 
people because they admired him. He was exacting. 
He demanded that no one should admire..him for the 
opposite of what he was : and he was always prone to 
regard as enemies those who were his friends, by mistake. 
And so he was not at all pleased with Kling for seeing in 
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him a disciple of Wagnor, and trying to see connections 
between passages of his Liedcr end passages of the 
Tetralogy^ which had nothing in common but certain notes 
of the scale. And he had no pleasure in hearing one of 
his works sandwichcd^—together with a worthless imita¬ 
tion by a Wagnerian student—between two enormous 
blocks of Wagnerian drama. 

It was not long before he was stifled in the little chapel. 

It was just another Conservatoire, as narrow as the old 
Conservatoires, and more intolerant because it was the 
latest comer in art. Christopher began to lose his illusions 
about the absolute value of a form of art or of thought. 
Hitherto he had always b^ieved that great ideas bear 
their own light within themselves. Now he saw that 
ideas may change, but that men remain the same: and, in 
line, nothing counted but men : their ideas were what they 
were. If they were b^^rn meuiocre and servile, even genius 
became mediocre in its j' ^e through their souls, and 
the shoij^t of freedom of i. lero breaking his bonds be¬ 
came the act of slavery of succeeding generations.— 
Christopher could not refrain from expressing his feelings. 
He let no opportunity slip of jeering at fetishism in art. 
He declared that there was no need of idols, or classics 
of any sort, and that ho only had tho right to call himself 
the heir of the spirit of Wagner who was capable of 
trampling Wagner underfoot and so walking on and 
keeping himself in close communion with life^ Kling’s 
stupidity made Christopher aggressive. Ho set out all 
the faults and absurdities he could see in Wagner. The 
Wagnerians at once credited him with a grotesque jealousy 
of their God. Christopher for his part had no doubt 
that these same people who exalted Wagner since he was 
dead would have been the first to strangle him in his life : 
and he did them an injustice. Tho Klings and tho 
Laubers also had had their hour of illumination: they ' 
had ’-been advanced tw^enty years ago : and then, like 
most people, they had stopped short at that. Man has 
so little force that he is out of breath after the first 
ascent: very few are long-winded enough to gg on. 

Christopher’s attitude quickly alienated him from his 
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new friends. Their sympathy was a bargain : he had 
to side with them if, they were to side with him : and it 
was quite evident that Christopher would .not yield an 
inch : he would not join them. They lost their en¬ 
thusiasm for him. The eulogies which he refused to 
accord to the gods and demi-gods who were approved by 
tile cult, were withheld from him. They showed less 
eagerness to welcome his compositions : and some of the 
members began to protest against his name being too 
often on the programmes. They laughed at him behind 
his bat?k, and criticism went on : Kling and Lauber by 
not protesting seemed to take part in it. They would 
have avoided a breach with Christopher if possible : first 
because the minds of the (Germans of the Rhino like 
mixed solutions, solutions which are not solutions, and 
have the privilege of prolonging indefinitely an am¬ 
biguous situation : and, secondly, because they hoped 
in spite of everything to b' ’ to make use of him, by 
wearing him down, if not ^ orsuasion. ^ 

Christopher gave them no time for it. Wlienever he 
thought he felt that at heart any man disliked him, but 
would not admit it and tried to cover it up so as to re¬ 
main on good terms with him, he would never rest until 
he had succeeded in proving to him that he v^as his 
enemy. One evening at the W(M^mr-Verein when he had 
come up against a wall of hypocritical hostility, he could 
boar it no longer, and sent in hi.s resignation to Lauber,. 
without wasting words. Lauber could not understand 
it: and Mannheim hastened to Christopher to try 
and pacify him. At his first words Christopher burst 
out: 

“ No, no, no,—^no! Don’t talk to me about these 
people. I will not see them again. ... 1 cannot. I can¬ 

not. ... I am disgusted, horribly, with men : 1 can 
hardly bear to look at one.” 

Mannheim laughed heartily. He was thinking hiu/ih 
less of smoothing Christopher down than of having the 
fun of it. 

“ I know that they are not beautiful,” he said ; “ but 
that is nothing new : what new thing has happened ?”* 
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“ Nothing. I have had enough, that is all. . . . Yea, 
laugh, laugh at me : everybody knows I am mad. Pru¬ 
dent people act in accordance with the laws of logic and 
reason and sanity. I am not like that: I am a man who • 
acts only on his own impulse. When a certain quantity 
of electricity is accumulated in me it has to expend itself, 
at all costs : and so much the worse for the others if it 
touches them! And so much the worse for them! I 
am not made for living in society. Henceforth I shall 
belong only to myself.’’ 

“You think you can do without everybody else ?’* 
said Mannheim. “ You cannot play your music all by 
yourself. You need singer*’, an orchestra, a conductor, 
an audience, a claque. ...” 

Christopher shouted. 

“ No ! no ! no !” ^ 

But the last word made him jump. 

“ A claque ! Arc youf^|f%shamed ?” 

“ I am not talking of a claque—(although, indeed, 

it is the only means yet discovered of reve.aling the merit 
of a composition to the audience).—But you must have a 
claque : the author’s coterie is a claque, properly drilled 
by him : every author has his claque; that is what 
friends are for.” 

“ I don’t w"ant any friends !** 

“ Then you will be hissed.” 

“ I want to be hissed !” 

Mannheim was in the seventh heaven, 

“ You won’t have even that pleasure for long. They 
won’t play you.” 

‘ “ So be it, then ! Do you think I care about being a 
famous man ? . . . .^Yes. I was making for that with 
all my might. . . . Nonsense ! Folly ! Idiocy ! . . . 
As if the satisfaction of the vulgarost sort of pride could 
compensate for all the sacrifices—weariness, suffering, 
infamy, insults, degradation, ignoble concessions—which 
are the price of fame ! Devil take me if I ever bother 
'my head about such things again ! Never again ! Pub¬ 
licity is a vulgar infamy. I will be a private citizen and 
live for myself and those whom I love... 
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“ Good,’* said Mannheim, ironically. “ You must 
choose a profession. ,Why shouldn’t you make shoes ?” 

“ Ah ! if I were a cobbler like the incomparable Sachs !” 

. cried Christopher. “ How happy my life would be ! A 
cobbler all through the week,—and a musician on Sun¬ 
day, privately, intimately, for my own pleasure and that 
of 'my friends ! What a life that would be ! . . . Am I 
mad to waste my time and trouble for the magnificent 
pleasure of being a prey to the judgment of idiots ? Is 
it not much better and- finer to be loved and understood 
by a few honest men than to be heard, criticized, and 
toadied by thousands of fools ? . . . The devil of pride 
and thirst for fame shall never again take me : trust me 
for that !'* 

“ C?ertauily,” said >Iannheim. He thought: 

“ In an hour ho will say just the opposite.” He re¬ 
marked quietly : 

“ Then I am to go and s th things down with the 
Wagner- Verein 

Christopher waved his arras. 

“ What is the good of my shouting myself hoarse with 
tolling you ‘No,’ for the last hour ? . . . I tell you that 
I will never set foot inside it again ! I loathe all these. 
Wag'tver-Vereine, all these Vcreim, all tliese flocks of 
sheep who have to huddle together to bo able to baa in 
unison. Go and tell those slicep from me that I am a 
wolf, that I have teeth, and am not made for the pas¬ 
ture !” 

“ Good, good. I will tell them,” said Mannheim,' as 
he went. He was delighted with his morning’s enter- 
iamment. He thought: 

” He is mad, mad, mad as a hatter. ...” 

His sister to whom ho reported the interview at once 
shrugged her shoulders and said : 

“ Mad ? He would like us to think so ! . . • He is 
stupid, and absurdly vain. . . .” * • 

>|C 

« * 

Christopher went on with his fierce campaign in Wald- 
haus’s Review. It was not that it gave him pleasure : 
criticism disgusted him, and he was always wishing it at 
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the bottom of the esea. But he stuck to it because people 
wore trying to stop him; he did not wish to appear to 
have given in. 

Waldhaus was beginning to be uneasy. As long as he ^ 
was out of reach he had looked on at the aSray with the ’ 
calmness of an Olympian god. But for some weeks past 
the other papers had seemed to be beginning to disregard 
his inviolabilitv: they had begun te attack his vanity 
as a writer witt a rare malevolence in which, had Wald¬ 
haus been more subtle, he might have recognized the 
hand of a friend. As a matter of fact, the attacks were 
cunningly instigated by Ehrenfeld and Goldenring: they 
could see no other way of inducing him to stop Chris¬ 
topher's polemics. Their perception was justified. Wald¬ 
haus at once declared that Christopher was beginning to 
weary him : and ho witlidrcw his support. All the staff 
of the Review then tried'hard to silence Christopher ! 
But it were as easy to a dog who is about to devour 

his pr(^y ! Everything 0!|%jp4aid to him only excited him 
more. He called them poltroons, and declared that he 
would say everything—^3 very thing that he ought to 
say. If they wished to get rid of him, they were free 
to do so ! The whole town would know that they were 
as cowardly as the rest: but ho would not go of his own 
accord. , 

They looked at each other in consternation, bitterly 
blaming Mannheim for the trick he had played them in 
bringing such a madman among them.*Mannheim 
laughed, and tried hard to curb Christopher himself : and 
he vowed that with the next article Christopher would 
water his wine. They were incredulous : but the event 
proved that Mannheim had not boasted vainly. Chris¬ 
topher's next article, though not a model of courtesy, 
did not contain a single offensive remark about anybody. 
Mannheim's method vtas very simple : they were aH 
.amazed at not having thought of it before: Christopher 
never read what he wrote in the Review, and he hardly 
read the proofs of his articles, only very quickly and care¬ 
lessly. Adolf Mai had more than once passed caustic 
•remarks on the subject: he said that a printer's error was 
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a disgrace to a Review: and Cliristoplicr who did not 
regard criticism altogether as an art, replied that those 
who were upbraided m it would understand well enough. 
^ Mannheim turned this to account: he said that Chris- 
’ topher was right, and that correcting proofs was printer’s 
work : and he offered to take it over. Christopher was 
overwhelmed with gratitude : but they told him that 
such an arrangement would be of service to them and a 
saving of time for the Review. So Christopher left his 
proofs to Mannheim and asked him to correct them care¬ 
fully. ?Iaiinheim did : it was sport for him. At first 
he only ventured to tone down certain phrases and to 
delete here and there certain ungracious epithets. Em¬ 
boldened by success, he went further with his experi¬ 
ments : he began to alter sentences and their meaning : 
and he was reallv skilful in it. The whole art of it con- 
sisted in preserving the gcn^^ral appearance of the sen¬ 
tence and its characteristic while making it say 

exactly the opposite of wl O'hristophcr had meant. 
Mannheim took far more trouble to disfigure Christoprier’s 
articles than he would have doiio to write them himself : 
never had he worked so hard. But he enjoyed the 
result: certain musicians whom Christopher had hitherto 
pursued with his sarcasms were astounded tr^see him grow 
gradually gentle and at last sing their praises. The staff 
of the l^view w'ere delighted. Mannheim used to read 
aloud his lucubrations to them. 1’hey roared with 
laughter.' Ehrenfeld and Goldenring would say to 
Mannheim occasionally : 

“ Bo careful! You are going too far.” 

“ There’s no danger,” Mannheim would say. And he 
would go on with it. 

Christopher never noticed anything. He used to go 
to the office of the Review, leave his copy, and not bother 
about it any more. Sometimes he would take Mannheim 
aside and say: 

“ This time I really have done for the swine. Just 
read. . . 

Mannheim would read. 

** Well, what do you think of it 
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“ Terrible, my def*r fellow; tbcro’a nothing loft of 
them !’* • , , 

“ What do you think they will say ?’* 

** Oh ! there will be a fine row.” 

But there never was a row. On the contrarj^ every¬ 
body beamed at Christopher : people whom he detested 
would bow to him in the street. One day he came to*tho 
oflSce uneasy and scowling : and, thrftw ing a visiting-card 
on the table, he asked : 

“ What does this mean • 

It was the card of a. musician w^hom ho had slaughtered 
“ A thousand thanks'^ 

Mannheim replied with % laugh ; 

“ It is ironical.” 

Christopher w’’as set at rest. 

“ Oh !” he said. “ I was afraid my article had pleasctl 
him.” . ' ‘ * 

“Ho is furious,” sai^ i^ircnfeld : “but he docs not 
wish to seem so : he is as the strong man, and is 

just 'aughing.” ^ 

“ Ijaughing ? . . . Swine !” said Christophcr, furious 
once more. “ I shall write another article about him. 
.He laughs best >vh6 laughs last.” 

“No, no,”/said Waldhaus anxiously. “ I don’t think 
he is laughipg at you. It is humility : he is a good ("hris- 
tian. He is holding out the other cheek to the smiter.” 

“ So much the better !” said Christopher. “ Ah ! 
Coward I He has asked for it: he shall ha venTs Hogging.” 
Waldhaus tried to intervene. But the others laughed 
“ Let him be . . ,” said Mannheim. 

■ “ After all, . .” replied Waldhaus, suddenly reassured, 
“ a. little more or Icsg makes no matter ! ...” 

Christopher went away. His colleagues rocked and 
roared with laughter. When they had had their fill of 
it Waldhaus said to Mannheim : 

- “‘•All the same, it was a narrow squeak. . . . Please be 
careful. ‘We shall be caught yet.” 

“ Bah !” said Mamiheim. *” We have plenty of time. 
•. • . And, besides, I am making friends for him.” 



n 

ENGULFED 

CHRisTorHEE had got so far with his clumsy efforts 
towards the reform of Grcrman art when there happened 
to pass through the town a troupe of French actors. It 
would be more exact to say a band ; for as usual, they 
wore a collection of poor devils, picked up goodness knows 
where, and young unknown j^layers too happy to learn 
their art, provided they were allowed to act. They were 
all harnessed to the chari( ‘i. a famous and elderly 
actress who w'as making a to^-^. of (rermany, and, p^ipsing 
through the little princely tovjii, gave their performance 
there.. 

Waldhaus’ Review made a great fuss over them. Mann¬ 
heim and his friends knew, or pretended to know, about, 
the literary and social life of Paris: they u«ed to repeat 
gossip picked up in the boulevard newspapers and more 
or less understood ; they represented the French spirit in 
Germany. That robb^ Christopher of any desire to 
know more afcout it. Mannheim used to overwhelm him 
with praises of Paris. He had been there several times ; 
certain members of his family were there. He had re¬ 
lations in every country in Europe, and they had every¬ 
where assumed the nationality and aspect of the country : 
this tribe of the seed of Abraham included an English 
baronet, a Belgian senator, a French minister, a deputy 
in the Reichstag, and a Papal Count; and all of them, 
although they were united and filled with respect for'the 
stock, from which they sprang, were sincerely'English, 
Belgian, French, German, or Papal, for their pride never 
allowed of doubt that the country of their aaoption* was 
the greatest of all. Mannheim was paradoxically the 
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only one of them who was pleased to prefer all the 
countries to which he did not* belong. He, used often 
to talk of Paris enthusiastically, but as he was always 
extravagant in his talk, and, by way of praising the . 
Parisians, used to represent them as a species of scatter¬ 
brains, lewd and rowdy, who spent their time in love- 
making and revolutions without ever taking themselves 
seriously, Christopher was not greatly attracted by the 
“ Byzantine and decadent republic beyond the Vosges.” 
He used rather to imagine Paris* as it was presented in 
a najve engraving which he had seen as a frontispiece to 
a book that had recently appeared in a German art 
publication ; the Devil of ^iotre Dame appeared huddled 
up above the roofs of the town with the legend : 

“ Eternal luxury, like an insatiable Vampire, devours its 
prey above the great city'' • 

Like a good German he despised the debauched Volcae 
and their literature, of^’^ljh he only knew licentious 
buffooneries, L'Aiglon, JsMiame Sans Gene, and a few 
music-hall ditties. The snobbishness of the little town, 
where those people wlio w^ro most notoriously incapable 
of being interested in art flocked noisily to take places at 
the box office, brou|;ht him to an affectation of scornful 
indhTercnco t^waids the great actress. He vowed that he 
would not go one yard to hear her. It was the easier 
for him to keep his promise as seats had reached an 
exorbitant price which he could not afford. 

The repertoire which the French actors lEadT brought 
included a few classical pieces; but for the most part 
it was composed of tho.^e idiotic pieces which are ex¬ 
pressly manufactured in Paris for exportation, for 
notjimg is more international than mediocrity. Chris¬ 
topher knew La Tosca, which w’as to be the first produc¬ 
tion of the touring actors; he had seen it in translation 
adorned with all those easy graces which the company 
of aJ* little Rhenish theatre can give to a French play : 
and he Ia«wghed scornfully and declared that he was very 
clad, when he saw hi# friends go off to the theatre, not to 
have, to see it again. But next day he listened none 
the less eagerly, without seeming to listen, to tje enthusi- 
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astic tales of the delightful evening they had had : lie 
was angry at having lost the right to contradict them by 
having refused to see what everybody was talking about. 

The second production announced was a French trans¬ 
lation of Hamlet. Christopher had never missed an 
opportunity of seeing a play of Shakespeare’s. Shake¬ 
speare was to him of the same order as Beethoven, an 
inexhaustible spring of life. Hamlet had been specially 
dear to him during the period of stress and tumultuous 
doubts through which he had just passed. In spite of his 
fear of seeing himself refleetted in that magic mirror he 
was fascinated by it: and he prowled about the theatre 
notices, though he did not admit that he was longing to 
book a seat. But he was so obstinate that after what he 
had said to his friends he would not eat his words : and 
he would have stayed at home that evening if chance 
had not brought him in contact with Mannheim just as 
he was sadly going home. 

Mannheim took his arm airv^^told him angrilj’, though 
he never ceased his banter, tha^ an old beast of a relation, 
his father’s sister, had just come down upon them with 
all her retinue and that they bad all to stay at home to 
welcome her. He had tried to get out of it: but his 
father would brook no trifling wnth questions of family 
etiquette and the respect due to elderly relatives : and 
as he had to handle his father carefully because he 
wanted pro^ntly to get money out of him, he had had 
to give in and not go to the play. 

“ You had tickets asked Christopher. 

“ An excellent box : and I have to go and give it—(I 
am just going now)—to that old pig, Griinebaum, papa’s 
partner, so that he can swagger there with the she Grime- 
baum and their turkey hen of a daughter. Jolly ! . . . 
I want to find something very disagreeable to say t o .t hem. 
They won’t mind so long as I give them the tickets— 
although they would much rather they were bank-notes.” 

He stopped short with his mouth open and looked at 
Christopher: l 

Oh ! hut—but just the man I want 1” He chuckled : 

“ Christopher, are you going to the theatre . 
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“ No.” 

“ Good. You shall go. I ask it as a favour. You 
cannot refuse.” 

Christopher did not understand. 

“ But I have no seat.” 

“ Here you are!” said Mannheim triumphantly, 
thrusting the ticket into his hand. . 

“You are mad,” said Christopher. “What about 
3 "Our father’s orders ?” 

Mannheim laughed : , 

“ He will be furious !” he said. 

He dried his eyes and went on : 

“ I shall tap him to-morrow morning as soon as he is 
up l>efore he knows anything.” 

“ I cannot accept,” said Christopher, “ knowing that 
he would not like it. ” . 

“It does not concern you . you know nothing about it.” 

Christopher bad unful(Jp^Lthe ticket: 

“ And what would I dbN»«#^;h a box for four ?” 

“ vVhatever^ you like. You can sleep in it, dance if 
you like. Take some wolnen. You must know some 1 
If need be we can lend you some.” 

Christopher held lout the ticket to Mannheim : 

“ Certainly^not. Take it back.” 

“Not l,”.8aid Mannheim, stepping back a pace. “I 
can’t force you to go if it bores you. but I shan’t take it 
back. You can throw it in the fire or even take it 
virtuously to the Griinebaums. 1 don’t GSre*. Good¬ 
night !” 

He left Christopher in the middle of the street, ticket 
in hand, and went away. 

Christopher was unhappy about it. He said to him¬ 
self that he ought to take it to the Griinebaums : but he 
was not keen about the idea. He went home still ponder¬ 
ing, and when later he fooked at the clock he saw that 
ho had only just time enough to dress for the theatre. 
It would-ibe too silly to waste the ticket. He asked his 
• mother to go with But Louisa declared that she 

would rather go to bed. He went. At heart he was 
filled* with childish glee at the thought of l^s evening. 
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Only one thing worried him : the thought of having to 
be alone in such a pleasure. He had no remorse about 
Mannheim’s father or the Griinebaums, whose box he 
was taking : but he was remorseful about those whom 
he might have taken with him. He thought of the joy 
it could give to other young people like himself: and it 
hurt him not to be able to give it them. He cast about 
but could find nobody to whom he could offer his ticket. 
Besides, it was late and he must hurry. 

As he entered the theatre he passed by the closed 
window on which a poster announced that there was not 
a single seat left in the office. Among the people who 
were turning away from it disappointedly he noticed a 
girl who could not make up her mind to leave, and was 
enviously watching the people going in. She was dressed 
very simply in black ; she not very tall; her face 
was thin, and she looked delicate ;,iand at the moment 
he did not notice whether sb -' ore j^retty or plain. He 
passed her: then he stop^^wU, turned, and without 
stopping to think : 

“ You can’t get a scat, Fraiilein ?” he asked point- 
blank. 

She blushed, and said with a foreign' accent: 

“ No, sir.” V 

“ I have a box which I don’t know what,.to do with. 
Will you make use of it with me ?” 

She blushed again and thanked him, and said she could 
not acceptr'^hristopher was embarrassed by her refusal, 
begged her pardon and tried to insist, but he could riot 
persuade her, although it was obvious that she was 
dying to accept. He was very perplexed. He made up 
his mind suddenly. 

“ There is a way out of the difficulty,” he said. “ You 
take the ticket. I don’t want it. I have seen the 
play.” (He was boasting.) “It will give you more 
pleasure than me. Take it, please.” 

The girl was so touched by his proposal and the cordial 
manner in which it was made that l^ars all but came to 
her eyes. She murmured gratefully that she could not 
think of deriving him of it. 
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** Then, come,” he said, smiling. 

He looked so kind and honeSt that she was ashamed 
of having refused, and she said in some confusion : 

“ Thank you. I will come.” 

♦ 

* « 

They went in. The Mannheims’ box was wide, big, 
and faced the stage: it was impossible not to be seen in 
it if they had wished. It is useless to say that their entry 
passed unnoticed. Christopher made the girl sit at the 
front, while he stayed a little behind so as not to em¬ 
barrass her. She sat stiffly upright, not daring to turn 
her head : she was horribly shy : she would have given 
much not to have accepted. To give her time to re¬ 
cover her composure and not knowing w’hat to talk to her 
about, Christopher pretended to look the other ^vay. 
Whichever way he lookedMt was easily seen that his 
presence with an unkhown companion among the brilliant 
people of the boxes was i^^^ng much curiosity and com- 
mep^ He darted furious glances at those who were 
looking at him : he was a;igry that people should go on 
being interested in him when he took no interest in them. 
It did not occur tp him that their indiscreet curiosity 
was more busied with his companion than with himself 
and that the^ was more offence in it. By way of showing 
his utter indmcrence to anything they might say or think 
he leaned towards the girl and began to talk to her. She 
looked so scared by his talking and so unhap^' eJo having 
to yeply, and it seemed to bo so difficult for her to wrench 
out a “ Yes ” or a “ No ” without ever daring to look at 
him, that he took pity on her shyness, and drew back into 
a comer. Fortunately the play began. 

Christopher had not seen the play-bill, and he hardly 
cared to know what part the great actress was playing : 
ho was one of those simple people who go to the theatre 
to see the play and not the actors. He had never ^von- 
dere^ whether the famous player w'ould be Ophelia or 
the Queeifi; if he had wondered about it he would have 
inclined towards tlu? Queen, bearing in mind the ages 
of the two ladies. But it could never have occurred to 
him that she would play Hamlet. When he saw Hamlet, 
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and heard his mechanical dolly squeak, it was Bortie 
time before he could believe it; lie wondered if he were 
not dreaming. 

“ But who ? Who is it ?” he asked half aloud. “ It 
can’t be • 

And when ho had to accept that it was Hamlet, he 
rapped out an oath, wliich fortunately his companion 
did not hear because she was a foreigner, though it was 
heard perfectly in the next box : for he was at once in¬ 
dignantly bidden to be silent. He withdrew to the 
back of the box to swx*ar his fill. He could not recover 
his temjier. If he had been just he would have given 
homage to the elegance of the travesty and the tour de 
force of nature and art, winch made it possible for a 
woman of sixty to appear in a youth’s costume and even 
to seem beautiful in it—at legist to kindly eyes. But he 
hated all tmirs de force, everything, which violates and 
falsifies Nature, He liked a.'^’o.Tuan to be a woman, and 
a man a man. (It does rm often hap]>en nowadays.) 
The cldldish and absurd travesty of the liConoTu of 
Beethoven did not please bind much. But this travesty 
of Hamlet was beyond all dreams of the preposterous. 
To make of the robust Dane, fat ‘and pale, choleric, 
cunning, intelieciual, subject to liallucinations, a woman 
—not even a woman : for a woman playing the man can 
only be a monster,—to make of Hamlet a eunuch or an 
amlrogynou.s bet wixt-and-bet ween,—the times must be 
flabby indeed, criticism must be idiotic, to let such dis¬ 
gusting folly be tolerated for a single day and not hissed 
off the boards! The actress’s voice infuriated Chris¬ 
topher. She had that singing, laboured diction, that 
monotonous melopceia which seems to have been dear 
to the least poetic peojile in the world since the days of 
the Charapmesle and the Hait i de Bourgogne, Christopher 
was so exasperated by it that hh wanted to go away. He 
turned his back on the scene, and he made hideous faces 
against the wall of the box like a child put in the corner. 
Fortunately his comxianion dared pot look at him : for 
if .she had seen him she would have thought him m^. 

buddeu^y Christopher stopped making facesl He 
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stopped still and made no sound. A lovely musical voice, 

a young woman’s voice, grave and sweet, was heard. 

Christopher pricked up his ears. A*s she went on with her 

words he turned again, keenly interested to see what bird, 

could warble so. He saw Ophelia. In .truth she was 

nothing like the Ophelia of Shakespeare. She was a 

beautiful girl, tall, big and fine like a young Greek statue— 

Electra or Cassandra. She was brirAming with life. In 

spite of her efforts to keep within her part, the force of 

youth and joy that was in her shone forth from her body, 

her .movements, her gestures, her brown eyes that laughed 

in spite of herself. Such is the j)ower of physical beauty 

that Christopher who a moment before had been merciless 

in judging the interpretation of Hamlet never for a 

moment thought of regretting that Ophelia was hardly 

at all like his image of ht^ : and he sacrificed his image 

to the present vis^pn of ner * remorselessly. With the 

unconscious failhlessiio^ of people of passion he even 

found a profound truth j'outhful ardour brimming 

in che depths of the chaste and unhaj^py virgin heart. 

But the magic of the ^)ice, pure, warm, and velvety, 

worked the spell : every word sounded like a lovely 

chord : about eveiw syllable there hovered like the scent 

*■ 

of thyme or wild mint the laughing accent of the Midi 
with its fu^i rhythm. Strange w'as this vision of an 
Ophelia from Arles ! In it was something of that golden 
Bun and its wild north-west wind, its miMraL 

Christopher forgot his companion and cauie sftid sat by 
her side at the front of the box ; he never took his eyes 
off the beautiful actress whoso name he did not know. 
But the audience, who had not come to see an unknowii 
player, paid no attention to her, and only applauded when 
the female Hamlet spoke. That made Christopher 
grow} and call them “ Idiots !” in a low voice wli ch could 
be heard ten yards away. 

It was not until the curtain was lowered upon the first 
act that he remembered the existence of his companion, 
and seeing that she^was still shy he thought with a'smile 
of how he must have scared her with his extravagances. 
He was not far wrong : the girl whom chance jiad thrown 

, VOL. it. IIJ 
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in his company for a few hours was almost morbidly shy ; 
she must hayo been in ari abnormal state of excitement 
to have accepted Christopher’s invitation. She had 
hardly accepted it than she had wished at any cost to get 
out of it, to make some excuse and to escape. It had 
been much worse for her when she had seen that she 
w'aS an object of general curiosity, and her unhappiness 
had been increased almost past endurance when she 
heard behind her back—(she dared not turn round)— 
her companion’s low 'growls and imprecations. She 
expected anything now, and when ho came and sat by 
her she was frozen with terror : what eccentricity would 
he commit next ? She would gladly have sunk into the 
ground fathoms down. She drew back instinctively : 
she was afraid of touching liiin. 

But all her fears vanislK‘<l when the interval came, and 
she heard him say quite Icindly : 

“ I am an unpleasant co*f"^.rmion, eh ? I beg your 
pardon.” 

Then she looked at him, and saw the kind smile which 
had induced her to come with him. 

Ho went on : 

“ I cannot hide what I think. . . But you know it 
is too much ! . . . Thai woman, that old woman ! , . 

He made a face of disgust. 

She smiled, and said in a low voice ; 

“ It is fine, in s^jite of everything.” 

He noticed her accent, and asked * 

“ You are a foreigner ?” 

“ Yes,” said she. 

He looked at her modest gown. 

“ A governess ?” ho said. 

“Yes.” 

“ What nationality V* 

She said : 

“ I am French.” 

He made a gesture of surprise : 

“French ? I should not have thought it.” 

“ Why ?” she asked timidly. 

“ You so . . . serious !” said be. 
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(She thought it was not altogother a compliment from 
him.) 

“There aie serious people also in France,”.said she 
confusedly. 

He looked at her honest little face, with its slightly 
protruding forehead, little straight nose, delicate chin, 
and thin cheeks franu'd in her chestnut hair. It was not 
she that, he saw : he was thinking of the beautiful actress. 
He repeated: 

“ It is strange that you should be French ! . . . Are 
you really of the same nationality as Ophelia ? One 
would never think it.” 

After a moment's silence he went on : 

“ How beautiful she is !” without noticing that ho 
seemed to be making a comparison between the actress 
and his companion that m^is n.ot at all flattering to her. 
But she felt it: but«she did not mind : for she was of the 
same opinion. He tricy' > find out about the actress 
from her : but she knew'Nothing : it was plain that she 
did not know much about the theatre. 

“ You must be glad to hear French ?” he asked. He 
meant it in jest, but he touched her. 

“ Ah !” she said, with an accent of sincerity which 

• V 

struck him, “ it dues mo so much good ! 1 am stifled 

here.” 

He looked at her more closely : she clasped her hands, 
and scorned to be oppressed. But at once shg thought 
of how her words might hurt him : * 

■ “ Forgive me,” she said. “ I don’t know what I am 
saying.” 

' He laughed : 

“ Don’t beg parthDn ! You arc quite right. You don’t 
need to bo French to be stifled hero. Ouf ?” 

He threw back his shoulders and took a long breath. 

But she w'as ashamed of having been so free, and 
relapsed into silence. Besides, she had just seen that 
the people in the boxes next to them were listening to 
what they were saying : he noticed it, too, and was 
wrathful. They broke off: and until the end of the 
interval he went out into the corridor. The girl’s words 
"'•^re ringing in his ears, but ho was l<5fet in dreams : the 
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imago of Opholia filled his thoughts, lluring the suc¬ 
ceeding acts<Bhe tookrholtl of him completely, and when 
the beautiful actress came to the msid scene and the 
•melancholy songs of love and death, her voice gave forth 
notes so moving that he was bowled over : he felt that 
he was going to burst into tears. Angrj^ with himself 
for‘what he took to be a sign of weakness—(for he would 
not admit that a true artist can weep)—and not wishing 
to make an object of himself, ho left the box abruptly. 
The corridors and the fo^^er w'ere empty. In his agita¬ 
tion he went down the stairs of the theatre, and went 
out without knowing it. Ho had to breathe the cold 
night air, and to go striding through the dark, half-empty 
streets. He came to himself by the edge of a canal, and 
leaned on the parapet of the bank and watched the silent 
water w^hereon the refletdions hi the street lamps danced 
in the darkness. His soul was like that: it was dark and 
heaving : he could see nothin;^'’;nt but great joy dancing 
on the surface. The clocks mhg the hour. It was im¬ 
possible for him to go back to the theatre and hear the 
end of the play. To see the 'triumph of .Fortinbras ? 
No, that did not tempt him. A f^ne triumph that! 
Who thinks of envying the conqueror ? Who would be. 
he after being gorged wdth all the wild and abs^ird savagery 
of life ? The whole play is a formidable iii lictment of 
life. But there is such a power of life in it that sadness 
becomes joy, and bitterness intoxicates. . . . 

Christopher went home without a thought- for the 
unknown girl, whose name even he had not ascertained. 

* 

* ♦ 

Next morning he went to see the actress at the little 
third-rate hotel in which the impresario had quartered 
her with her comrades, while the great actress had put 
up at the best hotel in the town. He was conducted to 
a very untidy room, where the remains of breakfast were 
left on an open piano, together with hairpins and tbrh 
and dirty sheets of music. In the next room Ophelia 
was singing at the top of her voice, like a child, for the 
pleasure of making a noise. She stopped for a moment 
when her visitor ijras announced to ask merrily in a loud. 
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voice, without caring whether she were heard through the 
wall: 

“What does he want? Whatsis his name? Chris- 
topher ? Christopher what 1 Christopher Krafft ? What 
a name !” 

(She repeated it two or three times, rolling her r*s 
terribly.) 

“ It is like a swear-** 

(She swore.) 

“ Is he young or old ? Pleasant ? Very well. I’ll 
come.” 

She began to sing again : 

Nothing is S'toatcr than my love . . while she 
rushed about her room cursing a tortoise-shell pin which 
had got lost in all the rubbish. She lost patience, began 
to growl, mimicking a li(%n’s roar. Although he could 
not see her, Christ<jpbcr followed all her movements on 
the other side of tlje .in imagination, and laughed 
to himself. At last h^^nea^d steps approaching, the 
door was flung open, and Ophelia appeared. 

She was half dressed,* in a loose gown which sji6 was 
holding about her waist: her bare arms showed in her 
wide sleeves : her *hair was carelessly done, and locks of 
it fell dowm into her eyes and over her cheeks- Her fine 
brown eyes* smiled, her lips smiled, her cheeks smiled, 
and a charming dimple in her chin smiled. In her 
beautiful grave melodious voice she asked him to excuse 
her appearance. She knew that there was ribthing to 
excuse, and that ho could only be very grateful to her 
for it. She thought he was a journalist come to inter¬ 
view her. Instead of being annoyed when he told her 
th^t he had come Jo her entirely of his own accord, and 
because he admired her, she was delighted. She w’as a 
good girl, affectionate, delighted to please, and making 
no effort to conceal her delight. Christopher^s visit and , 
hi^ enthusiasm made her very happy—(she was not yet 
spoiled by flattery). She was so natural in all her move¬ 
ments and ways, even in her little vanities and her* naive 
delight in giving pleasure, that he was not embarrassed 
for a single moment. They became old friends at once. 
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He could jabber a few words of French: and she could 
jabber a few words of German : after an hour they told 
each other all their secrets. She never thought of send- 
. ing him away. The splendid gay southern creature, in¬ 
telligent and warm-hearted, who would have been bored 
to tears with her stupid companions and in a country 
whose language she did not know, a country without the 
natural joy that w'a*s in herself, was glad to find someone 
to talk to. As for Christopher, it was an untold blessing 
for him to meet the fre^-ixearted girl of the South, filled 
with the life of the people, in the midst of his narrow,and 
insincere fellow-citizens. He did not yet know the work¬ 
ings of such natures which, unlike the Germans, have no 
more in their minds and hearts"than they show, and often 
not even as much. But at least she was young, she was 
alive, she said frankly, rawdy, what she thought: she 
judged everj^thing freely from a nc^v and a fresh point 
of view: in her it was possit|k^ breathe a little of the 
north-west wdnd that swee^ aw'aj^ mists. She w^as 
gifted. Uneducated and unthinking, she could at olioe 
feel w’jth her w^hole heart and** be sincerely moved by 
things which were beautiful and good; and then, a 
moment later, she would burst out Ikughing, She was 
a coquette and made eyes ; she did not mind showing 
her bare anns and neck under her half-opeiu^ gowm; she 
would have liked to turn Christopher’s head, but it was 
all purely instinctive. There was no thought of gaining 
her own 'endL in her, and she much preferred to laugh, 
and talk blithely, to be a good fellow, a good chum, with¬ 
out ceremony or aw'kwardness. She told him about the 
underworld of the theatre, her little sorrows, the silly, 
susceptibilities of her comrades, the bickerings of Jezebel 
—(so she called the great actress)—who took good care 
not to let her shine. He confided his sufferings at the 
hands of the Germans : she clapped her hands and played 
chorus to him. She was kind, and would not speak* ill 
of anybody; but that did not keep her from dping so, 
and while she blamed herself for h^r malice, when she 
laughed at anybody, she had a fund of mocking humour 
and that realistic and witty gift of observation which 
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Belongs to the people of the South; she could not resist 
it, and drew cuttingly satirical portraits. With her pale 
lips she laughed merrOy to show her teeth, •like those of 
a puppy, and dark eyes shone in her pale face, which was 
a little discoloured by grease-paint. 

They noticed suddenly that they had been talking for 
more than an hour. Christopher proposed to come for 
Corinne—(that was her stage nam«i)—in the afternoon 
and show her over the town. She was delighted w’ith the 
idea, and they arranged to meet immediately after dinner. 

At the appointed hour he t*urned up. Corinne was 
sitting in the little drawing-room of the hotel, with a 
book in her hand, which she was reading aloud. She 
greeted him with smiling eyes, but did not stop reading 
until she had finished her sentence. Then she signed to 
him to sit down on the so|a by her side : 

“ Sit there,’' she said, “ and don’t talk. I am going over 
my part. I shall Save finished in a quarter of an hour.” 

She followed the soii^, with her finger-nail, and read 
very quickly and carelessly, like a little girl in a hurry. 
He offered to hear her* her words. She passed him the 
book, and got up to repeat what she had learned. She 
floundered, and would repeat the end of one sentence 
four times before going on to the next. She shook her 
head as she recited her part; her hairpins fell down 
and all over the room. When she could not recollect 
some word, she was as impatient as a naughty child; 
sometimes she sw^ore comically or she would use big 
•words—one w^ord with which she apostrophized her¬ 
self was very big and very short. Christopher was 
astonished by the mixture of talent and childishness in 
her. She would produce moving tones of voice quite 
aptly, but in the rtiiddle of a speech into which she seemed 
to be throwing her whole he^rt she would say a whole 
string of wori that had absolutely no meaning. She 
recital her lesson like a parrot, without troubling aboutf 
its mejaning, and then she produced burlesque nonsense. 
She ^d not worry about it. When she saw it, she would 
shout with laughter. At last she said: ‘‘ Zut! ’ ’ snatched the 
book from him, flung it into a corner of the room, and said; 
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“ Holidays ! The hour has struck ! . . . Now let us 
go out.” 

He was a little anxious about her part, and aaked : 

“ You think j^ou wild know it ?” 

She replied confidently : 

“ Certainly. What is the prompter for She went 
into her room to put on her hat. Christopher sat at the 
piano while he was waiting for her, and struck a few 
chords. From the next room she called : 

“ Oh ! What is that J Play some more ! How pretty 
it is !” 

She ran in, pinning on her hat. Ho went on. When 
he had finished she wanted him to play more. She went 
into ecstasies with all the little arch exclamations habitual 
to Frenchwomen which they make about Tristan and a 
cup of chocolate equally. It j?.iade Christopher laugh ; it 
was a change from the trtoendous $ilTected, clumsy ex¬ 
clamations of the Germans ; thyit, were both exaggerated 
in different directions ; one *ae a mountain out of a 
mole-hill, the other made a mole-hill out of a mountafei; 
the French was not less ridiculovs than the German, but 
for the moment it seemed more pleasant because he loved 
the lips from which it came. Corinnb wanted to know 
what he was playing, and when she learned that he had 
composed it she gave a shout. Ho had told her during 
their conversation in the morning that he was a com¬ 
poser, but she had hardly listened to him. She sat by 
him and insisted on his playing everything that he had 
composed. Their walk was forgotten. It was not mere 
politeness on her part; she adored music, and had an 
admirable instinct for it which supplied the deficiencies- 
of her education. At first he did not take her seriously, 
and played his easiest melodies. But when he had play^ 
a passage by which he set more store, and saw that, she 
, preferr^ it, too, although he had not said anything about 
it, he was joyfully surprised. With the naive astonish¬ 
ment of the Germans when they meet a Frenchman who 
is a good musician, he said : 

“ Odd. How good your taste is ! I should never have 
thought it. ...” • 
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Coriime laughed in his face. 

He amused himself then by selecting compositions more 
and more difficult to understand, to^ee how f&r she would 
CO with him. But she did not seem to be put out by his 
boldness, and after a particularly new melody which * 
Christopher himself had almost come to doubt, because 
he had never succeeded in having it accepted in Germany, 
he was greatly astonished when Corlnne begged him to 
play it again, and she got up and began to sing the notes 
irom memory almost without a mistake ! He turned 
towards her and took her hands warmly : 

“ But you are a musician !” he cried. 

She began to laugh, and explained that she had made 
her d^but as a singer in provincial opera-houses, but that 
an impresario of touring companies had recognized her 
disposition towards the poetic theatre, and had enrolled 
her in its service. ^le exclaimed : 

“ What a pity 1” 

“ Why said she. v. oetry also is a sort of music.** 

She made him explain to her the meaning of liLs Lieder ; 
he told her the German words, and she repeated them 
with easy mimicry, copying even the movements of his 
lips and eyes as* he pronounced the words. When 
‘she tried to sing from memory, she made grotesque 
mistakes, and when she forgot, she invented words, gut¬ 
tural and barbarously sonorous, which made them both 
laugh. She did not tire of making him play, nor he of 
playing for her and hearing her pretty voices she did 
not know tho tricks of the trade, and sang a little from 
the throat, like a little girl, and there was a curious fragile 
•quality in her voice that was very touching. She told 
him frankly what she thought. Although she could not 
explain why she Rked or disliked anythmg, there was 
alwa^ys some grain of sense hidden in her judgment. The 
odd thing was that she •found least pleasure in the most 
classical passages which w’ere most appreciated in Ger¬ 
many ;.she paid him a few compliments out of politeness; 
but they obviously meant nothing. As she had no 
musical culture, she had not the picture which amateurs 
And even artists find in what is already heard, a pleasure 
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which often makes them unconsciously reproduce, or, in 
a new composition, like,- forms or formulas which they 
have already used in (»ld compositions. Nor did she have 
the German taste foi melodious sentimentaility (or, at 
least, her sentimentality was different; Christopher did 
not yet know its failings)—she did not go into ecstasies 
ovpr the soft insipid music preferred in Germany; she 
did not single out *110 most melodious of his Liedary — 
melody which he would have liked to destroy because his 
friends, only too glad to bo able to compliment him on 
something, were alwaj’s talking about it. Corinno’s 
dramatic instinct made her prefer the melodies which 
frankly reproduced a certain passion ; he also set most 
store by them. And yet she did not hesitate to show 
her lack of sympathy with certain rude harmonics which 
seemed quite natural to Chri:do))her ; they gave her a 
sort of shock when she came upon them ; she would stop 
then and ask “ if it was really When he said “ Yes,” 
then she would rush at theWidiculty ; but she would 
make a little grimace which did not escape Christopher. 
Sometimes even she would prefer to skip the bar. Then 
he would play it again on the piano. 

“ You don’t like that V* he would ask. 

She would screw up her nose. 

“ It is wrong,” she would say. 

“ Not at ail,” he would reply with a laugh. “ It is quite 
right. Think of its meaning. It is right there, isn’t it ?” 

(He pouited to her heart.) 

But she would shake her head : 

“ Maybe ; but it is wrong here.” (She pulled her ear.) 

And she would be a little shocked by the sudden out^ 
bursts of German declamation. 

Why should he talk so loud ?” shS would ask. “ He 
is all alone. Aren’t you afraid of his neighbours over-' 
hearing him ? It is as though—(Forgive me! You 
won’t be angry ?)—he were hailing a boat.” ; 

He was not angry ; he laughed heartily, ho recognized 
that there was some truth m what she said. Her remarks 
amused him ; nobody had ever said such things before. 
They agreed that declamation in singing generally deforma 
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the natural word like a magnifying>glass. Corinne asked 
Christopher to write music a piece in which she would 
speak to the accompaniment of th.^ orchestia, singing a 
few sentences every now and then. He was fired by the 
idea, in spite of the difficulties of the stage setting, which, 
he thought, Corinne’s musical voice would easily over¬ 
come, and they made plans for the future. It was not 
far short of five o’clock when they tl ought of going out. 
Night fell early. They could not think of going for a 
walk. Corhine had a rehearsal^ at the theatre in the 
evening ; nobody was allowed to* be present. She made 
him promise to come and fetch her during the next 
afternoon to take the walk they had planned. 

♦ * 

Next day they did almost the same again. Ho found 
Corinne in front of her mxrror, perched on a high stool, 
swinging her legs ; she was trying on a wdg. Her dresser 
was there, and a hair~d er of the town, to whom she 
was giving instructions about a curl which she wished to 
have higher up. As she looked in the glass she saw 
Christopher smiling behind her back ; she put out her 
tongue at him. The hair-dresser wont away with the 
. wig, and she turned gaily to Christopher : 

“ Good-dav, mv friend !” she said. 

She hold up her <dieek to bo kissed. He had not 
expected such intimacy, but he took advantage of it all 
the same. She did not attach so much importance to 
the favour ; it wm to her a greeting like any otKer. 

'* Oh ! I am happy !” said she. “ It wall do very well 
to-night.” (She w'as talking of her wdg.) “ I was so 
' wretched! If you had come this morning, you would 
have found me abs.olutely miserable.” 

Ho asked why. 

It was because the Parisian hair-dresser had made a 
mistake in packing, anci had sent a wdg which was not ^ 
suitable to the part. 

“ Quite flat,” she said, “ and falling straight down. 
When I saw it I wopt like a Magdalen. Didn’t 1, D4- 
6ir<&e ?” 

” When I came in,” said Desiree, ” I ’was afraid for 
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Madame. Madame was quite white. Madame loolced 
like death.” 

ChristopKer laughe^l. Corinne saw him in her mirror : 

“ Heartless wTet(^h‘; it makes you laugh,” she said 
indignantly. • 

She began to laugh, too. 

•He asked her how the rehearsal had gone. Everything 
had gone off well. **'She would have liked the other parts 
to be out more and her own less. They talked so much 
that they wasted part of the afternoon. She dressed 
slowly; she amused herself by asking Christopher’s 
opinion about her dresses. Christopher praised her 
elegance, and told her naively in Ida Franco-German 
jargon that he had never seen anybody so “ luxurious.” 
She looked at him for a moment, and then burst out 
laughing. i 

“ What have I said ?”‘hc asked.. “ Have I said any¬ 
thing wrong ?” 

“No, no,” she cried, rocl^^" with laughter. “You 
have not indeed.'* • 

At last the}" w’ent out. Hcr%striking costumo and her 
exuberant chatter attracted attention. 8he looked at 
everything with her mocking eyes, and made no effort 
to conceal her impressions. She chuckled at the dress¬ 
makers’ shops, and at the picture post-card shops in which 
sentimental scenes, comic and obscene drawings, the town 
cocottes, the Imperial family, the Emperor as a sea- 
dog holding the wheel of the Gennania and defying the 
heavens, were all thrown together higgledy-piggledy. She 
giggled at a dinner-service decoration with Wagner’s cross- 
grained face, or at a hair-dresser’s shop-window, in which 
there was the wax head of a man. She made no attempt 
to modify her hilarity over the patriofio monument repre¬ 
senting the old Emperor in a travelling coat and a peaked 
cap, together with Prussia, the (German States, and a nude 
Genius of War. She made remarks about anything in the 
faces of the people or their way of speaking that struck 
her as funny. Her victims were le^t in no doubt about 
it, as she maliciously picked out their absurdities. Her 
instinctive mimicry made her sometimes imitfite with' her 
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mouth and noBe their broad grimaces and frowns, with¬ 
out thinking ; and she would blow out her cheeks as she 
repeated fragments of sentences anH words lhat struck 
her as ^otesque in sound as shb caught them. He , 
laughed heartily, and was not at all embarrassed by her 
impertinence, for he was no longer easily embarrassed. 
Fortunately, he had no groat reputation to lose, or his 
walk would have ruined it for ever. 

They visited the cathedral. Corinne wanted to go to 
the top of the spire, in spite of her high heels and long 
dress, which swept the stairs or was caught in a comer of 
the staircase ; she did not worry about it, but pulled the 
stuff, which split, and weet on climbing, holding it up. 
She wanted very much to ring tlie bells. From the top 
of the tower she declain^ed Victor Hugo (he did not 
understand it), and sang unpopular French song. After 
that she played the jnuezzin. Dusk was falling. They 
went down into the catlM|p:al, where the dark shadows 
were creeping along the gigantic walls in which the magic 
eyes of the windows were shining. Kneeling in one of 
the side-chapels, Christof^ier saw the girl who had shared 
his box at Hamht. She was so absorbed in her prayers 
jLhat she did not see'him : he saw that slie was looking sad 
and tired. He would have liked to speak to her, just 
to say, “ How do you do ?” but Corinne dragged him off 
like a whirlwind. 

They parted soon afterguards. She had to get ready 
for the performance, wliich began early, as usual in Ger¬ 
many. He had hardly reached home when there was a 
ring at the door and a letter from Corinne was handed in : 

‘‘ Luck ! Jezebe] ill I No performance ! No school I 
Come ! Let us dine together ! 

** Your friend, 

“ CORINETTE. 

^ P.S.—Bring plenty of music !** 

It was some time before he understood. When he did 
understand he was as happy as Corinne, and went to the 
hotel at once. He was afraid of finding the whole com- 
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pany assembled at dinner ; but he saw nobody. Corinne 
herself was not there. At last he heard her laughing 
voice at the back the house : he went to -look for her 
and found her in the‘kitchen. She had taken it into her 
head to cook a dish in her own way, one of those southern 
dishes which fiDs the whole neighbourhood with its aroma 
and would awaken a stone. Slie was on excellent terms 
with the large proprietress of the hotel, and they were 
jabbering in a horrible jargon that was a mixture of 
(Jerman, French, and negro, though there is no word to 
describe it in any language. They were laughing loudly 
and making each other taste their cooking. Christopher’s 
appearance made them noisier than ever. They tried 
to push him out; but- he struggled and succeeded in 
tasting the famous dish. He made a face. She said he 
was a barbarous Teuton and^that it was no use putting 
herself out for him. « 

They went up to the little ^[^jng-room where the table 
was laid ; there were only two places, for himself cyid 
Corinne. He could not help asking her where her com¬ 
panions were. Corinne waved her hands carelessly : 

“ I don’t know.” 

“ Don’t you sup together ?” 

“ Never ! We see enough of each other at the theatre 1 
. . . And it would be awful if we had‘to meet at 
meals 1 . ..” 

It was so different from German custom that he was 
surprised and charmed by it. 

“ I thought,” he said, “ you were a sociable people I’* 

“Well,” said she, “ am I not sociable ?” 

“ Sociable means living in society. We have to see 

each other! Men, women, children we all belong, to 

societies from birth to death. We are always making 

societies: we eat, sing, think m societies. When the 

societies sneeze, we sneeze too : we don’t have a diink 

* * 

except with our societies.” ^ 

“ That must be amusing,” said she. “ Why ’iiot out 
of the same glass ?” • 

“ Brotherly, isn’t it 1” 

“ That for fraternity I I like being * brotherly ’ with 
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people 1 like : not with the others. . . , 
not society : that is an ant-heap.” 

“ Well, you can imagine how happy I am here, for I 
think as you do.” ’ 

“ Come to us, then !” . 

He asked nothing better. He questioned her about 
Paris and the French. She told him much that was not 
perfectly accurate. Her southern prop1?hsity for boasting 
was mixed with an instinctive desire to shine before him. 
According to her, everybody in P^aris was free : and as 
everybody in Paris was intelligent, eveiybody made good 
use of their liberty, and no one abused it. Everybody 
did what they liked ; thought, believed, loved or did not 
love, as they liked ; nobody had anything to say about 
it. There nobody meddled with other people's beliefs, 
or spied on their consciences or tried to regulate their 
thoughts. There politicians never dabbled in literature 
or the arts, and never gaj||^orders, jobs, and money to 
their friends or clients. T^ere little cliques never dis¬ 
posed of reputation or success, journalists were never 
bought; there men of let*#ers never entered into contro¬ 
versies with the Church, that could lead to nothing. 
There criticism never stifled unknown talent, or ex¬ 
hausted its praises upon recognized talent. There suc¬ 
cess, success at all costs, did not justify the means, and 
command the adoration of the public. There were only 
gentle mamiers, kindly and sweet. There w'as never any 
bitterness, never any scandal. Everybody helped every¬ 
body else. Every worthy newcomer was certain to find 
hands held out to him and the w^ay made smooth for him. 
Pure love of beauty filled the chivalrous and disinterested 
sou^s of the French^ and they were only absurd in their 
idealism, which, in spite of their acknowledged wit, made 
them.the dupes of other nations. 

Christopher listened open-mouthed. It was certainly 
marvellous. Corinne marvelled herself as she heard her 
words. ‘She had forgotten what she had told Christopher 
the day before about, the difficulties of her past life. He 
gave no more thought to it than she. 

■ And yet Corinne was not only concerned with making 
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the Gennan love her country : she wanted to make herr 
self loved, too. A whole evening without flirtation would 
have seemed austto and rather absurd to her. She 
made eyes at Christopher; but it was trouble wasted : 
he did not notice it. Christopher did not know what it 
was to flirt. He loved or did not love. When he did not 
love he was miles from any thought of love. He liked 
Corinne enormoh.sly. He felt the attraction of her 
southern nature ; it was so new to him. And her sweet¬ 
ness and good liumouv, her quick and lively intelligence : 
many more reasons than he needed for loving. Birb the 
spirit blows W'here it listeth. It did not blow in that 
direction, and as for j)laying at love, in love’s absence, 
the idea had never occurred to him. 

Corinne was amused by hv^ coldness. She sat by his 
side at the piano w’hile hc^ jjlayed the music he had 
brought with him, and put her arm round his neck, and 
to follow the music she Ic^^d tow'ards the kej^board, 
almost pressing her check nrRiiist his. He felt .her hair 
touch his face, and quite close to him saw the cornel" of 
her mocking eye, her pretty kttle mouth, and the light 
down on her tip-tilted nose. She waited, smiling—she 
waited. Christopher did not undei*stand the invitation. 
Corinne W'as in his way : that w'as all he thought of. 
Mechanically he broke free from her and moved his chair. 
And when, a moment later, he turned to speak to Corinne, 
he saw that she was choking with laughter : her cheeks ^ 
were dimpled, her lips were pressed together, and she* 
seemed to be holding herself in. 

“ What is the matter he said, iii his astonishment. 

She looked at him and laughed aloud. 

He did not understand. 

** Why are you laughing?” he asked. “Did I'say 
anything funny ?” . • 

The more he insisted, the mote she laughed. When she 
had almost finished she had only to look at his crestfallen 
appearance to break out again. She got up, ran to the 
sofa at the other end of the room, /ind buried her face in 
the cushions to laugh her fill; her whole body shook with 
it. He began to laugh too, came towards her, and slapped 
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hcf on the back. When she had done laughing she raised 
her head, dried the tears in her eyes, and held out her 
hands to him. * 

“ What a good boy you are !” shc’said. 

“ No worse than another.” 

She went on, shaking occasionally with laughter, still 
holding his hands. 

“Frenchwomen are not serious •she asked. (She 
pronoiinocd it : “ Fraf^omse.^^) 

“You are making fun of yie,” he said good- 
humouredly. 

She looked at him kindly, shook his hands vigorously, 
and said : 

“Friends?” , 

“ Friends !” said he, slu^dng her hand. 

“You will think of Corine!te when she is gone ? You 
won’t be angry with, the Frenchwoman for not being 
serious ?” 

“ And Corinette won’t 'W angry with the barbarous 
Teuton for being so stupid ?” 

“That is why she lovesjiim. . . . You will come.and 
see her in Paris ?” 

“it is a promise. . . . And she—she will write to 
him ?” 

“ I sw'ear it. . . . You say : ' I swear.’ ” 

“ I swamr.” 

“!No, not like that. You must hold up your hand.” 
'She recited the oath of the Heratii. She made hiin pro¬ 
mise to WTite a play for her, a melodrama, which could 
be translated into French and played in Paris by her. 
She was going aw'ay next day with her company. He 
promised to go and see her again the day after at Frank¬ 
fort, whore they wer5 giving a performance. 

They stayed talking for some time. She presented 
Christopher with a photograph in which she was much 
decoljetee, draped only in a garment fastening below 
her shoulders. Tliey parted gaily, and kissed like brother 
and sister. And, indeed, once Corinne had seen tliat 
Christopher was fond of her, but not at all in love, she 
began to be fond of him, too, without love, as a good friend. 

VOL. II. * « ^ 
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Their sleep was not troubled by it. He could not see 
her off next day, because he was occupied by a rehearsal. 
But on th6 day following he managed to go to Frankfort 
as he had promised. It was a few hours’ journey by rail. 
Corinne hardly believed Christopher’s promise. But he 
had taken it seriously, and when the performance began 
he was there. When he knocked at her dressing-room 
door during the iliterval, she gave a cry of glad surprise 
and threw her arms round his neck with her usual exuber¬ 
ance. She was sincerely grateful to him for having come. 
Unfortunately for Christopher, she was much more sought 
after in the city of rich, intelligent Jews, who could 
appreciate her actual beauty and her future success. 
Almost every minute there w'as a knock at the door, and 
it opened to reveal men with [eavy faces and quick eyes, 
who said the conventional things with a thick accent, 
Corinne naturally made eyes, and then she would go on 
talking to Christopher in same affected, provoking 
voice, and that irritated himf And he found no pleasure 
in tiie calm lack of modesty with which she went on 
dressing in his presence, and,the paint and grease with 
which she larded her arms, throat, and face filled him 
with profound disgust. He was 0*1 the point of going 
away without seeing her again after the performance; 
but when he said good-bye and begged to be excused 
from going to the supper that was to be given to her after 
the play, she was so hurt by it and so affectionate, too, 
that he could not hold out against her. She had a time-* 
table brought, so as to prove that he could and must stay 
an hour v ith her. He only needed to be convinced, and 
he was at the supper. He was even able to control his 
annoyance with the follies that were indulged in and his 
irritation at Corinne’s coquetries vvith all and sundry. 
It was impossible to be angry with her. She was an 
honest girl, without any moral principles, lazy, sensual, 
pleasure-loving, childishly coquettish; but at the same 
time BO loyal, so kind, and all her faults were so spon¬ 
taneous and so healthy that it was only possible to smile 
at them and even to love them. Christopher, who was 
sitting opposite her, watched her animation, her rltdiant 
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eyes, her rather heavy jaw, with its Italian smile—that 
smile in which there is kiiidnestJ, subtle!}", and a sort of 
heavy greediness. He saw her mory clearly than ho had 
yet done. Some of her features reminded him of Ada: 
certain gestures, certain .looks, certain sensual and rather 
coarse tricks—^the eternal feminine. But what he loved 
in her was her southern nature, that generous nature 
which is not niggardly with its gifts, which never troubles 
to fashion drawing-room beauties and literary cleverness, 
but harmonious creatures who are^made body and mind 
to grow in the air and the sun. When he left she got up 
from the table to say good-bye to him away from the 
others. They kissed and renewed their promises to write 
and meet again. ^ 

He took the last train 'lome. At the station a train 
coming from th(' opposite cnrection was waiting. In the 
carriage opposite his-^a tliird-ei’ass compartment—(/hris- 
topher saw the young Frt^^iwoman wlio had been with 
him to the performance o^nfamht. She saw Christopher 
and recognized him. They were both astonished. They 
bowed and did not movj, and dared not look again. 
And yet ho had seen at once that she was wearing a little 
travelling toque and* had an old valise by her side. It 
did not occur to him that she was leaving the country. 
He thought she must be going away for a few" day^s. He 
did not know whether he ought to s}>eak to her. Ho 
stopped, turned over in his mind what to say, and was 
‘just about to lower the window of the carnage to Address 
a few words to her, when the signal was given. He gave 
up the idea. A few seconds passed before the train 
nmved. They looked straight at each other. Each W"as 
alone, and their faces w'cre pressed against the window"S, 
and they looked into*eaoh other's eyes through the night. 
They were separated by two windows. If tlu\v had 
reached out their hands" fhoy could have touched each 
othe^. So near. So far, I’iie carriages shook heavily. 
She was s^iil looking at him, shy no longer, now that they 
were parting. They -v^ere so absorbed in looking at each 
other that they never even thought of bowing for the 
la^t time. She was slowly borne away. He saw her 
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disappear, and the train which bore her plunged into, 
the night. Like two circling worlds, they had passed 
close to each other tj. infinite space, and now they sped 
apart perhaps for eternity. 

When she had disappeared he. felt the emptiness that 
her strange eyes had left in him, and he did not under¬ 
stand why ; but the emptiness was there. Sleepy, W'ith 
eyes half-closed, ijdng in a corner of the carriage, he felt 
her eyes looking into his, and all other thoughts ceased, 
to let him feel them nvire keenly. I'hc image of Corinne 
fluttered outside his heart like an in.sect breaking its 
wings against a wind(*w'; but he did not let it in. 

He found it again when he. got out of the train on his 
arrival, when the keen night air^ and his "walk through the 
.streets of the sleejiing town haff^shaken off his drowsiness. 
He scowled at the thought of the jiretty actress, with a 
mixture of pleasure and irritation according as he re¬ 
called her affectionate ways ^iaher vulgar coquetries. 

“ Oh ! these French people,” he growled, laughing 
softly, while he wa.s undressing quietly, so as not'lo 
waken his mother, who was asleep in the next room. 

A remark that he had heard the other evening in the 
box occurred to him : 

“ There are others also.” 

At his first encounter with France she laid before him 
the enigma of her double nature. Hut, like all (Jermans, 
he did^not trouble to solve it, and as he thought of the 
girl in the train he said quietly : 

“ She does not look like a Frenchwoman.” 

As if a German could say what is French and what is not. 

* 

li: 4i 

French or not, she filled his thought s; for ho woke in the 
middle of the night with a pang : he had just remembered 
the valise on the seat by the gifl’s side ; and suddenly the 
idea that she had gone for ever crossed his mind. The 
idea must have come to him at the time, but he had not 
thought of it. It filled him with a strange sadness. ' He 
shrugged his shoulders. * 

“ What does it matter to me V* he said. “ It is not 
my affair.,” 
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. Tie went to sleep. 

But next day the first person he met when he went out 
was Mannheim, who called him “ JUiicher,”® and asked 
him if he had made up his mind tf) conquer all France 
From the garrulous newsmonger he learned that the 
story of the box had had a success exceeding all Mann¬ 
heim’s expectations. 

“ Thank to you ! Thanks to you V’ cried ]\fannhcim. 
“ You are a great man. I am nothing compared with 
you.” 

What have T done ?” said Christopher. 

“You are wonderful!” Mannheim replied. “I am 
jealous of you. To shut the box in the Grunebauins’ 
faces, and then to ask^lie French governess instead of 
them—no, that takes tie cake I I should never have 
thought of that 1” ^ 

“She was the (ininebaums' governess?” said Chris¬ 
topher in amazement. ^ 

“ Yes. Pretend you enm t know, ])relend to be inno¬ 
cent. You’d better ! . . . My father is beside himself. 
The Griinebaums are in a rage I .. . It was not for .long : 
they have sacked the girl.” 

“ W'hat!” cried ChriNtopher, “ They have dismissed 
her ? Dismissed her be(jause of me ? 

“Didn’t you know ?” said Mannlicim. “Didn’t she 
tell you ?” 

Christopher w’as in despair. 

“ You mustn’t he angry, old man,” said Mffimhoim. 
“ It does not matter. Besides, one had only to expect 
that the Griinebaums would find out...” 

. “ What ?” cried Christopher. “ Find out what ?” 

“ That she was your mistress, of course !” 

“ But I do notiBven know her. 1 don’t know who 
she is.” 

Mannheim smiled, as if to say : 

“You take me for a fool.” 

(ihrisj^opher lost his temper and hade Mannheim do 
, him the honour of believing what he said. Mannheim 
said : 

“ Then it is evcfn more humorous.” 
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Christopher worried about it, and talked of going^to. 
the (rriinebaums and telling them the facts and justifying 
the girl. IVTannheimf dissuaded him. 

“My dear fellow,’^ he said, “ an 3 dhing you may say 
will only convince them of the contrary. Besides, it is 
too late. The girl has gone away.” 

Christopher was utterly sick at heart and tried to 
trace the young FVcnchwoman. He wanted to write to 
her to beg her pardon. But nothing was known of her. 
He applied to the Griincbaums, but they snubbed him. 
They did not know themselves where she had gone, ^.nd 
they did not care. The idea of the harm he had done in 
trjdng to do good tortured, Christopher : he was re¬ 
morseful. But added to his re^iorse was a mysterious 
attraction, which shone upon Aim from the eyes of the 
girl who was gone. AUrfictlon and remorse both 
seemed tf) be blotted out, (‘ugwlfed in the flood of the 
day’s new thoughts. But endured in the depths 

of his heart. Christopher^uid not forget the girl 
whom he called his victim. He had sworn to meet Irtc 
again, He knew how small w^erc tlie chances of his ever 
seeing her again : and he w’as sure that he would see her 
again. • 

As for Corinne, she never answered his letters. But 
three months later, when he had given up expecting to 
hear from her, he received a telegram of forty words of 
utter nonsense, in which she addressed him in little 
familiar'terms, and asked “ if they w^ere still fond of each 
other.” Then, after nearty a year’s silence, there came 
a scrappy letter scrawled in her enonnous childish zigzag 
writing, in wdiich she tried to fday the lady,—a few’^ affecr 
tionate, droll words. And there she left it. She did 
not forget him, but she had no time td think of him. 

Still under the spell of Coriiinc and full of the ideas 
they had exchanged about art, Christopher dreamed of 
writing the music for a play in which Corinne should act 
and sing a few airs—a sort of poetic melodrama. That • 
form of art once so much in favour in Germany, pas¬ 
sionately admired by Mozart, and practised by Beethoven^ 
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. Weber, Mendelssohn and Schumann, and all the great 
classics, had fallen into discredit since the triumph of 
Wagnerism, which claimed to have realized the definite 
formula of the theatre and miisic. The Wagnerian 
pedants, not content with proscribing every new melo- ‘ 
drama, busied themselves with dressing up the old melo¬ 
dramas and operas. Tliey carefully effaced every trace 
of spoken dialogue, and wrote for Mceart, Beethoven, or 
Weber, recitations in their own manner ; they were con¬ 
vinced that they were doing a service to the fame of the 
masters and filling out their thoughts by the pious 
deposit of their dung upon masterpieces. 

(diristopher, who Juul ]M‘('n made more sensible of the 
heaviness, and often tl^^ ugliness, of Wagnerian declama¬ 
tion by t/oriniic, had for H)me time been debating whether 
it was not nonsense and an offence against nature to 
harness and yoke together the*spoken w-ord and the word 
sung in the theatre : it w'i^s like harnessing a horse and a 
bird to a cart. Spt'cch SSvl singing each had its rhythm, 
it was comprehensible that an artist should sacrifice one. 
of the tw'o arts to tlie triumph of that which he preferred. 
But to try to find a compromise between them was to 
sacrifice both: it'was to want speech no longer to be 
speech, and singing no longer to ho singing ; to want 
singing to let its vast iiood he confined between the banks 
of monotonous canals, to want speech to cloak its lovely 
naked limbs with rich, heavy stuffs wdiich must paralyze 
its gestures and moveinoiits. Why not leave both with 
their spontaneity and freedom of movement ? Like a 
beautiful girl walking tranquilly, lithely along a stream, 
dreaming as she goes : the gay murmur of the water lulls 
her dreams, and unconsciously she brings her steps and 
her thoughts in fune w’ith the song of the stream. So 
• being both free, music and poesy would go side by side, 
drgaming, their dreams mingling. Assuredly all music 
w’as not good for such a union, nor all poetry. The oppo¬ 
nents of melodrama had good ground for attack in the 
coarseness of the attempts which had been made in that 
form, and of the interpreters. Christopher had for long 
shar^ their dislike: the stupidity of the actors who 



264 


JOTTN CHRISTOPHER 


delivered these recitations spoken to an instrumental 
accompaniment, without bothering; about the accompani¬ 
ment, withoiut trying^to merge their voices in it, rather, 
on the contrary, tryirfg to prevent anytliing being heard 
but tliemselvea, was calculated to revolt any musical ear. 
But since he had tasted the beauty of fV^rinne’s har¬ 
monious voice—that liquid and pure voice which played 
upon music like a ^•ay of light on water, whicih wedded 
every turn of a melody, wliich was like the iiiosl fluid and 
most free singing,—he had caught a glimpse of the beauty 
of a new art. 

Perhaps he was rigdit., })ut he was still too inexpt*ri- 
cnced to venture witiumt peiil upon a form wliich—if it 
is meant to be beautiful and artistic—is the most 

difficult of all. That art especiaP^^ demands one essential 
condition, the peu’fect harmony of the combined efforts 
of the poet, the musician, and the actors, (ffiristopher 
had no tremors about it: he hurled him'seif blindly at an un¬ 
known art of which the laws knowm only to himself. 

His first idea had been to clothe in music a fairy fantasy- 
of Shakespeare or an act of the second part of Faust > 
But the thccatres showed little disposition to make the 
experiment. It \vou!d be too costly «aD.l appeared absurd. 
They were quite willing to admit Christopher's efficiency 
in music, but that he should take upon himself to have 
ideas about poetry and the theatre made them smile. 
They did not take him seriously. The world of music 
and the world of poesy w^ere like two foreign and secretly 
hostile stales. Christopher had to accept the collaborar 
tion of a poet to be able to set foot upon poetic territory, 
and he was not ailow-ed to choose his own poet. He would 
not have dared to choose himself. He did not trust his 
taste in poetry. He had been told thai he knew nothiiig 
about it; and, indeed, he could not understand the 
poetry which was admired by those about him. With 
his usual honesty and stubbornness, he had tried hard 
sometimes to feel the beauty of some of these works, but 
he had always been bewilden^d and a little ashamed of 
liimseif. No, decidedly he w^as not a*poet. In truth, he 
loved passionately cerlain old poets, and that consoled 
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hrtn a little. But no doubt he did not love them as they 
should be loved. Had he not once expressed the ridicu¬ 
lous idea that those poets only are g^eat who romain great 
even when they are translated into^ prose, and even into 
the prose of a foreign language, and that words have no 
value apart from the' soul which they express ? His 
friends had laughed at Iiim. Mannheim had called him 
a Philistine. H(‘ difl not tr^’ to defen d«h ini self. As every 
day he saw, through the exain}>ic of writers who talk of 
music, the absnnlity of artists who attempt to judge 
any art other than their own,’he resigned himself— 
though a little incredulous at heart—to bis incompetence 
in poetry, and he shut his eyes and accepted the judg¬ 
ments of those w'hom ^e*tbought were hotter informed 
than himself. So he let^his friends of the review impose 
one of their number on him, a great man of a decadent 
coUu'ie, Steplian von H(‘llmuth, who brought him an 
Iphigenia. It was al the time when (rorman poets (like 
their coUeagues in Franck;-were recasting all the Greek 
t'agedies. Stephan von Hellmuth’s work w’as one of 
those astounding (Trseoo-fxerman plays in which Ibsen, 
Homer, and Oscar Vhtde are compounded—and, of 
course, a few manu.Js of areha*ology. Agamemnon was 
neurasthenic and Achilles impotent ; they lamented their 
condition at length, and naturally their outcries produced 
no change. I'he entTgy of the drama was concentrated 
in the role of ][>liigciiia—a nervous, hysterical, and 
pedantic Iphigenia, who lectured the hero, dtt*laiined 
furiously, laid bare for the audience her Nieizschian 
pessimism, and, glutted with death, cut her throat, 
shrieking with laughter. 

Nothing could be more contrary to Christopher’s mind 
than such prelentinus, degenerate, Ostrogothic stuff, in 
frreek dress. It w'as hailed as a masterpiece by every¬ 
body about him. He -was cow^ardly and was over¬ 
persuaded. In truth, he was bursting with music and 
thinking much more of his music than of the text. The 
text wiS a now bed into which to let loose the flood of 
his passions. He w5.s as far as possible from the state 
of abnegation and intelligent impersonality proper to 
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musical translation of a poetic work. He was thinkifig 
only of himself and not* at all of the work. He never 
thought of• adapting^ himself to it. He was under an 
illusion : he saw in th^poem something absolutely different 
from what was actually in it, just as when ho was a child 
he used to compose in his mind a play entirely different 
from that which was upon the stage. 

It was not untihit came to roliearsal that he saw the 
real play. One day he was listening to a scene, and be 
thought it so stupid that he fancied the actors must be 
spoiling it, and wont so far as to explain it to tliem in 
the poet’s presence ; but also to explain it to the poet 
himself, who was defending^ his interpretation. The 
author refused bluntly to hear hm, and said with some 
asperit}" that he thought he Imow what he had meant 
to vTite. Christopher would not give in, and maintained 
that Hellmuth knew nothing about it. The general 
merriment told him that he wa|j^naking himself ridiculous. 
He said no more, agreeing after all, it was not he 

who had written the poem. Then he saw the appalling 
emptiness of the i)lay and was^ overwhelmed by it: he 
wondered how he could ever have been persuaded to try 
it. He called himself an idiot and "tore his hair. Ho 
tried in vain to reassure himself by saying : ‘‘ You know 
nothing about it; it is not your business. Keep to jmiir 
music.” He was so much ashamed of certain idiotic 
things in it, of the pretentious pathos, the crying falsity 
of the ^^ords, the gestures and attitudes, that sometimes, 
when he was conducting the orchestra, he hardly had the 
strength to rai.se his baton. He wanted to go and hide 
in the promi)tcr’s box. He was too frank and too little, 
politic to conceal what he thought. Everyone noticed 
it: his friends, the actors, and the Author. HellmUth 
said to him with a frigid smile : 

“ Is it not fortunate enough t© please you T’ 

Christopher replied honestly: 

“ Truth to tell, no. I don’t understand it.” 

“ Then you did not read it when you set it to music ?” 

“ Yes,” said Christopher naively, but I made a mis¬ 
take. 1 understood it differently.” 
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' “ It is a pity you did not write what you understood 
yourself.*’ 

“ Oh ! If only I could have done so !’* said Chris¬ 
topher. 

The poet was vexed, and in his turn criticized the 
music. Ho complained .that it was in the way. and pre¬ 
vented his words being heard. 

If the poet did not understand Hie musician or the 
musician the poet, the actors undt^rsfood neither the one 
nor the other, and did not care.^ Tlu\y were only asking 
for sentences in their parts on’wliich to bring in their 
usual effects. had no idea of ada])1ing their 

declamation to the formsjity of the piece and the musical 
rhythm. They weidAuie way. tlio music anotluT. It 
was as though they wete constantly singing out of tune. 
Christopher ground his teeth and shouted the note at 
them until he was l\oarse. They let him shout and w'ent 
on imperturbably, not even understanding what he 
wanted them to do. 

Chri.stophcr would have dung the whole thing up if 
the rehearsals had not been so far advanced, and he had 
not been ])ound to go on by fear of legal proceedings. 
Mannheim, to wlfom he confided his discouragement, 
laughed at him : 

What is it ?” he asked. “ It is all going well. You 
don't understand each other ? What does that matter ? 
Who has ever understood his w’ork but the author ? It 
is a toss-up wliethcr he understands it himself !'^ 

• Christopher was worried about the stupidity of the 
poem, which, he said, would ruin the music. Mannheim 
made no difiiculty about admitting that there was no 
common sense in the poem, and tliat Hellmuth was ‘‘a 
mufl,** but he w’duld not worry about him : Hellmuth 
gave good dinners and had a pretty wife. What more 
did criticism want ? * 

•Christopher slirugged his shoulders and said that he 
had no time to listen to nonsense. 

“ It IS not nonsensp!” said Mannheim, laughing. How 
serious people are ! They have no idea of what matters 
in life.” 
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And he advised Christopher not to bother so much abont 
Hellinuth’s business, but to attend to his own. He 
wanted him* to advertise a little. Christopher refused 
indignantly. To a reporter who came and asked for a 
history of his life, he replied furiously : 

“ It is not your affair !” 

And when they asked for his photograph for a magazine, 
he stamped with rage and shouted that he was not, 
thank God ! an emperor, to have his face passed from hand 
to hand. It was impossible to bring him into touch with 
influential people. He never replied to invitations, and 
when he had been forced by any chance to accept, he 
would forget to go or would go with such a bad grace that he 
seemed to have set himself to be di^tgreeable to everybody. 

But the climax came when he quarrelled with his 
Review, two days before the performance. 

' ♦ 

The thing was bound to haj^m. ^raniiheim had gone 
on revising Christopher’s aiiick's, and he no longer, 
scrupled about deleting whole lines of criticism and re¬ 
placing them with compliments. « 

One day, out visiting, Christopher met a certain 
virtuoso—a foppish pianist wliom he had slaughtered. 
Tlic man came and thanked him witli a smile that showed 
all his white teeth. He replied brutally that there was 
no reason for it. The* otlier insisted and poured forth 
expressions of gratitude, (’hristopht^r out liim short by 
saj'ing that if he was satisfied with the article that was 
his affair, but that the article had certainly not bceii 
written w^ith a view to pleasing him. And he turned his 
back on him. The virtuoso thought him a kindly boor, 
and went away laughing. But ('hri.sl^>pher remembered 
having received a card of thanks from another of his 
victims, and a suspicion flashed imon liim. Ho went out, 
bought the last number of the Revic^w at a news-stand, 
turned to his arficle, and read. ... At first he wondered 
if he were going mad. Then ho understood, and, mad 
with rage, he ran to the office of the llionysos. 

Waldhaus and Mannheim were there, talking to An 
actress whom they knew. They had no need tp ask 
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Christopher what brought him. Throwing a number of 
tile Review on the lalile, Christopher let fly at them with¬ 
out stopping to take breath, with ex^traordinary violence, 
shouting, calling them rogues, rascals, forgers, thumping 
on the floor with a chair. Mannheim began to laugh. 
Christopher tried to kick him. Mannheim took refuge 
behind the table and roared with laughter. But Waldhaus 
took it very loftily. With dignity, formally, he tried to 
make himself heard through the row, and said that he 
would not allow any one to talk to him in such a tone, 
that Christopher should hear from him, and he held out 
his card, Christopher flung it in his face. 

“ Mischief maker!—1 don’t need your card to know 
what you are. ... i are a rascal and a forger! . . . 
And you think 1 would fight with you ... a thrashing 
is all you deserve ! . . .” 

His voice could be heard in the street. People stopped 
to listen. MannheiTn clp«<Hl the w'iiidows. The actress 
tried to escape, but Chribiopher was blocking the way, 
vValdhaus w^as pale and choking. Mannheim was stut¬ 
tering and stammering and trying to reply. Christopher 
did not let them speak. He let loose upon them every 
expression he could think of, and never stopped until 
he was out of breath and had come to an end of his insults. 
Waldhaus and Mannheim only found their tongues after 
he had gone. Mannheim quickly recovered himself: 
insults slipped IVom him like water from a duck^back. 
But Waldhaus was still sore : his dignity hM been 
outraged, and what made the affront more mortifying 
was that there had been witnesses. He would never 
forgive it. His colleagues joined chorus wuth him. 
Mannheim only of the staff of the Review was not angry 
with Christopher. * He had had his fill of entertainment 
-out of him : it did not seem to him a heavy price to pay 
for This pound of flesh, to suffer a few violent words. It 
haad been a good joke. If he had been the butt of it he 
would ^avc lieen the first to laugh. And so he was quite 
ready to shake hand^ with Christopher as though nothing 
had happened. But Christopher was more rancorous 
and rejected all advances. Mannheim did not care. 
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Christopher was a toy from which he had extracted Uli. 
the amusement possible,- He was beginning to want a 
new puppet. From that very day all was over between 
them. But that dicl not prevent Mannheim still saying, 
whenever Christopher was mentioned in his presence, 
that they were intimate frijends. And perhaps ho 
thought they w'ere. 

Two days after* the quarrel the first performance of 
Ipliigaiia took place. It was an utter failure. Wald- 
haus’ review praised the poem and made no mention of 
the music. The other‘papers and reviews made merry 
over it. They laughed and hissed. The piece was with¬ 
drawn after the third performance, but the jokes at 
its ex]3ense did not disappear' sqt quickly. People were 
only too glad of the opportunity of having a fling at 
Christof»her, and for several w'eeks the Iphigmia remained 
an unfailing su])jcct for joking. They knew that Chris¬ 
topher had no weapon of deface, and they took advan¬ 
tage of it. The only thing held them back a little 

was his position at the Court. Although his relation 
with the. Grand Duke had become quite cold, for the 
Prince had several times made Remarks to which he had 
paid no attention whatever, he still •went to the Palace 
at intervals, and still enjoyed, in the eye of the public, 
a Sort of otlicial protection, though it was more visionary 
than real. He took upon himself to destroy even that 
last support. ^ 

* « 

He suffered from the criticisms. They were concerned 
not only wdth his music, but also wdtli his idea of a new 
form of art, which the wi-itcrs did not take the trouble, 
to undi'-rstand. H was very easy to travesty it and make 
fun of it. (‘hristopher w^as not yet wkve enough to kn(5w 
that the best reply to dishonest critics is to make none, 
and to go on w'orking. For some months past he had 
fallen into the bad habit of not letting any unjust, attack 
go unanswered. He wrote an article in which he did not 
spare certain of his adversaries. The two papers to 
w^hich he took it returned it with irofiically polite excuses 
for being unable to publish it. Christopher stuck * to 
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bis guns. He remembered that the socialist paper in 
the town had made advances to him. He knew one 
of the editors. They used to meet and talk occasionally. 
Christopheir was glad to find someone who would talk 
freely about pow’er, the army and oppression and archaic 
prejudices. But they’could not go far with each other, 
for the socialist always came back to Karl Marx, about 
whom Christopher cared not a rap» Moreover, Chris¬ 
topher used to find in his speeches about the free man 
—besides a materialism which was not much to his taste 
—a pedantic severity and a despotism of thought, a 
secret cult of force, an inverse militarism, all of which 
did not sound very different from what he heard every 
day in German. ^ 

Ilow’ever, he thought of this man and his paper when 
he saw all other doors in journalism closed to him. He 
knew' that his doing so would cause a scandal. The paper 
was violent, malignant, and alwrays being condemned. 
But as Christopher never ^cad it, he only thought of the 
boldness of its ideas, of w'hich he was not afraid, and not 
of the baseness of its tone, which would have repelled 
him. Besides, he W'as sd angry at seeing the other papers 
in alliance to suppR'ss him, that perhaps he would have 
gone on even if he had been warned. He w'anted to show 
people that he was not so easily got rid of. So he took 
his article to the socialist paper, w'hich received it with 
open arms. The next day the article appeared, and the 
paper announced in large letters that it had engt^^d the 
support of the young and talented maestro, John Chris¬ 
topher Krafft, whose keen sympathy with the demands 
of the working classes was well known. 

Christopher read neither the note nor the article, for 
he had gone out before dawn for a w'alk in the country, 
.it being Sunday, He was in fine fettle. As he saw the 
sun*rise he shouted, laughed, yodeled, leaped, and danced. 
No more review, no more criticisms to do! It was 
spring, and there was once more the music of the heavens 
and tlit) earth, the most beautiful of all. No more dark 
concert rooms, stuffy and smelly, unpleasant people, 
dull performers. Now the marvellous song of the mur- 
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inuring forests was to be heard, and over the fields like 
waves there passed the intoxicating scents of life, breaking 
through the'crust of 1 jie earth and issuing from the grave. 

He went home with his head buzzing with light and 
music, and his*niothcr gave him a letter which had been 
brought from the Palace while he was away. The letter 
was in an impersonal form, and told Herr KratTt that he 
was to go to the'Palace that morning. The morning 
was past, it was nearly one o’clock. Christopher was not 
put about. 

“ It is too late now,” he said. “ It will do to-morro\^^” 

But his mother said anxiously : 

“No, no. You cannot put off an appointment with 
His Highness like that : you miis^ go at once. Perhaps 
it is a matter of importance.” 

Christopher shrugged his shoulders. 

“ Important! As if those j)eople could have anj’lhing 
important to say ! . , , Pie ^ints to tell me his ideas 
about music. That will be fimhy ! . . . If only he has 
not taken it into his head to rival Siegfried Meyer,^ and* 
wants to show me a Hymn to Avgis ! 1 vow that I will 

not spare him. 1 shall say : ‘^lick to politics. You 
are master there. You will always Infright. But beware 
of art! In art you are seen without your plumes, your 
helmet, your uniform, your money, your titles, your 
ancestors, your policemen — and just think for a moment 
what lyill be left of you then !’ ” 

PoorYiOuisa took him quite seriously and raised her 
hands in horror. 

“ You W'on’t sav that I . . . You are mad ! Mad !” 

V 

It amused him to make her uneasy by playing upon 
her credulity until he became so extravagant that Louisa 
began to see that he was making fun oMier. 

“ You are stupid, my boy !” 

He laughed and kissed her. He was in a wonderfully 
good humour. On his walk he had found a beautiBil 
musical theme, and he felt it frolicking in him like a fish 
in w'ater. He refused to go to the Palace until fJo had 

^ A nickname given by German pamphleteers to B. M. 
Majestat) the Emperor. 
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had something to eat. He was as hungry as an ogre. 
Louisa then supervised his dressing, for he was beginning 
to tease her again, pretending that he was quite all right 
as he was with his old clothes and dusty boots. But 
he changed them all the same, and cleaned his boots, 
whistling like a blackbird and imitating all the instru¬ 
ments in an orchestra. When he had finished his mother 
inspected him and gravely tied his tie for him again. 
For once in a way he was very patient, because he was 
pleased with himself—which w’as not very usual. He went 
off saying that he was going to elope with Princess Adelaide 
—the Grand Duke’s daughter, quite a pretty woman, 
who was married to a German princeling, and had come 
to stay with her paronts'for a few weeks. She had shown 
sympathy for Christopher when he w'as a child, and he 
had a soft side for her. Louisa used to declare that he 
wa.s in love with her, and he would pretend to be so in fun. 

He did not hurry ; ho dawdled and looked into the 
sho))3, and stopped to pat some dog that he knew as it 
hy on its side and yawned in the sun. He jumped over 
the harmless railings which inclosed the Palace square— 
a great empty square, surrounded w'ith houses, with two 
little fountains, two symmelrioal bare flow’er-beds, 
divided, as by a parting, by a gravel path, carefully raked 
and bordered by orange trees in tubs. In the middle 
was the bronze statue of some unknown Grand Duke in 
tlie costume of Louis Philippe, on a i>ediment adorp; 9 d at 
the four corners by allegorical figures representing the 
Virtues, ‘ On a seat one solitary man w\as dozing over 
his paper. Behind the silly moat of the earthworks of 
the Palace two slee])y cannon yawned upon the sleepy 
town. Cliristophei laughed at the whole thing. 

He entered the Palace without troubling to assume 
a more official manner. At most he stopped humming, 
but his thoughts went tlancing on inside him. He 
threw his hat on the table in the hall, and familiarily 
greeted the old usher, whom he had known since he was 
a child. (The old man had been there on the day when 
Christopher had first Entered the Palace, on the evening 
when* he had seen Hassler.) But to-day the old man, who 

vou II. 18 
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always used to reply good-humouredly to Christopher’s, 
disrespectful sallies, secerned a little haughty. Chris¬ 
topher paid no heed to it. A little farther on, in the ante¬ 
chamber, he met a clerk of the chancery, who was usually 
full of conversation and very friendly. He w^as surprised 
to see him hurry past him to avoid having to talk. How¬ 
ever, he did not attach any significance to it, and went 
on and asked to be shown in. 

He went in. They had just finished dinner. His 
Highness was in one of the drawing-rooms. He was 
leaning against the inantel})ieco, smoking, and talking 
to his guests, among whom (,'hristophcr saw his princess, 
who was also smoking. She was lying back in an armchair 
and talking in a loud voice to some officers wlio made a 
circle about her. The gathering was lively. They were 
all very merry, and wh.cn Christopher entered, he heard 
the Grand Duke’s thick laugh. But ho stopj)ed dead when 
he saw Christopher. He grow\ed and pounced on him. 

“Ah! There you are !” Tie said. “You have con- 
. descended to come at last ? Do you tliirik 3^)11 can gv 
on making fun of me anj^ longer ? Youre a blackguard, 

• I} j ^ 

sir ! 

Christopher was so staggered b;J' this brutal attack, 
that it was some time before he could utter a word. 
He was thinking that he was only late, and that that 
could not have provoked such violence. He murmured : 

“ liV^hat have I done, Y’’our Highness ?” 

His Highness did not listen and went on angrily: 

“ Be silent! I will not be insulted by a blackguard.!” 
Christopher turned pale, and gulped so as to try to speak, 
for he was choking. He made an effort, and said : 

“ Your Highness, you have no right—you have no right 
to insult me without telling me what i have done.” 

The Grand Duke turned to his secretary, wdio pro¬ 
duced a paper from his pocket and held it out to him. 
He was in such a state of exasperation as could not be 
explained only by his anger : the fumes of good wine had 
their share in it, too. He came stood in iront of. 
Christopher, and like a toreador with his cape, furiously 
waved the crumpled newspaper in his face and shovCked : 
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“ Your muck, sir ! . . . You deserve to have your 
nose rubbed in it!” 

Christopher recognized the Socialist paper." 

“ I don’t see what harm there is in it,” he said. 

What! What!” screamed the (irand Luke. “ You 
are impudent! . . . This rascally paper, which insults 
me from day to daj% and spews out filthy insults upon 
me! . . .” 

“ Sire,” said Christopher, “ I have not read it.” 

“ You lie I” shouted the Grand J3uke. 

“.You shall not call me a liar,” said Christopher. 

“ I have not read it. I am only concerned with reviews, 
and besides, 1 have thcM’ight to write in ^^hatever paper 
I like.” 

“ You have no right but to hold your tongue. I have 
been too kind to you. I have heaped kindness upon 
you, you and yours, in spite of 'your misconduct and your 
father’s, which would ha||^ justified me in cutting you 
off. 1 forbid you to go on writing in a paper which is 
Hostile to me. And further : I forbid you altogether to • 
write anything in futux*e.,without my authority.* 1 -have 
had enough of your ^musical polemics. I w’ill not allow 
any one who enjoys my patronage to spend his time in 
attacking everything which is dear to people of taste and 
feeling, to all true Germans. You would do better to 
write better music, or, if that is impossible, to practise 
your scales and exercises. 1 don’t want to have anj/Miing 
to do with a musical Rebel w'ho amuses himself by 
decrying all our national glories and upsetting the minds 
of the people. We know w3iat is good, thank God. 
Wo do not need to wait for you to tell us. Go to your 
piano, sir, or leave us in peace !” 

Standing face to* face with Christopher the fat man 
glared at him insultingly. Christopher was livid, and 
tried to speak. His lips ihoved ; he stammered : 

am’ not your slave. I shall say w^hat I like and 
write w^t I like ...” 

He choked. He was almost weeping with shame and 
rage. His legs were trembling. He jerked his elbow 
and up^t an ornament on a table by his side. He felt 
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that he was in a ridiculous position. He heard ])eople. 
laughing. He looked down the room, and as through 
a mist saw the princess watching the scene and .exchanging 
ironically commiserating remarks with her neighbours. 
He lost count of what exactly happened. The Grand 
Duke shouted. Christopher shouted louder than he 
without knowing what he said. The Prince’s secretary 
and another official came towards him and tried to stop 
him. He pu.shed them away, and while he talked he 
waved an ash-tray which he had mechanically picked 
up from the table against which he was leaning. He 
heard the secretary sav : 

“ Put it down ! Put it down !’J- 

And he heard himself shouting inarticulately and 
knocking on the edge of the table with the ash-try. 

“Go!” roared the (hand Duke, beside himself with 
rage. “ Go ! Go ! I'll have you thrown out I” 

The officers had come up tq|ithc Prince and were trying 
to calm him. 1'he Grand Duke looked apoplectic. His 
•eyes were starling from his head, lie shouted to thenf 
to throw the rascal out. Ghristopher saw red. He longed 
to thrust his fist in the Grand l.)ukc’s face ; but he was 
crushed under a weight of conflicting feelings : shame, 
fury, a remnant of shyness, of German loyalty, traditional 
respect, habits of humility in the Prince’s presence. Ho 
tried to speak ; he could not. He tried to move ; he could 
not. ••Ho could not see or hear. He suffered them to 
push him along and loft the room. 

He passed through the impassive servants who ha-d 
come up to the door, and had missed nothing of the 
quarrel. He had to go thirty yards to cross the ante-: 
chamber, and it seemed a lifetime. The conidor grew 
longer and longer as he walked up it. He would never 
get out! . . . The light of day which ho saw shining 
downstairs through the glass door was his haven. He 
went stumbling down the stairs. He forgot that he ^as 
bareheaded. The old usher reminded him to take his 
hat. He had to gather all his forces to leave tli^ castle, 
cross the court, reach his home. His teeth were chattering 
when he opened the door. His mother was terrified by 



REVOLT 


277 


liis face and hia trembling. He avoided her and refused 
to answer her questions. He went up to his room, shut 
himself in, and lay down. He was shaking so that he 
could not undress. His breathing came in jerks and his 
whole body seemed shattered.... Oh! df only he could * 
see no more, feel no hiore, no longer have to bear with 
his wretched body, no longer have to struggle against 
ignoble life, and fall, fall, breathless, without thought, 
and no longer be anywhere ! . .. With frightful difficulty 
he tore off his clothes and left them on the ground, and 
then flung himself into his bed* and drew the coverings 
over him. There was no sound in the room save that 
of the little iron bed pilling on the tiled floor. 

Louisa listened ar the door. She knocked in vain. 
She called softly. There was no reply. She waited, 
anxiously listening through the silence. Then she went 
away. Once or twice during the day she came and 
listened, and again at night, before she w'cnt to bed. 
Day pa.ssed, and the nipfli. The house was still. Chris¬ 
topher was shaking with fever. Every now and then 
he wept, and in the night he got up several times 
and shook his fist at die wall. About two o’clock, in 
an access of madii'Pss, ho got up from his bed, sweating 
and half naked. He wanted to go and kill the Grand 
Duke. He was devoured by hate and shame. His 
body and his heart writhed in the lire of it. Nothing of 
all the storm in him could be heard outside ; not %word, 
not a sound. With clenched teeth he fought it down 
and forced it back into himself. 

* 

* 

Next morning he came down as usual. He was a 
wreck. He said nothing and his mother dared not ques¬ 
tion him. She knew, from the gossip of the neighbour¬ 
hood. All day ho stayed sitting by the fire, silent, 
feverish, and with bent*head, like a little old man. And 
when be was alone he wept in silence. 

In the evening the editor of the Socialist paper came 
to see him. Naturally he had heard and wished to have 
details, Christopher was touched by his coming, and 
interpreted it naively as a mark of sympathy and a desire. 
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for forgiveness on the part of those who had compromised 
him. He made a point of seeming to regret nothing, and 
he let himself go, and said everything that was rankling 
in him. It was some solace for him to talk freely to a 
man W’ho shared his hatred of oppression. The other 
urged him on. He saw a good ,chance for his journal in 
the event, and an opportunity for a scandalous article, 
for which he expected Christopher to provide him with 
material, if he did not write it himself; for he thought 
that after such an explosion the Court musician would 
put hi? very considerable polemical talents and his no leas 
considerable little tit-bits of secret information about 
the Court at the service of “ the cause.” As he did not 
plume himself on his subtlety,' he presented the thing 
rawly in the crudest light. Christopher started. He 
declared that he would write nothing, and said that an}^ 
attack on the Grand Duke that he might make would 
be interpreted as an act of personal vengeance, and that 
he would be more re.served jSrW that he Avas free than 
when, not being free, he ran some risk in saying what he 
thought. . The journalist could not understand his scruples. 
He thought Chrintopher narrow' and clerical at heart, 
but he also decided that Christopher was afraid. He 
said : 

“ Oh, wtII ! Leave it to us. I will w^rite it myself. 
You need not bother about it,” 

Christopher hogged him to say nothing, but he had 
no means of restraining him. Be.sides, ithe journalist 
declared that the affair was not his concern only : the 
insult touched the j)aper, which had the right to avenge 
itself. There was nothing to be said to that. All that 
Cliri.stopheT could do was to ask him on his word of honour 
not to abuse certain of his conlidenoou w'hich had been 
made to the friend, and not to the journalist. The other 
made no difficulty about that. Christopher was not 
reassured by it. He knew too well how imprudent he ha^ 
been. When he was loft alone he turned over everything 
that he had said, and shuddered. Without berating 
for a moment, he wrote to the journalist imploring him 
once more not to repeat what he had confided to him. 
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(The poor wretch repeated it in part himself in the 
letter.) 

Next day, as he opened the paper with feverish haste, 
the first thing he read was his stoi^ at great length on 
the front page. Everything that he had said on the 
evening before was ‘immeasurably enlarged, having 
suffered that peculiar deformation which everything has 
to suffer in its passage through the mind of a journalist. 
The article atta(!ked the Grand Luke and the Court 
with low invective. Certain details which it gave were 
too personal to ('hristopher, too obviously known only 
to'him, for the article not to be attributed to him in its 
entirety. 

Christopher crashed by this fresh blow. As he 
read a cold sweat came out on his face. When he had 
finished he was dumbfounded. ITe wanted to rush to 
the office of the paper, but his mother 'withheld him, not 
unreasonably being fearful of his violence. He w’^as 
afraid of it himself. H^#fclt that- if he 'went there he 
would do something foolish ; and lie stayed—and did a 
very foolish thing. He 'wrote an indignant letter to the 
journalist in w'hich he reproached him for his conduct 
in insulting terms, disclaimed the article, and broke wuth 
the party. Q^he disclaimer did not appear. 

Christopher wrote again to the paper, demanding that 
his letter should be published. They sent him a copy of 
his first letter, written on the night of the interview’ and 
confirming it. They asked if they were to publish* that, 
too. He felt that ho was in their hands. Thereupon he 
unfortunately met the indiscreet interviewer in the 
street. He could not help telling him of his contempt 
for him. Next day the paper, without a spark of shame, 
published an insulting paragraph about the servants of 
the Court, who even when they are dismissed, remain 
servants, and are incapa|][)le of being free. A few allusions 
to recent events left no room for doubt that Christopher 
was meant. 

4e 

♦ ♦ 

When it became evident to everybody that Christopher 
xiQ single support, there suddenly cropped up a host 
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of enemies whose existence he had never suspected. All 
those w'hom he had offended, directly or indirectly, either 
by personal criticism or by attacking their ideas and taste, 
now took the offensive and avenged thenlselves with 
interest. The general public whom Christopher had 
tried to shake out of their apa^^hy were quite pleased to 
see the insolent young man, who had presumed to reform 
opinion and distu^;b the rest of people of property, taken 
down a peg. Christopher was in the water. Everybody 
did their best to duck him. 

They did not come do\vn upon him all at once. One 
tried first, to spy out the land. Christopher made no 
response, and ho struck more lustily. Others followed, 
and then the whole gang of theiA. Some joined in the 
sport simply for fun, like puppies who think it funny to 
leave their mark in inappropriate places. They were 
the flying squadron of jnconipetent journalists, who, 
knowing nothing, try to hide their ignorance by belauding 
the victors and b(‘labourin^Yhe vanquished. Others 
brought the weight of their princi])l(’S and they shouted* 
like deaf people. Nothing was left of anjlhing when they 
had passed. They were the critics—with the criticism 
which kUls. • 

Fortunately for Christopher, he did not read the 
papers. A few devoted friends took care to send him 
the most insulting. But he left them in a heap on his 
desk, and never thought of opening them. It was only 
towards the end of it that his eyes were attracted by a 
great red mark round an article. He read that his 
Lieder W’orc like the growling of a wuld boast; that his 
symphonies seemed to have come from a madhouse ; that 
his art was hysterical, his harmony spasmodic, trying 
to conceal the dryness of his heart end the emptiness 
of his thought. The critic, who was well known, ended 
with these words: , • 

“ Herr Krafft as a journalist has lately given astound¬ 
ing proof of his style and taste, which roused irresistible 
merriment in musical circles. He was then giVlm the 
friendly advice rather to devote himself to composition. 
But the latest products of his muse have shown thal* 
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^is advice, though well-tticant, was bad. Herr Krafft 
should certainly devote himself to journalism.*’ 

After reading the article, which prevented Christopher 
working the whole morning, naturally he began to read 
the other hostile papers, and became utterly demoralized. 
But Louisa, who had a mania for moving everything 
lying about, by w^ay of “ tidying up,” had already burned 
them. He w^as irritated at first, axd then comforted, 
and he held out the last of the ])apers to her, and said 
that she had better do the same with them. 

Other rebufls hurt him more.* A quartette which he 
had sent in manuscript to a well-know n society at Frank¬ 
fort w'as rejected u^*animously and returned without 
explanation. An overture which an orchestra at Cologne 
seemed disposed to perform was returned after a month 
as unplayable. But the worst of all was inflicted on him 
by an orchestral society in the towm. The Kapellmeister, 
H. Euphrat, its conduct, w^as quite a good musician, 
but, like many conducto®, he had no curiosity of mind. 
He suffered (or rather ho carried to extremes) the laziness 
peculiar to his clas.s, which consists in going .on and oh 
investigating familiar irvorks, while it shuns any really 
new work like the plfigue. H c was never tired of organizing 
Beethoven, Mozart, or Schumann festivals : in conducting 
these works he had only to let himself be carried along by 
the purring of the familiar rhythms. On the other hand, 
cont^emporary music was intolerable to him. He,dared 
not admit it, and pretended to be friendly towards young 
•talent'; in fact, wdicncver he was brought a work built 
on the old lines—sort of hotch-potch of works that 
had been new fifty years before—he would receive it 
very well, and w^ould even produce it ostentatiously and 
force it upon tlu? public. It did not disturb either his 
effects or the way in which the public was accustomed 
to' be moved. On the other hand, he w^as filled with a 
mixture of contempt and hatred for anything which 
threatened to disturb that arrangement and put him to 
extrs trouble. Contempt would predominate if the 
innovator had no-chance of emerging from obscurity. 
But if there were any danger of his succeeding, then 
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hatred would predominate—of course, until the moineirt 
when lie had gained an established success. 

Christopher was not yet in that position : far from it. 
And so he was much surprised when he was- infonned, 
by indirect overtures, that Herr H. Euphrat would be 
very glad to produce one of his compositions. It was 
all the more unexpected as he knew that the Kapell¬ 
meister was an intimate friesnd of Brahms and others 
whom he had maltreated in his criticisms. Being honest 
himself, he credited his adversaries with the same generous 
feelings which he would have had himself. He supposed 
that now that he was down they wished to show him 
that they were above petty spite. He was touched by 
it. He wrote effusively to Hert J^uphrat and sent him 
a symphonic poem. The conductor replied through his 
secretary coldly, but politely, acknowledging the receipt 
of his work, and adding that, in accordance with the rules 
of the society, the symphony would be given out to the 
orchestra immediately, and pi^^ to the test of a general 
rehearsal before it could be accepted for public hearing. 
A nile is a rule. (Jhristopher had to bow to it, though 
it was* a pure formality which served to weed out the 
lucubrations of amateurs which were sometimes a 
nuisance. 

A few weeks later Christopher was told that his com¬ 
position was to be rehearsed. On principle everything 
was done privately, and even the author w^as not per¬ 
mitted to bo present at the rehearsal. But by a generally 
agreed indulgence the author was always admitted 
only he did not show himself. Everybody knew it, 
and everybody pretended not to know it. On the ap¬ 
pointed day one of his friends brought Christopher to 
the hall, where he sat at the back ot a box. He was 
surprised to see that at this private rehearsal the hall— 
at least the ground floor seats—were almost all filled; 
a crowd of dilettante idlers and critics moved about 
and chattered to each other. The orchestra had to 
ignore their presence. 

They began with the Brahms Bhapsody, for alto 
chorus of male voices, and orchestra, on a fragment of the 
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Ilarzreise im WMer of \Sroethe. Christopher, who detested 
the majestic sentimentality of* the work, thought that 
perhaps the “ Brahmins ” had introduced it politely to 
avenge themselves by forcing him to hear a composition 
of which he had written irreverently. The idea made 
him laugh, and his good humour increased when, after 
the Rhapsody there came two other productions by 
known musicians whom ho had taken to task; there 
seemed to be no doubt about their intentions. And 
while he could not help making a face at it, he thought 
that, after all, it was quite fair tactics; and, failing the 
music, he appreciated the joke. It even amused him to 
applaud ironically wi^i the audience, which made mani¬ 
fest its enthusiasm for Btahms and his like. 

At last it came to Christopher's symphony. He saw 
from the way the orchestra and the people in the hall 
were looking at his box that they wore aware of his 
presence. He hid himself. He waited with the catch 
at his heart w'hich everjWnusician feels at the moment 
when the conductor’s w'and is raised and the w^titers of 
the music gather in silence before bursting their dam! 
He had never yet heasd his work played. How would 
the creatures of hfs dreams live ? How w'ould their 
voices sound ? He felt their roaring within him ; and 
he leaned over the abyss of sounds, waiting fearfully for 
what should come forth. 

What did come forth was a nameless thing, a shapeless 
hotch-potch. Instead of the bold columns w'hich were 
to support the front of the building the chords came 
crumbling down like a building in ruins ; there w'as nothing 
to be seen but the dust of mortar. For a moment 
‘Christopher was not quite sure whellur they w'ere really 
playing his w'ork. • He cast back for the train, the rhythm 
of his thoughts; he could not recognize it; it went on 
‘ babbling and hiccoughing like a drunken man clinging 
close to the wall, and he was overcome with shame, as 
thbugh he had himself been seen in that condition. It 
was q^ no avail to think that he had not written jsuch 
stufE; when an idiotic interpreter destroys a man’s thoughts 
he* has always a moment of doubt when he asks himsdf 



284 JOHN ‘CnRISTOPHER 

in consternation if he is himself responsible for it. The. 
audience never asks such a question : the audience believes 
in tne inteiq^reter, in the singers, in the orchestra whom 
they are accustomed to hear as they believe in their 
newspaper; they cannot make a mistake ; if they say 
absurd things, it is the absurdity of the author. This 
audience was the less inclined to doubt because it liked 
to believe. Christopher tried to persuade himself that 
the Kapellmeisier was aware of the hash, and would stop 
the orchestra and begin again. The iuslnimcnts were 
not playing together. ‘^The horn had missed his beat 
and had come in a bar too late ; he went on for a few 
minutes, and then stopped quietjy to clean his instru¬ 
ment. Certain passages for the oboe had absolutely 
disappeared. It was impossible for the most skilled 
ear to pick up the thread of the musical idea, or even 
to imagine that there was- one. Fantastic instrumenta¬ 
tion, humouristic sallies became grotesque through the 
crassness of the execution, ^t was lamentably stupid, 
the work of an idiot, of a clown wdio knew nothing of* 
music. (Christopher tore his hair. Me tried to interrupt, 
but the friend who was with him^hcld him back, assuring 
him that Herr Kapellmeister must ?iurely see the faults 
of the execution and would [>ut everything right—that 
Christoi>her must not show himself, and that if he made 
any remark, it would have a very bad effect. He made 
Chri^opher sit at the very back of the box. Christopher 
obeyed, but he beat his head with his fists ; and every 
fresh monstrosity drew from him a groan of indignation 
and misery. 

“ The wretches ! The wretches ! . . .” 

He groaned, and squeezed his hands tight to keep him¬ 
self from crying out. • 

Now mingled with the wrong notes there came up to. 
him the muttering of the audience, wlio were beginiiing 
to bo restless. At first it was onfy a tremor ; but soon 
Christopher was left without a doubt ; they were laughing. 
The ’ musicians of the orchestra had given the signal; 
some of them did not conceal their hilarity. The 
audience, certain then that the music was laughable, 
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. rocked with laughter. The merriment breame general; 
it increased at the return of a very rhythmical motif 
which the double-basses accentuated in a burlesque 
fashion. Only the Kapellmeister went on through the 
uproar imperturbably beating time. 

At last they reached the end (the best things come to 
an end). It was the turn of the audience. They ex¬ 
ploded with delight, an explosion which lasted for several 
minutes. Some hissed; others applauded ironically; 
the wittiest of all shouted “ Encore !’* A bass voice 
coyning from the stage box began*to imitate the grotesque 
motif. Other jokers followed suit and imitated it also. 
Some one shouted “AuOior!” It was long since these 
witty folk had been so highly entertained. 

When the tumult was calmed down a little, the 
Kapellmeistery standing quite impassive with his face 
turned towards the audience,*though he was pretending 
not to see it—(the audiei^ was still supposed to be non¬ 
existent)—made a sign mat he was about to speak. 
There was a cry of “ ’ 8 sh,” and silence. He waited 
a moment longer; then (his voice was curt, .cold, and 
cutting) :— ^ 

“ Gentlemen,” he‘*said, “ I should certainly not have 
let fJiat be plaj^^ed through to the end if I had not wished 
to make an example of the gentleman who has dared to 
write offensively of the great Brahms.” 

That was all; and jumping down from his stand, he 
went out amid cheers from the delighted audience. They 
tried to recall him ; the applause went on for a few minutes 
longer. But he did not return. The orchestra w'ent 
.away. The audience decided to go too. The concert 
was over. 

‘It had been a gdod day. ^ 

* 

Christopher had gone* already. Hardly had he seen 
th§ wretched conductor leave his desk than he had 
rushed^ from the box ; he plunged down the stairs from 
the ^st floor to meet him and slap his face. His friend 
who had brought him followed and tried to hold him 
back, but Christopher brushed him aside and almost 
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threw him downstairs;—(he had reason to believe that 

the fellow was concerned in the trick which had been 
played him). Fortunately for H. Euphrat and himself 
the door leading to the stage was shut; and his furious 
knocking could not make them open it. However, the 
audience was beginning to leave the hall. Christopher 
could not stay there. He fled. 

He was in an indescribable condition. He walked 
blindly, waving his arms, rolling his eyes, talking aloud 
like a madman ; he suppressed his cries of indignation 
and rage. The street w'as almost empty. The concept 
hall had been built the year before in a new neighbour¬ 
hood a little way out of the toY^m,' and Christopher in¬ 
stinctively fled tow'ards the country across the empty 
fields in which were a few lonely shanties and scaffoldings 
surrounded by bmees. His thoughts were murderous; 
he could have killed the man who had put such an affront 
upon him. Alas! and when ^ had killed him, would 
there be any cliange in the animosity of those people 
\yhose insult ing laughter was still ringing in his ears ? 
They too many : he could do nothing against them ; 
they were all agreed—they who*4vere divided about so 
many things—to insult and crush him. It was past 
understanding ; there was hatred in them. What had 
he done to them all ? There were beautiful things in 
him, things to do good and make the heart big; he had 
tried to say them, to make others enjoy them ; he thought 
they would be happy like himself. Even if they did not 
like them they should be grateful to him for his intentions ;• 
they could, if need be, show him kindly where he had 
been wrong ; but that they should take such a malignant 
joy in insulting and odiously travestying his ideas, in 
trampling them underfoot, and killing him by ridicule, 
how was it possible ? In his excitement he exaggerated 
their hatred : he thought it much more serious than such 
mediocre people could ever be. He sobbed: “ Whp-t 
have I done to them ?” He choked, he thought tjiat all 
was Ibst, just as he did when he was a child comin^^ into 
contact for the first time with human wickedness. 

And when he looked about him he suddenly saw th&t 
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he had reached the edge of the mill-race, at the very spot 
where a few years before his father had been drowned. 
And at once he thought of drowming himself too* He 
was just at the point of making the plunge. 

But as he leaned over the steep bank, fascinated by the 
calm clean aspect of the water, a tiny bird in a tree by 
his side began to sing—to sing madly. He held his 
breath to listen. The wrater murmured. The ripening 
com moaned as it waved under the soft caressing wind ; 
the poplars shivered. Behind the hedge on the road, 
out of sight, bees'in hives in a garden filled the air with 
tlieir scented music. From the other side of tlie stream 
a cow was chewing Uie cud and gazing with soft eyes. 
A little fair-haired girl was sitting on a wall, with a light 
basket on her shoulders, like a little angel with wings, 
and she was dreaming, and swinging \wr bare legs and 
humming aimlessly. Far aw^ay in a meadow a white 
dog was leaping and rum^g in wide circles. Christopher 
leaned against a tree aiuflnstened and watched the earth 
in Spring ; he was caught up by the peace and joy of 
these creatures ; he could forget, he could forget. Sud¬ 
denly he clasped the t*ee wnth his arms and rested his 
cheek against it. He threw' him.self on the ground ; he 
buried his face in the grass ; he laughed nervously, happily. 
All the beauty, the grace, the charm of life w'rapped him 
round, imbued his soul, and ho sucked them up like 
a sponge. He thought: ♦ 

“ Why are you so beautiful, and they-—men—so 
ugly F’ 

No matter! He loved it, ho loved it, he felt that he 
would always love it, and that nothing could ever take 
it from him. He held the earth to his breast. He held 
life to his breast: • 

“ I love you ! You are mine. They cannot take you 
from me. Let them do what they will! Let them 
make me suffer ! ... Suffering also is life !” 

.. * * 

Christopher began bravely to work again. He refused 
to have anything more to do with “ men of letters ”-sr- 
well named—^makers of phrases, the sterile babblers, 
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journalists, critics, the exploiters‘and traffickers of art. 
As for musicians, he would waste no more time in battling 
with their prejudices and jealousy. They did not want 
him ? Very well! He did not want them. He had his 
work to do ; he would do it. The Court had given him 
back his liberty ; he was grateful for it. He was grateful 
to the people for their hostility ; he could work in peace. 

Louisa approved with all her heart. She had no 
ambition ; she was not a Krafft; she was like neither his 
father nor his grandfather. She did not want honours 
or reputation for her soii. She would have liked him to 
be rich and famous ; but if those advantages could only 
be bought at the price of so mucj unpleasantness, she 
much preferred not to bother about them. She had been 
more upset by Christopher’s grief over his rupture with 
the Palace than by the event itself ; and she was heartily 
glad that he had quarrelled with the review and news¬ 
paper people. She had a j)ca^nt’s distrust of blackened 
paper ; it was only a waste oT'time and made enemies. 
She had sometimes heard his young friends of the review 
talking to. Christopher; she had been horrified by their 
malevolence ; they tore cverjdhkig to pieces, and said 
horrible things about everybody ; ahd the worse things 
they said the better pleased they were. She did not 
like them. No doubt they were very ctlever and very 
learned, but they were not kind, and she was very f/lad 
that Christopher saw no more of them. She W’as full of 
common sense : what good were they to him ? 

“They may say, write, and think what they like of 
me,” said Christopher. “ They cannot prevent my 
being myself. What do their ideas or their art matter 
to me 1 I deny them !” ^ 

♦ ♦ 

It is all very fine to deny the world. But the world 
is not so easily denied by a youngman’s arrogance. Chris¬ 
topher was sincere, but he was under an illusion ; he did 
not know himself. He was not a monk ; ho had not the 
temperament for renouncing the world, and besides, he 
was not old enough to do so. At first he did not suffer 
much, he was absorbed in composition; and while his 
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.work lasted he did not feel the want of anything. But 
when he came to the period of 'depression which follows 
the completion of a work and lasts until a new work takes 
possession of the mind, he looked about him and was 
horrified by his loneliness. He asked himself why he 
wrote. While a man ’is writing he never asks himself 
that question; he must write, there is no arguing about 
it. And then he finds himself with the work that he 
has begotten: the great instinct which caused it to 
spring forth is silent; he does not understand why it 
wStS bom : he hardly recognizes it’, it is almost a stranger 
to him; he longs to forget it. And that is impossible 
as long as it is not published or played, or living its own 
life in the world. Till then it is like a new-born child 
attached to its mother, a living thing bound fast to his 
living flesh ; it must be amputated at all costs, or it will 
not five. The more Christopher composed the more he 
suffered under the weigh^of these creatures who had 
sprung forth from himself ^d could neither live nor die. 
He was haunted by them. Who could deliver him from. 
them ? Some obscure impulse w'ould stir in these children 
of his thoughts; the^ lo'nged desperately to break away 
from him, to expand into other souls like the quick and 
fruitful seed which the wind scatters over the universe. 
Must he remain imprisoned in his sterility ? He raged 
against it. 

Since every outlet—theatres, concerts—was closed to 
him, and nothing would induce him to approach those 
managers who had once failed him, there was nothing 
left but for him to publish his writings, but he could not 
flatter himself that it would be easier to find a publisher 
to produce his work than an orchestra to play it. The 
twb or three clumSy attempts that he had made were 
.enough; rather than expose himself to another rebuff, 
or to bargain with one of these music merchants and 
put up with his patronizing airs he preferred to publish 
at liis pwn expense. It was an act of madness ; he 
had same small savings out of his Court salary and the 
proceeds of a few concerts, but the source from which, 
the* money had come was dried up, and it would be a 
. vo];Mir. _ , 19 
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long time before he could find another ; and he should hava 
been prudent enough to be careful with his scanty funds 
which had "to help him over the difficult period upon 
which he was entering. Not only did he not do so ; 
but, as his savings were not enough to cover the expenses 
of publication, he did not shrink from getting into debt. 
Louisa dared not say anything ; she found him absolutely 
unreasonable, and did not understand how anybody 
could spend money for the sake of seeing his name on 
a book ; but since it was a way of making him be patient 
and of keeping him uith her, she was only too happy for 
liim to have that satisfaction. 

Instead of offering the prbLc compositions of a 
familiar and undisturbing kind, in which it could feel 
at home, Christopher chose from among his manuscripts 
a suite very individual in character, which he valued 
highly. They were piano pieces mixed with Liedert 
some very short and popular i|;;style, others very elaborate 
and almost dramatic. The whole formed a series of 
•impressions, joyous or sad, linked together naturally " 
and written alternately for the piano and the voice, 
alone or accompanied. “ For,’^ llaid Christopher, “ when 
I dream, I do not always formulate what I feel. I 
suffer, I am happy, and have no words to say ; but then 
comes a moment when I must say what I am feeling, 
and I sing without thinking of what I am doing; some¬ 
times I sing only vague words, a few disconnected phrases, 
sometimes whole poems; then I begin to dream again. 
And so the day goes by ; and I have tried to give the 
impression of a day. Why these gathered impressions 
composed only of songs or preludes ? There is nothing 
more false or less harmonious. One must try to give 
the free play of the soul.” He had called nis suite: 
A Day. The different parts of the composition bore 
sub-titles, shortly indicating thfe succession of his inward 
dreams. Christopher had written mysterious dedicatipBS, 
initials, dates, which only he could understand^ as they 
reminded him of poetic moments or beloved faces; the 
gay Corinne, the languishing Sabine, and the little 
unknown Frenchwoman. 
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■ Besides this work he sclocted thirty of his Lieder — 
those which pleased him most, and consequently pleased 
the public least. He avoided choosing the most 
“ melodious ” of his melodies, but he did choose the most 
characteristic. (The public always has a horror of any¬ 
thing “characteristic.” Characterless things are more 
likely to please them.) 

These Lieder were wTitten to poems of old Silesian 
poets of the seventeenth century that Christopher had 
read by chance in a popular collection, and whose sincerity 
he had loved. Two especially were dear to him, dear 
as brothers, two creatui’cs full of genius and both had 
died at tliirty : the charming Paul Fleming, the traveller 
to the Caucasus and to Ispahan, who preserved his 
• soul pure, loving and serene in the midst of the savagery 
of war, the sorrows of life, and the corruption of his time, 
and Johann Christian Gunther, the unbalanced genius 
who wore himself out in dcAuchery and despair, casting 
his life to the four winejs. He had translated Gunther’'s 
cries of provocation and vengeful irony against the hostile 
God who overwhelms Ifis creatures, his furious curses 
like those of a Titans overthrown hurling the thunder 
back against the heavens. He had selt^ted Fleming’s 
love songs to Anemone and Basilene, soft and sweet as 
flowers, and the rondo of tlw^ stai’s, the Tanzlied (dancing 
song) of hearts glad and limpid—and the calm her^oic 
sonnet To Himself (An 8ich), which Christopher used to 
recite as. a prayer every morning. 

The smiling optimism of the pious Paul Gerhardt also 
had its chai-m for Cliristopher. It was a rest for him 
on recovering from his own sorrows. He loved that 
innocent vision of pature as God, the fresh meadows, 
where the storks walk gravely among the tulips and 
white narcissus, by little Jbrooks singing on the sands, 
the transparent air wherein there pass the wide-winged 
swallows and flying doves, the gaiety of a sunbeam 
piercing the rain, and the luminous sky smiling through 
the clolids, and the serene majesty of the evening, the 
sweet peace of the forests, the cattle, the bowers and the * 
fields. ,He had had the impertinence to sot to music 
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several of those mystic canticles which are still sung in 
Prcftestant, communities. And he had avoided pre¬ 
serving their choral character. Far from it: he had a 
horror of it; he had given them a free and vivacious 
character. Old Gerhardt would have shuddered at the 
devilish pride which w^as breathed forth now in certain 
lines of his Song pf the ChriHian Traveller, or the pagan 
delight which made the pyaceful stream of his So^ig of 
Summer bubble over like a torrent. 

The collection was published without any regard for 
common sense, of course. The publisher whom Cliris- 
topher paid for printing and sto)fe;ing his Lieder had no 
other claim to his choice than that of being his neighbour. 
He was not equipped for such important w'ork ; the 
printing went on for months ; there were mistakes and 
expensive corrections. Christopher knew nothing about 
it, and the wliole thing cost more by a third than it need 
have done; the expenses falTi^xoeeded anything he had 
anti(5ipated. Then, when it was done, Christopher, 
' found an tmormous edition on his liaiids and did not know 
what' to do with it. The publisher had no customers ; 
he took no steps to circulate the ork. And his apathy 
was quite in accord with Christopher’s attitude. When 
he asked him, to satisfy his conscience, to write him a 
short advertisement of it, Christopher replied that “ he 
did^not want any ad vert i segment; if his music was good 
it would speak for its<;lf.” 'J’he publisher religiously 
respected his wishes ; he put the edition away in his 
warehouse. It was w^ell kept; for in six months not 
a copy was sold. ^ 

* ^ 

While ho was waiting for the public to make up. its 
mind, Christopher had to find some way of repairing 
the hole he had made in his means ; and he could not bo 
nice about it, for he had to live and pay liis debts. Not 
only were liis debts larger than he had imagined, *b’ut 
he ^aw that the moneys on which he had comited were 
less than he had thought. Had he lost money Without 
knowing it or —what was infinitely more probable—^had 
he reckoned up WTongly ? (He had never been able to 
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add correctly.) It did not matter much why the money 
was missing ; it was missing without a doubt. Louisa 
had to give her all to help her son. He was bitterly 
remorseful, and tried to pay her back as soon as possible 
and at all costs. He tried to get lessons,‘though it was 
painful to him to ask and to put up with refusals. He 
was out of favour altogether ; he found it very difficult 
to obtain pupils again. And so when it was suggested 
that he should teach at a school he was only too glad. 

It was a semi-religious institution. The director, an 
astute gentleman, had seen, though he was no musician, 
how useful Christopher might be, and how cheaply in 
his present po.sitioii. He was pleasant and paid very 
little. When Christopher ventured to make a timid 
remark, the director told him with a kindly smile that 
at he no longer held an official position he could not very 
well expect more. 

It was a sad task ! It^^as not so much a matter of 
teaching the pupils musiPas of making their parents 
and themselves beli<‘V 0 that they had learned it. The. 
chief thing was to make them able to sing at the cere¬ 
monies to which the ji:*blic were admitted. It did not 
matter how it was done. Christopher was in despair ; 
he had not even the consolation of telling himself as he 
fulfilled his task that he was doing useful work; his 
conscience reproaclicd him with it as hypocrisy. He 
tried to give the children more solid instruction, and to 
make them acquainted with and love serious music ; 
but they did not care for it a bit. Christopher could not 
succeed in making them listen to it; he had no authority 
aver them ; in truth he was not made for teaching children. 
He took no interest in their floundering; he tried to 
explain to them aM at once the theory of music. When 
he had to give a piano lesson he would set his pupil a 
symphony of Beethoven .which he would play as a duet 
with her. Naturally that could not succeed; he would 
explode, angrily, drive the pupil from the piano, and go 
on playing alone for a long time. He was just the same 
with his private pupils outside the school. He had not 
an ounce of patience ; for instance, he would tell a young 
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lady who prided herself on her aristocratic appearance 
and position, that she played like a kitchen maid; or 
he would e.ven write to her mother and say that he gave 
it up, that it would kill him if he went on long bothfering 
about a girl so devoid of talent. All of which did not 
improve his position. His few pupils left him ; he cotild 
not keep any of them more than a few months. His 
mother argued with him ; he would argue with himself. 
Louisa made him promise that at least he would not 
break with the school he had joined ; for if he lost that 
position he did not kndw what he should do for a living. 
And so he restrained himself in spite of his disgust; he 
w'as most exemplarily punctual^ But how could he 
conceal his thoughts w’hen a donkey of a pupil blundered 
for the tenth time in some passage, or when he had 
to coach his class for the next concert in some foolish 
chorus !—(For he w’as not even allowed to choose his 
programme : his taste w^as not trusted)—He was not 
exactly zealous about it air And yet he went stub- 
. bornly on, sihmt, frowning, only bt'traying his secret 
wrath by occasionally thumping on his desk and making 
his pupils jump in their seats. * 5 -But sometimes the pill 
was too bitter ; ho could not bear it any longer. In 
the middle of the (;horus he w^ould interrupt the singers : 

“ Oh! Stop! Stop! I’ll play you some Wagner 
instead.” 

They asked nothing bettor. They played cards behind 
his back. There was alw'^ays someone who reported the 
matter to the director ; and Christopher would be re¬ 
minded that he was not there to make his pupils like 
music but to make them sing. He received his scoldings 
with a shudder ; but he accepted them ; he did not want 
to lose his w^ork. Who w^ould have thought a few years 
before, when his career looked so assured and brilliant 
(when he had done nothing), that he would be reduced to 
such humiliation just as he was beginning to be worth 
something ? 

Among the hurts to his vanity that ho came by in his 
work at the school, one of the most painful was {laving 
to call on his colleagues. He paid two calls at random ; 
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and they bored him so that he had not the heart to go 
bn. The two privileged persons were not at all pleased 
about it, but the others were personally affronted. They 
all regarded Christopher as theii* inferior in position and 
intelligence ; and they assumed a patronizing manner 
towards him. Sometimes he was overwhelmed by it, 
for they seemed to be so sure of themselves and the opinion 
they had of him that he began to share it; he felt stupid 
with them ; what could he have found to say to them ? 
They were full of their profession and saw nothing 
beyond it. They were not men. • If only they had been 
books ! But they were only notes to books, philological 
commentaries. 

Christopher avoided ^meeting them. But sometimes 
he was forced to do so. The director was at home once 

month in the afternoon ; and he insisted on all his 
people being there. Christopher, who had cut the first 
afternoon, withoxit excuse, in tlie vain hope that his 
absence would not be nc^ed, was ever afterwards the 
object of sour attention. Next time he was lectui'ed by 
his mother and decided to go ; ho was as solemn about 
it as though he were gomg to a funeral. 

He found himself ^ a gathering of the teachers of the 
school and other institutions of the town, and their wives 
and daughters. They were all huddled together in a 
room too small for them, and grouped hierarchically. 
They paid no attention to him. The group nearesj hiJU 
was talking of pedagogy and cooking. All the wives 
of the teachers had culinary recipes which they set out 
with pedantic exuberance and insistence. The men were 
no less interested in these matters and hardly less com¬ 
petent. They were as proud of the domestic talents of 
their wives as th®y of their husbands’ learning, t^hris- 
topher stood by a window leaning against the wall, not 
knowing how to look, nj)W trying to smile stupidly, now 
gloomy with a fixed stare and unmoved features, and he 
wks bored to death. A little away from him, sitting 
in the' recess of the window, was a young woman to 
whom nobody was talking, and she was as bored as he. 
They both looked at tbp room and not at each other. 
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It was only after some time that they noticed eac^h other 
just as they both turned away to yawn, both being 
at the limijt) of endurance. Just at that moment their 
eyes met. They exchanged a look of friendly under¬ 
standing. He moved towards her. She said in a low voice: 

“ Are you amused V* . * 

He turned his back on the room, and, looking out of 
the window, put out his tongue. She burst out laughing, 
and suddenly waking up she signed to him to sit down 
by her side. They introduced themselves; she was 
the Mufe of Professor Reinhart, who lectured on natural 
history at the school, and was newly come to the town, 
where the}^ knew nobody. She not beautiful ; she 
had a large nose, ugly teeth, and she lacked freshness ; 
but she had keen, clever e 3 '’cs, and a kindly smile. She 
chattered like a magpie ; he answered her merrily^^ 
she had an amusing frankness and a droll vrit; they 
laughingly exchanged impr^sions out loud without 
bothering about the people Rund th'^m. Their neigh¬ 
bours, who had not deigned to *notice their existence 
whe n it wrould have been charitable to help them out of 
their loneliness, now’ threw angry looks at them ; it was 
in bad taste to be so much amused. But thej’’ did not 
care what the others might think of them ; they were 
taking their revenge in their chatter. 

In the end Frau Reinhart introduced her husband to 
Chriatopher. He was extremely ugly ; he had a pale, 
greasy, pock-marked, rather sinister face, but he looked 
very kind. He spoke low dowm in his throat, and pro¬ 
nounced his word.H sententiousl}?’, stammeringly, pausing 
between each syllable. 

They had been married a few months only and these 
two plain people were in love with eac^ other; they hdid 
an affectionate w^ay of looking at each other, talking to 
each other, taking each other’s Jiands in the presence* of 
everybody—which was comic and touching. If one 
wanted anything, the other wrould w^ant it too. And so 
they invited Christopher to go and sup with therau after 
the reception. Christopher began .jokingly to beg to 
be excused ; he said that the best thing to do that evenilig 
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would be to go to bed ; he was quite worn out with 
boredom, as tired as though he had walked ton miles. 
But Frau Reinhart said that he could not be left m*that 
condition ; it would be dangerous to spend the night with 
such gloomy thoughts. Christopher let them drag him 
off. In his loneliness he was glad to have met these good 
people, who were not very distinguished in their manners, 
but were simple and gemnUich. 

* 

* * 

The Reinharts’ little house was gemiiflich like them¬ 
selves. It was a rather chattormg Gpm'dt, a Gemilt with 
inscriptions. The furniture, the uteii‘=;ils. the china ail 
talked, and went on rc])eating their joy in seeing their 
“ charming guest,” aske-d after his ht'alfli, and gave him 
pleasant and virtuous arhiee. On the sofa—wliich w'as 
yery hard—was a little cui-hion which murmured amiably ; 
• “ Only a quarter of an hour!” (Nnr ein Viertel- 
stundchen.) ^ 

The cup of coffee whien was handed to Christopher 
insisted on his taking*more : 

“ Just a drop !” {Noch ein SchliicJcchcn.) 

The plates seaso^jr^jd the cooking \vith morality and 
otherwise the cooking was quite excellent. One plate said: 

“ Think of everything : otherwise no good wdli come 
to you !” 

Another : 

Affection and gratitude please everybody. Ingrati¬ 
tude pleases nobody.” 

Although Christopher did not smolie, the ash-tray on 
the mantelpiece insisted on introducing itself to him : 

“ A little resting-place for burning cigars.” (Rvhe- 
plntzchm fur hrennende Cigarren.) 

■ He wanted to* “wash his hands. The soap on the 
washstand said. 

“ For our charming guest.” (Fur unseren lieben Gast.) 

^nd the sententious towel, like a person who has 
nothing to say, but thinks he must say something all the 
same, gave him this reflection, full of good sense but not 
very apposite, that “ to enjoy the morning you must rise 
early.” 
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“ Morgenstund hat Gold im Muna.'*' 

At length Christopher dared not even turn in his chair ' 
for fear of ^hearing himself addressed by other voices 
coming from every part of the room. He wanted to say : 

“ Be silent, you little monsters ! We don’t understand 
each otluT.” 

And he burst out laughing crazily, and then tried to 
explain to his host and hostess that he was thinking of 
the gathering at the school. He would not have hurt 
them for the world. And he was not very sensible of 
the ridiculous. Very soon he grew accustomed to the 
loquacious cordiality of these people and tlieir belongings. 
He could have tolerated anything ki tlu^m ! They were 
80 kind ! They were not tiresomV! either ; if they had no 
taste they were not lacking in intelligence. 

They wt'-re a little lost in the place to which they ha^ 
come. The intolerant susceptibilities of the littU 
provincial town did not allow people to enter it as though 
it were a mill without havir^ properly asked for the 
honour of becoming part of it. The Reinharts had not 
sufficiently attended to the provincial code which regu¬ 
lated the duties of new arrivals in *the town towards those 
who had settled in it before them. 'Reinhart would have 
submitted to it mechanically. But his wife, to whom 
such drudgery was oppressive—she disliked being put 
out—postponed her duties from day to day. She had 
selected those calls which bored her least, to be paid first, 
or she had put the others off indefinitely. The distin¬ 
guished persons who were comprised in the last category, 
choked with indignation at such a want of respect. 
Angelica Reinhart—(her husband called her Lili)—was 
a little free in her manners ; she could not take on the 
official tone. She would address her# superiors in the. 
hierarchy familiarly, and make them go rod in the face 
with indignation ; and if need l^e she w^as not afraid of 
contradicting them. She had a quick tongue, and.always 
had to say whatever was in her head ; sometimes she 
made extraordinarily foolish remarks at which people 
laughed behind her back ; and also she could be malicious 
whole-heartedly, and that made her mortal enemies. 
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iShe would bite her tongue as she was saying rash things, 
and wish she had not said them, but it was too late. 
Her husband, the gentlest and most respectful of •men, 
would chide her timidly about it. She would kiss him 
and say that she was a fool and that he was right. But ' 
the next moment she would break out again ; and she 
would always say things at the least suitable moment; 
she would have burst if she had not said them. She was 
exactly the sort of woman to get on with Christopher. 

Among the many ridiculous things whic^h she ought 
not to have said, and consequently was always saying, 
was her trick of perpetually comparing the way things 
were done in Germtoy, and the way they were done in 
France. She was a German—(nobody more so)—but 
she had been brought up in Alsace among French Alsa¬ 
tians, and she had felt the attraction of Latin civilization 
jwhich so many Germans in the annexed countries, even 
those who seem the least likely to feel it, cannot resist. 
Perhaps, to tell the trillh, the attraction had become 
stronger out of a spirit of contradiction since Angelica 
had married a North German, and lived with him in 
purely German socic^'. 

»She opened up her usual subject of discussion on her 
first evening with Christopher. She loved the pleasant 
freedom of conversation in France. Christopher echoed 
her. France to him was Corinne; bright beautiful eyes, 
smiling lips, frank free manners, a musical voice-^ he 
longed to know more about it. 

Lili Reinhart clapped her hands on finding herself so 
thoroughly agreeing with Christopher. 

“ It is a pity,” she said, “ that my little French friend 
has gone, but .she could not stand it; she has gone.” 

• The image of .Corinne was at once blotted out. As 
a match going out suddenly makes the gentle glimmer 
of the stBwrs shine out ffom the dark sky, another imago 
and other eyes appeared. 

• “ Who ?” asked Christopher with a start, “ the little 

governess 1” . * 

“ What ?” said Frau Reinhart, you knew her too ?’* _ 

He described her ; the two portraits were identical. * 
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“ You knew her V* repeated Christopher. “ Oh! 
Tell me every tiling you know about her ! . . .” 

Frau Reiphart began by declaring that they were 
bosom friends, and had no secrets from each other. But 
when she had ter go into detail, her knowledge was reduced 
to very little. They had met out calling. Frau Reinhart 
had made advances to the girl; and with her usual 
cordiality had invited her to come and see her. The girl 
had come two or three times, and they had talked. But 
the curious Llli had not so easily succeeded in finding 
out anything about the life of the little Frenchwoman ; 
the gill was very reserved ; she had had to worm her 
story out of her, bit by bit. Frau' Reinhart knew that 
she was called Antoinette Jeannin ; she had no fortune, 
and no friends, except a younger brother who lived in 
Paris, to whom she was devoted. She used always to 
talk of him ; he was the only subject about which she 
could talk freely; and Lili Reinhart had gained her 
confidence by showing sympathy and pity for the boy 
living alone in Paris without relations, without friends, at 
a boarding school. It w'as partly to pay for his education 
that Antoinette had accepted a post*abroad. But the two 
children could not live without eacK'other ; they wanted 
to be with each other every day, and the least delay in 
the delivery of their letters used to make them quite ill 
with anxiety. Antoinette was alw^ays w'orrying about 
her brother, the poor child could not always manage to 
hide his sadness and loneliness from her ; every one of his 
complaints used to sound through Antoinette’s heart, and 
seemed like to break it; the thought that he was suffering 
used to torture her, and she used often to imagine that 
he was ill and would not say so, Frau Reinhart in her 
kindness had often had to rebuke her for her groundless, 
fears, and she used to succeed in restoring her confidence 
for a moment. She had not been able to find out anjrthiilg 
about Antoinette’s family or position or her inner self.- 
The girl was terribly shy, and used to draw into herself 
at the first question. The little she said showed that she 
was cultured and intelligent; she seemed to have a pre¬ 
cocious knowledge of life ; she seemed to be at once naive 
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and undeceived, pious and disillusioned. She had not 
been happy in the town in a tactless and unkind family. 
She used not to complain, but it was easy to see that she 
used to suffer—Frau Reinhart did not exactly know why 
she had gone. It had boon said that she had behaved 
badly. Angelica did not believe it; she was ready to swear 
that it was all a disgusting calumny, worthy of the foolish 
rotten town. But there had been stories ; it did not 
matter what, did it ? 

“ No,” said Christopher, bowing his head. 

• “ And so she has gone.” 

“And what did she say—anytliing to you when she 
went 

“ Ah !” said Lili Reinhart, “ I had no chance. I had 
gone to Cologne for a few days just then ! When I came 
pack —Zu spat ” (too late).—She stopped to scold her 
'maid, who had brought her lemon too late for her tea. 

And she added sentent^usly with the solemnity which 
the true German brings naturally to the performance of 
the familiar duties of*daily life : 

“ Too late, as one so often is in life !” 

(It was not clear i^>iiether she meant the lemon or her 
interrupted story.) 

She went on ; 

“ When I returned I found a line from her thanking 
me for all I had done, and telling me that she was going ; 
she was returning to IWis ; she gave no address.” ‘ 

“ And she did not write again ?” 

“ Not again.” 

Once more Cliristopher saw her sad face disappear into 
the night; once more he saw her eyes tor a moment just 
as he had seen them for the last time, looking at him 

'through the carriage window'. 

♦ 

^ >»! 

The enigma of France w^as once more set before him 
more insistently than ever. Christopher never tired of 
asking Frau Reinhart about the country which she pre¬ 
tended to know so well. And Frau Reinhart who had 
never been there was not reluctant to tell him about it. 
Reinhart, a good patriot, full of prejudices against Francei 
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which he knew no better than his wife, sometimes used 
to q^ualify her remarks when her enthusiasm went too 
far; but she would repeat her assertions only the more 
vigorously, and Christopher, knowing nothing at all about 
it, backed her up confidently. 

What was more precious even than Lili Reinhart’s 
memories were her books. She had a small library of 
French books : school-books, a few novels, a few volumes 
bought at random. Christopher, greedy of knowledge, and 
ignorant of France, thougjit them a treasure when Reinhart 
went and got them for him, and put them at his disposal. 

He began with volumes of select ^passages, old school¬ 
books, which had been used by Lili Reinhart or her 
husband in tlu*ir school days. Reinhart had assured him 
that he must begin with them if he wished to find his way; 
about French literature, which was absolutely unknown t({ 
him, Christopher was full of respect for those who knew 
more than himself, and obeyed^iDligiously ; and that very 
evening he began to road. He tried first of all to take 
stock of the riches in his possession." 

He made the acquaintance of certain French writers, 
namely : Thedore-Hcnri Barrau, '5ran9ois P^tis de la 
Croix, Fred6ric Baudry, Emile J>el4rot, Charles-August.e- 
Desir4 Filon, Samuel Hescombaz, and Prosper Baur. 
He read the poetry of Abbe Joseph Reyre, Pierre Lacham- 
baudie, the Hue de Nivernois, Andr6 van Hasselt, 
Andribux, Madame Colet, Constance - Marie Princesse 
de Salm-I)yck, Henriette Hollard, Gabriel-Jean-Baptiste- 
Ernest-Wilfrid Logouvo, Hippolyte Violeau, Jean Reboul, 
Jean Racine, Jean de Beranger, Fr6d6ric Bochard, Gustave 
Nadaud, Edouard Plouvier, Eugene Manuel, Hugo, 
Millevoye, Chenedolle, James Lacoui; Helatre, F4Ux 
Chavannes, Francis-lildouard-Joachim, known as Fran-* 
9 oi 8 Coppee, and Louis Belmontet. Christopher was lost, 
drowned, submerged under such k deluge of poetry, and 
turned to prose. He found Gustave de Molinari, Flechier, * 
Ferdinand-Edouard Buisson, Merim^e, Malte-Brun, Vol-* 
taire,’Lam6-Fleury, Dumas pere, J.-J. Rousseau, M6zidres, 
Mirabeau, de Mazade, Claretie, Cortambert, Fr^d^ric II.. 
and M. de Vogue. The most often quoted of French 
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.historians was Maximilien Samson-Er6d6ric Schoell. In 
the French anthology Christopher found the Proclq^mir- 
lion of the New German Empire ; and he read a descrip¬ 
tion of the Germans by Frederic-Constant de Rougemont, 
in which he learacd that “ the German was born to live 
in the region of the soul. 'He has not the light, noisy gaiety 
of the Frenchman. His is a great soul ; his affections are 
tender, and profound. He is indefatigable in toil and 
persevering in enterprise. There is no more moral or 
long-lived people. Germany has an extraordinary number 
of. writers. She has the genius of art. While the inhabi¬ 
tants of other countries pride themselves on being French, 
English, Spanish, the Gasman on the other hand embraces 
all humanity in his love. And through its position in the 
very centre of Europe, the Gernmn nation seems to be at 
vnce the heart and the higher reason of humanity.^' 

Christopher closed the book. He was astonished and 
tired. He thought: ^ 

“ The French are good fellows; but they are not cle ?rer.” 

He took another vdluine. It was on a higher plane i 
it was meant for high schools. Musset occupied, three 
pages, and Victor l)u»’'.aLy thirty, Lamartine seven pages, 
and Thiers almost forty. 'J'he whole of the Cid was in¬ 
cluded—or almost the whole :—(the monologues of Bon 
Diegue and Rodrigue had been suppressed because they 
were too long.) — Lanfrey exalted Prussia against 
Napoleon I., and so he had not been cut down ; he iSlone 
occupied more space than all the great classics of vhe 
eighteenth century. Copious narrations of the French 
defeats of 1870 had been extracted from La Debacle of 
Zola. Neither Montaigne, nor La Rochefoucauld, nor 
La Bruyere, nor Diderot, nor Stendhal, nor Balzac, nor 
Flaubert appeared. On the other hand, Pascal, who 
did not appear in the other book, found a place in this as 
a curiosity ; and Christopher learned by the way that the 
convulsionary ** was one of the fathers of Port-Royal, a 
girls* school, near Paris. . . 

» The anthologies of French literature which John Christopher 
borrowed from his friends the Keinharts were ; 

1. Selected French Faesagee for the Uee of Secondary Schools, by 
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Christopher was on the point of throwing the book, 
away ; his head was swimming : he could not see. He 
sai(f to himself : “I shall never get through with it.’* 
He could not formulate any opinion. He turned over 
the leaves idly for hours without knowing what he was 
reading. He did not read French easily, and when he had 
laboured to make out a passage, it w^as almost always 
something meaningless and high-falutin. 

And yet from the chaos there darted flashes of light, 
like rapier thrusts, words that shocked and stabbed, 
heroic laughter. Gradually an impression emerged from 
his first reading, perhaps tliroiigh the biased scheme of 
the selections. Voluntarily or involuntarily the German 
editors had selected those pieces of French which could 
seem to establish by the testimony of the French themselves 
the failings of the French and the superiority of the 
Germans. But they had no notion thatnvhat they mosj 
exposed to the eyes of an independent mind like Chris¬ 
topher’s was the sm*prising fioerty of these Frenchmen 
who criticized everything in their own country and praised 
their s^dversaries. Michelet praised Frederick II., Lanfrey 
the English of Trafalgar, Charrao, the Prussia of 1813. 
No enemy of Napoleon had ever dared to speak of him so 
harshly. Nothing w^as too greatly respected to escape 
their disparagement. Even under the great King the peri¬ 
wigged poets had had their trcodom of speech. Moliere 
spa^d nothing. La Fontaine laughed at everything. 
Even Boileau gibed at the nobles. Voltaire derided war, 
flogged religion, scoffed at his country. Moralists, 
satirists, pamphleteers, comic writers, they all vied one 
with another in gay or sombre audacity. Want of 
respect was universal. The honest German editors w^ere 
sometimes scared by it, they had to thiow a rope to their 
consciences by trying to excuse Pascal, who lumped 


Hubert H. Wingerath, Ph.D., director of the real-school of Sitint John 
at Strasburg. Part II; Middle forms, 7th Edition, 1902, Dumont- 
Sohanberg. 

2. L. Herrig and G. F. Burguj'i Literary Francet arranged by 
Tendering, director of the real-gymnasiUm of the Johanneum, 
.Hamburg. 1904, Brunswick. 



REVOLT 


305 


.together cooks, porters, soldiers, and camp followers ; 
they protested in a note that Pascal would not l^ave 
written thus if he had been acquainted with the noble 
armies of modern times. They did not fail to remind 
the reader how happily Lessing had corrected the Fables 
of La Fontaine by following, for instance, the advice of 
the Genevese Rousseau and changing the piece of cheese 
of Master Crow to a piece of poisoned meat of which the 
vile fox dies. 

May you never gain anjithing hut poison. You cursed 
flatterers /” 

They blinked at qaked truth ; but Christopher was 
pleased with it; he *ioyed this light. Here and there 
he was even a little shocked ; he was not used to such 
unbridled independence, which looks like anarchy to 
iihe eyes even of the freest of Germans, who, in spite 
of everything, are accustomed to order and discipline. 
And he was led astray by way of the French ; he took 
certain things too seriously ; and other things which were 
implacable denials seemed to him to be amusing para-, 
doxes. No matter ! Surprised or shocked, he was drawn 
on little by little. Fe gave up trying to classify his 
impressions ; he passed from one feeling to another ; he 
lived. The gaiety of the French stories—Chamfort, 
S6gur, Dumas pare, Merimee, all lumped together— 
delighted him, and every now and then in gusts thgre 
woidd creep forth from the printed page the wild intoxi¬ 
cating scent of the Revolutions. 

It was nearly dawn when Louisa, who slept in the 
next room, woke up and saw the light through the chinks 
of Christopher’s door. 8he knocked on the wall and asked 
if he were ill. A chair creaked on the floor : the door 
opened and CluiStopher appeared, pale, in his night- 
. gown, with a candle and a book in his hand making 
strange, solemn, and grotesque gestures. Louisa was 
in ^terror and got up in her bed, thinking that he was 
mad. He began to laugh, and, waving his candle, he 
dk^laimed a scene from Moliere. In the middle of a 
sentence he gurgled with laughter ; he sat at the foot 
of' his mother’s bed to take breath ; the (sandle shook 

VOL.* u. , 20 
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in his hand. Louisa was reassured, and scolded him* 
forcibly : 

What ir, the matter with you ? What is .it ? Go to 
bed. . . . ]\Iy poor boy, are you going out of your senses ? ** 

But he b(‘gan again ; 

“ You must listen to this.” 

And he sat by her bedside and read the play, going 
back to the bi'ghming again. He seemed to see Corinne ; 
he heard her mocking tones,. cutting and sonorous. 
Louisa protested : 

“ Go aw’ay ! Go aw ay ! You w'ill catch cold. How 
tiresome you are. Le^t nio go to sle^p !” 

He went on rekmtlesslv. lie I’aised his voice, w'aved 
his arms, choketl w ith laughter ; and h(‘ asked his mother 
if she did. not think it W'<mderful. Louisa turned her 
back on him, buried herself in the bedclothes, stopped 
her ears, and said : 

” 1)0 leave me alone ! . . .” 

But slie laughed inwardly at hearing his laugh. At 
last she gave up ])role,sting. And wlien Christopher had 
finished the act, and asked her, without eliciting any 
reply, if she did not think wiiat he had road interesting, he 
b< *nt over her and saw t hat she a^ a ieep. Then he smiled, 
gently kissed her hair, and stole back to his own room. 

♦ 

♦ « 

'He borrowed more and more books from the Rein¬ 
harts* library. There w'ore all sorts of books in it. Chris¬ 
topher devoured thtun all. He wanted so much to love 
the country of Corinne and the unknown young woman. 
He had so much enthusiasm to get rid of that he found 
a use for it in his reading. Even in second-rate works 
there were sentences and pages which had the effect on 
him of a gust of fresh air. He exaggerated the effect, 
especially when he was talking to Frau Reinhart, who 
always went a little better than he. Although she was 
as ignorant as a fish, she delighted to contrast French aftid 
German culture, and to decry the German to the advantage 
of the French, just to annoy her husband, and to aVenge 
herself for the boredom she Imd to suffer in the little town. 

Keiiiluirt was indignant. Notwithstanding his learning, 
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he had stopped short at the, ideas he had learned 
at school. To him the French were a clever people, 
skilled in practical things, .amiable, talkative, but 
frivolous, susceptible, and boastful, incapable of being 
serious, or sincere, or of fooling strongly—a people without 
music, w'ithout philosophy, without poetry (except for 
VArt PoUique, Berauger and Francois Coppee)—a people 
of pathos, much gesticulation, exaggerated speech, and 
pornography. I'htTe w^ere not words strong enough for 
the denunciation of Latin immorality ; and for want of 

• I. 

a.better he always came back to frivolity y which for him, 
as for the majority o^.his com])atriots, had a particularly 
unpleasant meaning, .^ud he would end with the usual 
couph't in praise of the noble German people—the moral 
people (“ By that''' Herder has said. “ it is distinguished 
from all other 7iations.’')—tho. faithful people {treues 
Volk . . . Treu meaning everything ; sincere, faithful, 
loyal ahd upright)—f/i-c P^ple par excellence, as Fichte 
says—German Force, the symbol of justice and truth— 
German thought—the* Gcumau Geynili —the German Ian-- 
guage, the only original language, the only language that, 
like the race itself, has preserved its purity—German 
women, German wdne, German song ... “ Germany^ 

Germany above everything in the world !" 

Christopher would protest. Frau Reinhart would 
cry out. They would all shout. They did not get on 
the loss for it. They knew quite well that they were all 
three good Germans. 

Christopher used often to go and talk, dine, and walk 
with his new friends. Lili Reinhart made much of him, 

. and used to cook dainty suppers for him. She was 
delighted to have the excuse for satisfjdng her own 
greediness. She paid him all sorts of sentimental and 
- culinary attentions. For Christopher’s birthday she 
made a cake, on which twenty candles, and in the 
middle a little wax figure in Greek costume, which was 
supposed to represent Tphigenia holding a bouquet. 
Clnistopher, who was profoundly German in spite* of 
himself, was touched by these rather blunt and not very 
refined marks of true affection. 
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The excellent Reinharts found other more subtle ways- 
of showing their real friendship. On his wife’s instiga¬ 
tion Reinhart, who could hardly read a note of music, 
had bought twenty copies of Christopher’s Liedet' —(the 
first to leave the publisher’s shop)—he had sent them to 
different parts of Germany to University acquaintances. 
He had also sent a certain number to the libraries of 
Leipzig and Berlin, with which he had dealings through 
his classbooks. For the moment at least their touching 
enterprise, of which Christopher knew' nothing, bore no 
fruit. The Lieder which had been scattered broadcast, 
seemed to miss fire ; nobody talk«d of them ; and the 
Reinharts, who wTre hurt by this indifference, were glad 
they had not told Christopher about what they had done, 
for it would have given him more pain than consolation. 
But in truth nothing is lost, as so often appears in life< 
no effort is in vain. For ycais nothing happens. Then 
one day it appears that your^ lea has made its way. It 
was impossible to be sure that Christopher’s Lieder had 
not reached the hearts of a few good people buried in 
the country, who were too timid or too tired to tell him so. 

One person wrote to him. Two or thret? months after 
the Reinharts had sent them, a letter came for Chris¬ 
topher. It was warm, ceremonious, enthusiastic, old- 
fashioned in form, and came from a little towm in Thuringia, 
and was signed “ U?iiversitdts MusUedirektor Professor 
Dr, Peter SdiulzP 

It was a great joy for Christopher, and even greater 
for the Reinharts, when at their house he opened the 
letter, which he had left lying in his pocket for two days. 
They read it together. Reinhart made signs to his wife 
which Christopher did not notice. He looked radiant, 
until suddenly Reinhart saw his face grow gloomy, and 
he stopped dead in the middle of his reading. 

“ Well, why do you stop ?” he asked. 

(They used the familiar du.) 

Christopher flung the letter on the table angrily. 

No. It is too much !” he said. 

• “What is?” 

Read!” 
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He turned away and went and sulked in a corner. 

Reinhart and his wife read the letter, and could find 
in it only fervent admiration. 

“ I don’t see,” he said in astonishment. 

“You don’t see ? You don’t see ? . cried Chris¬ 
topher, taking the letter and thrusting it in his face. 
“ Can’t you read ? Don’t you see that he is a 
‘ Brahmin .?’ ” 

And then Reinhart noticed that in one sentence the 
Universitdts Musihdirektor compared Christopher’s Lieder 
with those of Brahms. Christopher moaned ! 

“ A friend ! I have found a friend at last! . . . And 
I have hardly found hipi when I have lost him ! . . .” 

The comparison revolted him. If they had let him, 
he would have replied with a stu])id letter, or perhaps, 
upon reflection, he would have thought himself very 
prudent and generous in not replying at all. Fortunately, 
the Reinharts were amus^ by his ill-humour, and kept 
him from committing any further absurdity. They 
succeeded in making*him write a letter of thanks. But 
the letter, written reluctantly, was cold and constrained. 
The enthusiasm of Peter fcJehulz was not shaken by it. 
He sent two or three more letters, brimming over with 
affection. Christopher was not a good correspondent, 
and although he was a little reconciled to his unknowm 
friend by the sincerity and real sympathy which he could 
feel behind his words, he let the correspondence drop. 
Schulz wrote no more. Christopher never thought about 
him. ^ 

4c 4c 

He now saw the Reinharts every day, and frequently 
several times a day. They spent almost all the evenings 
together. After Spending the day alone in concentration, 
he had a physical need of talking, of saying everything 
that was in his mind, even if he were not understood, and 
of laughing with or without reason, of expanding and 
stretching himself. 

He played for them. Having no other means of 
showing liis gratitude, he would sit at the piano and 
play for hours together. Frau Reinhart was no musician,. 
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and fihe had difficulty in keeping herself from yawning; 
but she sympathized with Christopher, and pretended 
to 6e interested in everything he played. Reinhart was 
not much more of a musician than his wife, but was some¬ 
times touched quite materially by certain pieces of music, 
certain passages, certain bars; and then he would be 
violently moved sometimes even to tears, and that seemed 
silly to him. The rest of tlte time he felt nothing ; it 
was just music to him. That was the general rule. Ho 
was never moved exc(*pt bj* the least good passages of 
a composition—absolutely insignificant passages. Both 
of them ptjrsuafhf] thems(‘lve.s tj,»at they understood 
Christopher, and Christoj)]\er trjed to pretend that it 
was so. Ev(Ty now and then he Mould be seized by a 
wicked desire to make fun of tlicm. He would lay traps 
for them and play thijigs without any meaning, inept' 
potpourris ; and Ih^ w^ould let them think that he had 
composed them. Then, wl len t^ c y had ar I mired it, he would 
tell them udiat it was. Then they u'ould grow wary, and 
when Christopher played them a'piece Mdth an air of 
mystery, they M'(nild imagine that he wa- trying to cat(ffi 
them again, and they would criticize it. Chrktojffier 
M'ould let them go on and back them up, and argue that 
such music was wo'-thless, and then he \vould break out: 

“ Rascals ! You are right! . . . It is my own !” He 
would be as happy as a boy at having taken them in. 
Prau Reinhart would be cross and come and give him 
a little slap ; but he would laugh so good-huinourcdly 
that they would laugh with him. They did not pretend 
to be infallible. And as they had no log to stand on, 
lili Reinhart would criticize everything and her husband 
would praise everything, and so they certain that 
one or other of them would alM^ays be 'in agreement with 
Christopher. 

For the rest, it was not so much the musician that 
attracted them in Christopher as the crack-brained bqy,* 
with his affectionate ways and true quality of life. The 
ill that they had heard spoken of him had rather disposed 
them in his favour. Like him, they were rather oppressed 
by the atmosphere of the little town ; like him, they wefo 
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Jfrank, they judged for themselvea, and they regarded 
him as a great baby, not very clever iji the wajj’s of life, 
and the victim of his own frankness. • • 

Christopher was not under many illusions concerning 
his new friends, and it made him sad to think that they ' 
did not understand the depths of his character, and that 
they would never understand it. Rut he was so much 
deprived of friendship and he stood in such sore need of it, 
that he was infinitely grateful to them for wanting to like 
him a little. He had learned wisdom in his experiences 
of the last year ; he no longer thought ho had the right 
ho be overnice. Two years earlier he would not have 
been so patient. Il'e remembered wnth amusement and 
remorse his severe judgment of the honest and tiresome 
Eulers ! Alas ! How' wusdom had grown in him ! He 
sighed a little. A secret voice wdiispcred : “ Yes, but for 
how long 

That made him smile and consoled him a little. What 
would he not have given % have a frh^nd, one friend who 
would understand him and share his soul! But although 
he was still young, he had enough experience of the 
world to know that bis desire w^as one of those wdiich are 
most difficult to realize in life, and that he could not hope 
to be happier than the majority of the true artists who 
had gone before him. He had learned the histories of 
some of them. Certain books, borrowed from the Rein¬ 
harts, had told him about the terrible trials through which 
the German musicians of the seventeenth century had 
passed, and the calmness and resolution with wdiich one 
of these great souls—the greatest of all, the heroic Schiitz 
—had striven, as unshakably he went on his w^ay in the 
midst of wars and burning towns, and provinces ravaged 
'by the plague, with his country invaded, trampled under¬ 
foot by the hordes of all Europe, and—worst of ail— 
broken, worn out, degraded by misfortune, making no 
fight, indifferent to everything, longing only for rest. 
He thought With such an example, w hat right has 
any man to complain 1 They had no audience, they- 
haa no future; they wrote for themselves and God. 
What they wTote one day would perhaps be destroyed 
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by the next. And yet they went on writing and they, 
were not sad. Nothing made them lose their intrepidity, 
Iheiv joviality. They were satisfied with their song ; 
they asked nothing of life but to live, to earn their daily 
bread, to express their ideas, and to find a few honest 
men, simple, true, not artists, who no doubt did not 
understand thetn, but had confidence in them and won 
their confidence in return. How dared he have demanded 
more than they ? There is a minimum of happiness which 
it is permitted to demand. But no man has the right to 
more ; it rests with a man’s self to gain the surplus of 
happiness, not with otlmrs.” 

Such thoughts brought him new s^erenity, and ho loved 
his good friends the Keinharts tlie more for them. He 
had no idea that even this affection was to be denied him. 

♦ 

* * 

He reckoned without the malevolence of small towns.* 
They are tenacious in their sp^te—all the more tenacious 
because their spite is aiinlesvs. A healthy hatred which 
know’s what it wants is aj)peased when it has achieved its 
end. But*men who arc mischievous from boredom never 
lay down their arms, for they aie always bored. Chris¬ 
topher was a natural prey for their w^ant of occupation. 
He w^as beaten w'ithout a doubt; but he was bold enough 
not to seem crushed. He did not bother anybody, but 
th^, he did not bother about anybody. He asked nothing. 
They were impotent against him. He was happy with 
his new friends and indifferent to anything that was said 
or thought of him. That was intolerable.—Frau Reinhart' 
roused even more irritation. Her open friendship with 
Christopher in the face of the whole town seemed, like 
his attitude, to be a defiance of public opinion. But 
the good Lili Reinhart defied nothing and nobody. She' 
had no thought of provoking others; she did what she 
thought fit without asldng anybody else’s advice. That 
was the w'orst provocation. 

All their doings were watched. They had no idea of 
it. He was extravagant, she scatter-brained, and both 
•even wanting in prudence when they went out together, 
or even at home in the evening, when they leaned Qver 
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the balcony talking and laughing. They drifted inno¬ 
cently into a familiarity of speech and manner which 
could easily supply food for calumny. * 

One morning Chiistopher received an anonymous letter. 
He was accused in basely insulting terms of being Frau 
Reinhart’s lover. Ho vas astounded. He had never 
had the least thought of love or even of flirtation 
with her. He was too honest. He had a Puritanical 
horror of adultery. The very idea of such a dirty sharing 
gave him a physical and moral feeling of nausea. To 
take the wife of a friend would have been a crime in his 
eyes, and Lili Reinhart w’ould have been the last person 
in the world with whom ho could have been tempted to 
commit such an offehee. The poor woman was not 
beautiful, and he would not have had even the excuse 
• of passion. 

He went to his friends ashamed and embarrassed. 

' They also were embarrassed. Each of tluun had re¬ 
ceived a similar hotter, bffi thej^ had not dared to tell 
each other, and all three of them were on their guard, 
and watched each other, and daied not move or speak, 
and they just talked nonst'nse. If Lili Reinhart’s 
natural carelessness took the ascendant for a moment, 
or if shc' began to laugh and talk wildly, suddenly a look 
from her husband or Oliristopher would stop her dead ; 
the letter would cross her mind ; she would stop in the 
middle of a familiar gesture and gi’ow uneasy. Ch:^s- 
topher and Reinhart w^ere in the same plight. And each 
of them was thinking : “Do the others know ?” 

However, they said nothing to each other, and tried 
to go on as though nothing had happened. 

But the anonymous letters went on, growing more 
and more insulting and dirty. They were plunged into 
a condition of depresvsion and intolerable shame. They 
hid themselves when they received the letters, and had 
not the strength to burn them unopened. They opened 
' them with trembling hands, and as they unfolded the 
letters their hearts w^ould sink ; and w'^hen they scad 
what they feared to read, with some new variation on 
the same theme—the injurious and ignoble inventions 
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of mind bent on causing a hurt—^they wept in silence. 
They racked their braiiis to discover who the wretch 
ini^t bo w,ho so persistently persecuted theni. 

One day Frau Kt'inhart, at. the end of her tether, con¬ 
fessed the persecution of which she was the victim to 
her husband, and with tears *in 'his eyes he confessed 
that he was suffering in the same w'ay. Should they 
mention it to Cliristopher ? They dared not. But they 
had to warn him to make liim be cautious.—At the first 
words that Frau Reinhart said to him, wdth a blush, 
she saw to her horror that Cliristopher had also received 
letters. Such utter malignance r^.p])alled them. Frau 
Reinhart liad no doubt that tJie^wholo town w as in the 
secret. Instead of helping each otluT, they only under¬ 
mined each other’s fortitiido. They did not know what 
to do. Christopher talked of br(*akiiig somebody’s* 
head.—But who.so ? And bc'^ides, that would be to 
justify the calumny! . . . Inform the police of the 
letters ?—That w ould make tueir insinuations public. . . . 
Rrctend to ignore them ? It wat no longer possible. 
Their. friendly relations w'cre now disturbed. It was 
useless for Reinhart to have ab.-olute faith in the honesty 
of his wife and Christopher. Ih? suspecte^d them in spite 
of him.self. He felt that his suspicions were shameful 
and absurd, and tried hard not to pay any heed to them, 
and to leave Christopher and his wife alone togtithor. 
]^t he suffered, and his wife saw' that he W’as suffering. 

It was even worse for her. She had never thought 
of flirting with Christopher, any more than he had 
thought of it with her. The calumnious letters brought 
her imperceptibly to the ridiculous idea that, after all, 
Christopher was j)erhaps in love with her ; and although 
he w^as never anywdiero near showing any such feelin’g 
for her, she thought she must defend herself, not by 
referring directly to it, but by clumsy precautions, which 
Christopher did not understand at first, though, whpn* 
he did understand, he was beside himself. It was so 
stupid that it made him laugh and cry at the same Jime ! 
He in love with the honest little ^voman, kind enough as 
. she was, but plain and common! . . . And to thiilk 
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.that she should believe it! . . . And that he could not 
deny it, and tell her and her hu^'band : 

“ Come! There is no danger 1 Be cabn! , *. 

But no; he could not oflend these good people. And 
besides, he was beginning to think that if she h(‘ld out 
against being loved l>y him, it was because she was secretly 
on the point of loving him. The anonymous letters had 
had the fine result of having given him so foolish and 
fantastic an idea. 

The situation had become at once so painful and so 
s.illy that it "was impossible for thorn to go on. Besides, 
Lili Reinhart, wlio, spite of her brave words, had no 
strength of character,^ lost her head in tlie face of the 
dumb hostility of the little town. Thev" made shame- 
faced excuses for not meeting : 

* “ Frau Reinhart wa., unwell. . . . Reinliart w'as 

^busy. . . . They were going-away for a few days. . . 

Clumsy lies which were^always unmaslied by chance, 
which seemed to take a malicjious pl(*asure in doing so. 

Christopher was m<?5re frank, and said : 

“ Let us part, my friends. We arc not strong enough.” 

The Reinharts wept.—But they were happier when 
the breach was made. 

The town had its triumph. This time Christopher 
was quite alone. It had ro]d)cd him of his last breath 
of air :—the affection, however humble, without whii;h 
no heart can live. 




Ill 

DELIVERANCE 


F-Fe had no one. All his friends had disappeared. His 
dear Gottfried, who had come to his aid in times of 
difficulty, and whom now he so soroly needed, had gone 
some months before. This time for ever. One evening 
in the summer of the last year a letter in large hand¬ 
writing, bearing the address of a distant village, had 
informed Louisa that her brother had died upon one of 
his vagabond journeys wliich the little peddler had 
insisted on making, in spitehis ill-health. He was 
buried there in the cemetery of the place. The last 
manly and serene* friendship which could have supported 
Christ(;)pher had been swallowed up. He was left alone 
with his old mother, who cared nothing for his ideas— 
could only love him and not understand him. About 
him w'as the immense plain of Germany, the green ocean. 
At every attempt to climb out of it he only slipped back 
daeper than ever. The ho.stile town watched him 
drown, . . , 

And as he was struggling, a light flashed upon him in 
the middle of the night, the image of Hassler, the great 
musician whom he had loved so much when ho was a child. 
His fame shone over all Germany now. He remembered 
the promises that Hassler had made him then. And he 
clung to this piece of wreckage in desperation. Hassler 
could save him ! Hassler must save him ! What was 
he asking ? Not help, nor money, nor material assistance 
of any kind. Nothing but understanding. Hassler hg»d‘ 
been persecuted like Mm. Hassler was a free man.- He 
would understand a free man, whom German mediqcrity 
was pursuing with its spite and trying to crush. They 
were fighting the same battle. 
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. He carried the idea into execution as soon as it occurred 
to him. He told his mother that he would be away for a 
week, and that very evening he took the t^ain for* the 
great town in the north of Germany where Hassler was 
Kapellmeister. He could not wait. It was a last effort 
to breathe. ‘ ^ 

* * 

Hassler was famous. His enemies had not disarmed, 
but his friends cried that he was the greatest musician, 
present, past, and future. He was surrounded by par¬ 
tisans and detractors who were equally absurd. As he 
was not of a very frugi character, he had been embittered 
by the last, and mollified by the first. He devoted his 
energy to writing things to annoy his critics and make 
^them cry out. He was like an urchin playing pranks. 
These pranks wore often in the most detestable taste. Not 
^only did he devote his prodigious talent to musical 
eccentricities which made^he hair of the pontiffs stand 
on end, but he showed a ‘perverse predilection for queer 
themes, bizarre sub]t*cts, and often for equivocal and 
scabrous situations; in a word, for everything, w hich 
could offend ordinary good sense and decency. He was 
quite happy when the people howled, and the people did 
not fail him. Even the Emperor, who dabbled in art, 
as everyone knows, with the insolent presumption of 
upstarts and princes, regarded Hassler’s fame as a public 
scandal, and let no opportunity slip of showing his con¬ 
temptuous indifference to his impudent works. Hassler 
was enraged and delighted by such august opposition, 
which had almost become a consecration for the advanced 
paths in German art, and went on smashing windows. 
At every new folly his friends went into ecstasies, and 
cried that he was U genius. 

Hassler’s coterie was chiefly composed of writers, 
painters, and decadent •critics, who certainly had the 
merit of representing the party of revolt against the re¬ 
action—always a menace in North Germany—of tho 
pietistic spirit and State morality; but in the struggle 
independence had been carried to a pitch of absurdity 
df which they were unconscious. For, if many of them 
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were not lacking in a rude sort of talent, they had little, 
intelligence and less taste. They could not rise above 
the fastidious atmosphere which they had created, 
and like all cliques, they had ended by losing all sense 
of real life, thcj'’ legislated for themselves and hun¬ 
dreds of fools who rc^ad their reviews and gulped down 
everj'thing they were pleased to promulgate. Their 
adulation had been fatal to Hassler, for it had made 
him too pleased with himself. He accepted without 
examination every musical idea that came into his head, 
and he had a private conviction that, however he might fall 
below his own level, he was still superior to that of all 
other musicians. And though that idt a* was only too true 
in the majority of eases, it did not follow that it w'as a 
very fit state of mind for the creation of great works. 
At heart Hassler had a suprcmie contempt for everybody, 
friends and enemies alike ; and this bitter jeering con-^ 
tempt w^as extended to himsedf and life in general. He 
was all the more driven bac^ into his iron scepticism 
because he had once believed in a number of generous 
and simple things. As he had not been strong enough 
to ward (»fT the slow destruction of the passing of the days, 
nor hypocritical enough to pretend to believe in the faith 
he had lost, he w'as for ever gibing at the memory of it. 
He w'as of a Southern German nature, soft and indolent, 
nqt made to resist execs.s of fortune or misfortune, of 
heat or cold, needing a moderate temperature to preserve 
its balance. He had drifted insensibly into a lazy enjoy¬ 
ment of life. He loved good food, heavy drinking, idle 
lounging, and sensuou.s thoughts. His whole art smacked 
of these things, although he was too gifted for the flashes 
of his genius not still to shine forth from his lax music, 
which drifted with the fa.shion. No ohe was more con¬ 
scious than himself of his decay. In truth, he was the 
only one to be conscious of it—^at rare moments which, 
naturally, he avoided. Besides, he w^as misanthropic, 
absorbed by his fearful moods, his egoistic preoccupations^ 
his concern about his health—he was indifferent to eyery- 
thing which had formerly excited his enthusiasm or 

hatred. » 

♦ % 
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Such was the man to whom Christopher came for 
assistance. With what joy and hope he arrived, one cold, 
wet morning, in the town wherein thcTe lived the fnan 
who symbolized for him the spirit of independence in 
his art! He expected words of friendship and cncoui‘age~ 
ment from him—words that he noeth'd to help him to 
go on with the ungrateful, inevitable battle which every 
true artist has to wagr^ against the w^orld until he breathes 
his last, without ever for one day laying down his arms ; 
for, as Schiller has said, “ the only relation with the. piiblic 
oj ivhich a man never repents —is toar.'*^ 

Christoplier wa^^ so iinpatient that he just left his bag 
at th(i first hot't‘l he cam<‘, to near the station, and then 
ran to the theatre to find out llassier’s address, llassler 
lived some way from the centre of the town, in one of the 
'suburbs. Christopher took an electrics tram, ai\d hungrily 
ate a roll. His lu art thuinpi.d as he approached his goal. 

The district in whieli IL:g^lei* liad chosen his house w^as 
almost entirely built in fflat stiange new architecture 
into which young C«*nnany lias ihrown an erudite and 
deliberate barbaihun struggling laboriously to. have 
genius. In the middle of the commonplace town, w'ith 
its stra^'ght, cliaracti'ii(‘ss st^’cets, there suddenly ajipeared 
Egyptian hypogea, Norwegian chalrt*^, (.•loist(‘rs, bastions, 
exhibition pavilions, pot-bellied houses, crippled, buried 
in the ground, wdth expressionless faces, with only oye 
enormous eye; dungeon gates, ponderous gates, iron 
hoops, golden cryptograms on the panes of grated win¬ 
dows, belching monsters over the front door, blue porce¬ 
lain tiles plastered on in most unexpected places ; varie¬ 
gated mosaics representing Adam and Eve ; roofs covered 
with tiles of jarring colours ; hous(^s like citadels with 
castellated walls, • deformed animals on the roofs, no 
w'indows on one side, and then suddenly, close to eiich 
other, gaping holes, square, red, angular, triangular, like 
wounds ; great stretches of empty w all from which sud¬ 
denly there would spring a massive balcony with one 
window’—a balcony supported b}^ Nibelungesque Carya¬ 
tides; balconies from which there peered through the 
stone balustrade tw’O pointed heads of old men, bearded 
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and long-haired, mermen of Boecklin. On the front of. 
one of these prisons—a Pharaohesque mansion, low and 
one-storied, with two naked giants at the gate—the 
architect had written : 

“ Let the artist show his UDiycrse, 

Which never was and yet will ever be/* 

“ Seine Welt zeige dcr lunisiler, 

Die niemals war noeh jeinals eein winl,^* 

Christopher was absorbed by the idea of seeing Hassler, 
and looked with the eyes of amazement and made no 
attempt to understand. H(* rcached the house he sought, 
one of the simplest—in a Oarolingian style. Inside was 
rich luxury, commonplace enough. On the staircase was 
the heavy atmosphere of hot air. There was a small lift 
which Christopher did not use, as he wanted to gain time 
to prepare himself for his call by going up the four flights^, 
of stairs slowty, with his legs ^ivmg and his heart thump¬ 
ing with his excitemeiit. During that short ascent his 
former interview with Hassler, his>childish enthusiasm, 
the image of his grandfather were as clt‘arly in his mind 
as though it had all been yesterday. 

It was nearly eleven when he rang the bell. He was 
received by a sharp maid, with a serva padrona manner, 
who looked at him impertinently and began to say that 

Herr Hassler could not see him, as Herr Hassler was 
tired.” Then the naive disappointment expressed in 
Christopher’s face amused her; for after making an un¬ 
abashed scrutiny of him from head to foot, she softened 
suddenly and introduced him to Hassler’s study, and said 
she would go and see if Herr Hassler would receive him. 
Thereupon she gave him a little wink, and closed the door. 

On the walls were a few impressionist paintings and 
some gallant French engravings of the eighteenth century : 
for Hassler pretended to some knowledge of all the arts, 
and Manet and Watteau were joined together in his taste 
in accordance with the prescription of his coterie. Tfie 
same mixture of styles appeared in the furniture, and a 
very fine Louis XV. bureau was surrounded by ne^ art 
armchairs and an Oriental divan with a mountain of multi- 
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coloured cushions. The doors were ornamented with 
mirrors, and Japanese bric-^i-brao covered the shelves 
and the mantelpiece, on which stood a bust of Hassfer. 
In a bowl on a round table was a profusion o.f photographs 
of singers, female admuers and friends, with witty re¬ 
marks and enthusiastic interjections. The bureau was 
incredibly untidy. The piano was open. The shelves 
were dusty, and half-smoked cigars were lying about 
everywhere. 

In the next room Christopher heard a cross voice 
grumbling. It was answered by the sharp tones of the 
little maid. It was okiar that Hassler was not very 
pleased at having to appear. It was clear, also, that the 
young woman had decided that Hassler should appear ; 
^nd she answerc^d him with extreme familiarity, and her 
shrill voice penc'trated the walls. Christopher was rather 
»'»^pset at hearing some of the remarks she made to her 
master.’ But Hassler did got seem to mind. On the 
contrary, it rather seemed -as though her impertinence 
amused him ; and whHe he went on growling, he chaffed 
the girl and took a delight in exciting her. At last Chris¬ 
topher heard a door open, and, still growling and chaffing, 
Hassler came shuffling. 

He entered. Christopher’s heart sank. He recognized 
him ! Would to God he had not! It was Hassler, and 
yet it was not he. He still had liis great smooth brow« 
his face as unwTinkled as that of a babe ; but he was bald, 
stout, yellowish, slcepy-looking ; his lower lip drooped a 
little, ms mouth looked bored and sulky. He hunched 
his shoulders, buried his hands in the pockets of his open 
. waistcoat; old shoes flopped on his feet; his shirt was 
bagged above his trousers, which he had not finished 
buttoning. He lot)ked at Christopher with his sleepy 
. eyes, in which there was no light as the young man 
murmured his name. Ho bowed automatically, said 
northing, nodded towards a chair, and, with a sigh, sank 
down on the divan, and piled the cushions about himself. 
Christopher repeated : 

“ I'have already had the honour. . . . You were kind, 
enough. . . . My name is Christopher Krafft. . . 

voc. u. ‘>^1 
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Hassler lay back on the divan, with his legs crossed, his 
hands clasped together on his right knee, which he held 
up'to his chin as he replied : 

“ I don’t remember.” 

Christopher’s throat went dry, and he tried to remind 
him of their former meeting. Under any circumstances 
it would have been difl&cult for him to talk of memories 
so intimate ; now it was torture for him. He bungled his 
senteiKies, could not find words, said absurd things which 
made him blush. Hassler let him flounder on, and never 
ceased to look at him with his vague, indifferent eyes. 
VVlien Clu’istopher had reached the end of his story, 
Uassler went on rocking his knee in silence for a moment, 
as though he were waiting for Christopher to go on. 
Then he said : 

“Yes. . , . That does not make us young again . . .” 
and stretched his legs. 

Alter a yawn he added : ^ 

“ . . . I beg pardon. . . . Did not sleep. . . . Supper 
■ at the theatre last night . . and* yawned again. 

Christopher hoped that Hassler would make some 
reference to what he had just told him, but Ha.sslcr, whom 
the story had not interested at all, said nothing about it, 
and he did not ask Christopher anything about his life. 
When he had done yawning he asked ; 

. “ Have you been in Berlin long ?” 

“ 1 arrived this morning,” said Christopher. 

“ Ah !” said Hassler, without any surprise. “ What 
hotel ?” 

Ho did not seem to listen to the rej»ly, but got up 
lazily and pressed an electric bell. 

“ Allow me,” he said. 

The little maid appeared with her impertinent manner. 

“ Kitty,” said he, “ are you trying to make mo go 
without breakfast this morning ?” 

“You don’t think I am going to bring it here w^^ilo 
you have someone with you ?” 

•“ Why not ?” he said, with a wink and a nod in Chns- 
. topher’s direction. “ He feeds my mind : I musi feed 
my body.” 
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. “ Aren’t you ashamed to have someone watching you 
eat—like an animal in a menagerie ?” 

Instead of being angry, Hassler began to laugh, and 
corrected her : 

“ Like a domestic animal,” he went on. “ But do 
bring it. I’ll eat my shame with it.” 

Christopher saw that Hassler was making no attempt 
to find out what he was doing, and tried to lead the con¬ 
versation back. He spoke of the difficulties of provincial 
life, of the mediocrity of the people, their narrow-minded¬ 
ness, and of his owm isolation. He tried to interest him 
in his moral distress. But Hassler was sunk deep in the 
divan, with his head Iwng back on a cushion and his eyes 
half closed, and let him go on talking without even 
.seeming to listen ; or he would raise his eyelids for a 
moment and pronounce a few coldly ironical words, 
some ponderous jest at the expense of provincial people, 
which cut short Christop^r’s attempts to talk more 
intimately. Kitty returned with the brealdast tray : 
coffee, butter, ham, eV*. She put it down crossly on the 
desk in the middle of the untidy papers. Chdstophcr 
waited until she had gone before he went on with his sad 
story which he had such difficulty in continuing. Hassler 
drew the tray towards himself. He poured himself out 
some coffee, and sipped at it. Then, in a familiar and 
cordial though rather contemptuous way, ho stoppifl 
Christopher in the middle of a sentence to ask if he would 
take a cup. 

■ Christopher refused. He tried to pick up the thread of 
his sentence, but he was more and more nonplussed, and 
did not know what he was saying. He was distracted by 
the sight of Hassler with his plate under his cliin, like a 
child, gorging pieces of bread and butter and slices of 
ham which he held in his fingers. However, he did suc¬ 
ceed in saying that he composed, that he had had an over¬ 
ture to the Judith of Hebbel performed. Hassler listened 
absently. 

“ Wus (What 1) he asked. 

Christopher repeated the title. 

“ Ach ! SOf so (Ah ! Good, good !) said Hassler, 
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dipping his bread and his fingers into his cup. That 
was all. 

(?nristopher was discouraged, and was on the point of 
getting up and. going, but he thought of his long journey 
in vain, and, summoning up all his courage, he mur¬ 
mured a proposal that he should play some of his works 
to Hassler. At the first mention of it Hassler stopped him. 

“ No, no. I don’t know anything about it,” he said, 
with his chaffing and rather insulting irony. “ Besides, 

I haven’t the time.” 

Tears came to Christopher’s eyes. But he had vowed 
not to leave until he had Hassler’s o^pinion about his work. 
He said, with a mixtui*e of confuswn and anger : 

“ I beg your pardon, but you promised once to hear 
me. I came to see you for that from the other end of 
Germany. You shall hear me.” 

Hassler, who was not used t(.r such ways, looked at the-, 
awkward young man, who wa^? furious, blushing, and near ^ 
tears. That amused him, and, w'earily slirugging his 
shoulders, he pointed to the piano,* and said, witih an air * 
of comic resignation : 

“ Well, then ! . . . There you are !” 

On that he lay back on his divan, like a man who is 
going to sleep, smoothed out his cushions, put them under 
liis outstretched arms, half closed liis eyes, opened them 
h^r a moment to take stock of the size of the roll of music 
which Christopher had brought from one of his pockets, 
gave a little sigh, and lay back to listen listlessly. 

Christopher was intimidated and mortified, but he 
began to play. It was not long before Hassler opened 
his ej^es and ears with the professional intercvst of the * 
artist who is struck in spite of himself by a beautiful thing. 

At first he said nothing, and lay still, but his eyes became 
less dim, and his sulky lips moved. Then he suddenly - 
woke up, growling his surpriJie and approbation. He 
only gave inarticulate interjections, but the tone of them - 
left no doubt as to his feelings, and they gave Christopher 
an* inexpressible pleasure. Hassler forgot to coui),t the 
number of pages that had been played, and were left to be 
played. When Christopher had finished a piece, he said : 
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Go on ! . . . Go on ! , . 

He was beginning to use human language. 

“ That’s good! Good!” he exclaimed to himself. 

“ Famous ! . . . Awfully famous I {SchreckUch famos f) 
But, dammo!” He growled in astonishment. “What is it ?” 

He had risen on his seat, was stretching for wind, 
making a trumpet with his hand, talking to himself, laugh¬ 
ing with pleasure, or at certain odd harmonies, just putting 
out his tongue as though to moisten his lips. An un¬ 
expected modulation had such an effect on him that he 
got up suddenly with an exclamation, and came and sat 
at the piano by Christopher’s side. He did not seem to 
notice that Christopher was there. He was only con¬ 
cerned with the music, and when the piece was finished 
he took the book and began to read the page again, then 
' the following pages, and went on ejaculating his admira- 
, tion and surprise as though he had been alone in the room. 

“ The devil!” he said. “ Where did the little beast 
find that ? . . • 

He pushed Christ«»pher away with his shoulders, and 
himself played certain passages. He had a charming 
touch on the piano, very soft, caressing, and light. 
Christopher noticed his fine long, well-tended hands, 
which were a little morbidly aristocratic and out of keep¬ 
ing with the rest. Hassler stopped at certain chords and 
repeated them, winking and clicking with his tongue. 
He hummed with his lips, imitating the sounds of the 
instruments, and went on interspersing the music with 
his apostrophes, in which pleasure and annoyance were 
mingled. He could not help having a secret irritation, 
an unavowed jealousy, and at the same time he greedily 
enjoyed it all. 

• Although he went on talking to himself as though 
Christopher did not exist, Christopher, blushing with 
pleasure, could not help .taking Hassler’s exclamations to 
himself, and he explained what he had tried to do. At 
first Hassler seemed not to pay any attention to what 
the young man was saying, and went on thinking out loud ; • 
theft something that Christopher said struck him, an5 he 
was silent, with his eyes still fixed on the music, which’ 
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he turncfl over as he listened without socmii>g to hear. 
Clirisiopher grew more and more excited, and at last he 
pluifged into confidence, and talked with naive enthu¬ 
siasm about his projects aiid his life. 

Hasslcr was Silent, and, as he listened he slipped back 
into his irony. He had let Ohristojihcr take the bc)c>k 
from Ills hands ; with his elbow on the rack of the piano 
and his hand on his forehead, he lookc'd at Christ-opher, 
who was explaining his work with youthful ardour and 
(‘agerness. And he smiled bitterly as he thought of his 
own beginning, his own hopes, and of Christopher’s 
hopes, and all the disappointments that lay in wait for him. 

Christopher spoke with his eyes c^ast down, fearful of 
losing the thread of what he had to'say. Has.slor’s silence 
encouraged him. He felt that Hassler was watching him 
a}id not missing a word that he said, and he thought he ’ 
liad broken the ice between them, and he was glad at, 
heart. ^Vhcn he had finished he shyly raised his head— 
confidently, too—and lookedF at Hasslcr. All the joy 
welling in him w’^as frozen on the iv dant, like too early 
buds, when he saw the gloomy, mocking e 3 'es that looked 
into his without kindness. He was silent. 

After an icy moment, Hassler spoke dully. He had 
changed once more ; he affected a sort of harshness 
towards the jmung man. He teased him cruelly about 
his plans, his hopes of success, as though he were trying to 
efiaff himself, now that he liad recovered himself. He 
set himself coldly to destroy his faith in life, his faith in 
art, his faith in himself. Bitterly he gave himself as an 
example, speaking of his actual works in an insulting 
fashion. 

“ Hog-wash !” he said. “That is what these swine 
want. Do 5^011 think there are ten people in the world 
who love music ? Is there a single one ?” 

“ There is myself!” said CJiristopher emphatically. 
Hassler looked at him, shrugged his shoulders, and said 
W(*aril3^ : 

You will be like the rest. You will do as the rest have 
don(‘. You will think of success, of amusing jmuhself, 
likf- rest. . . . And you will be right. ...” 
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Christopher tried to protest, but Hassler cut him short; 
he took the music and began. bitterly to criticize the 
works which he had first been praising. Not onljr did 
he harshly pick out the real carelessness, the mistakes in 
writing, the faults of taste or of expression which had 
escaped the young man, but he made absuid criticisms 
criticisms which might have been made by the most 
narrow and antiquated of musicians,from which he himself, 
Hassler, had had to suffer all his life. Re asked what was 
the sense of it all. He did not even criticize ; he denied; it 
was as though he were trying desperately to efface the 
Impressicm that the music had made on liim in spite of 
himself. 

Christopher was hhrrified, and made no attempt to 
reply. How could he reply to absurdities wliich he 
blushed to hear on the lips of a man whom he esteemed 
and lov(id ? J5osides, Hassler did not li.sten to him He 
stopped at that—stopped dead, with the book in his 
hands, shut; no expressio#in his ey(^s, and his lips drawn 
down in bitterni^ss.. At last he said, as though he had 
once more forgotten Christopher’s pre.sence : 

“ Ah! the worst misery of all is that there is not a 
single man who can understand you !” 

Christopher was racked with emotion. He turntyl 
suddenly, laid his hand on Has^ler’s, and with love in 
his heart he repeated : 

“ There is ra 3 ''self !” ^ 

But Ha.s.sler did not move his hand, and if something 
stirred in his heart for a moment at that boyish cry. no 
light shone in his dull eyes, as they looked at Christopher. 
Irony and evasion were in the ascendant. He made a 
ceremonious and comic little bow in acknowledgment. 

- “ Honoured !”*he said. 

He was thinking : 

• “ Ho you, though ? Do you think I have lost my life 

for you ?” . j • 1 . 

He got up, threw the book on the piano, and wont with 

his long spindle legs and sat on the divan again. Chris-: 
toidier had divined his thoughts, and had felt the Rdivago 
insult in them, and he tried proudly to reply that a man 
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does not need to be understood by everybody; certain 
souls are worth a whole peoj)le ; they think for it, and 
what they have thought the people have to think.—Bui 
Hassler did not listen to him. He had fallen back into 
his apathj’’, wearied by the wakening of the life slumbering 
in him. Christopher, too sane to uiiderstand the sudden 
change, felt that he had lost. But he could not resign 
himself to losing after seeming to be so near victory. He 
made desperate efforts to excite Hassler’s attention once 
more. He took up his music book, and tried to explain 
the reason for the irregularities which Hassler had re¬ 
marked. Hasslcr lay back on the sofa, and prcse.rved a 
gloomy silence. He ntuther agreed nor contradicted ; 
he was only waiting for him to finif^h. 

Christopher saw that there was nothing more to be 
done. He stopped short in the middle of a sentence. 
He rolled up his music and got up. Hasslcr got up, too. , 
Chrivstopher was shy and ashamed, and murmured excuses. 
Hassler bowed slightly, with sr certain haughty and bored 
distinction, coldly held out his ham] and politely accom¬ 
panied him to the door without a word of suggestion that 

he should 6tav or come again. 

* 

* * 

Christoplier found himself in the street once more, 
absolutely crushed. He walked at random ; he did not 
know w’here he was going. Ho walked dowm several 
sftreets mechanically, and then found himself at a station 
of the tramwfi y by which he had come. He went back by it 
without thinking of what he was doing. He sank down 
on the seat with his arms and legs limp. It was impos¬ 
sible to think or to collect his ideas ; he thought of 
nothing; he did not try to think. He was afraid to 
envisage himscK. He was utterly empty. It seemed to’ 
him that there was emptiness everywhere about him in 
that town. He could not breathe in it. The mists, thO 
massive houses stifled him. He had only one idea—to 
fly, to fly as quickly as possible—as if by escaping from 
. the town he would leave in it the bitter disillusion which’ 
he Had found in it. 

. He returned to his hotel. It was half-past twelve. It* 
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was two hours since he had entered it—with w^hat a light 
shining in his heart! N^ow it Was dead. 

He took no lunch. He did not go up to his room? To 
the astonishment of the people of the hotel, he asked for 
his bill, paid as though he had spent the night there, and 
said that he was going, in vain did they explain to him 
that there was no hurry, that the train he w'anted to go by 
did not leave for hours, and that ho had much better wait 
in the hotel. He insisted on going to the station at once. 
He w'as like a child. He wanted to go by the first train, 
no matter which, and not to stay another hour in the place. 
’After the long journey and all the expense he had incurred 
—although he had taktm his holidajniot only to see Hassler, 
but the museums, and to hear concerts and to make certain 
acquaintances—he had only one idc-a in his head : To go... 

ffe went back to the station. As he had been told, his 
. train did not leave for three hours. And also the train was 
not express—(for Cliristopher had to go by the cheapest 
class)—^and stopped on ^e way. Christopher would 
have done better to go by the next train, w^hich went 
two hours later and caught up the first. But that meant 
spending two more hours in tlie place, and Christopher 
could not hear it. He would not even leave the station 
while he was wailing.—A gloomy period of waiting in 
those vast and empty halls, dark and noisy, where strange 
shadow^s were going in and out, alw^ays busy, always 
hurraing ; strange shadows who meant nothing to him, 
all unknown to him, not one friendly face, The misty 
day died dowm. The electric lamps, enveloped in fog, 
flushed the darkness and made it darker than ever. Cliris- 
topher grew more and more depressed as time went on, 
waiting in agony for the time to go. Ten times an hour 
he went to look at the train indicators to make sure that 
he had not made a mistake. As he was reading them 
once more from end to ond to pass the time, the name 
of a place caught his eye. He thought he knew it. It 
W&s only after a moment that he remembered that it was 
where old Schulz lived, who had written him such kind 
and <enthusiastio letters. In his wretchedness the idea 
came to him of going to see his unknown friend. The. 
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town was not on the direct line on his way home, but a 
few hours away, by a little local lino. It meant a whole 
night’s journey, with two or three changes and inter¬ 
minable waits. Christopher never thought about it. 
He decided suddenly to go. He had an instinctive need 
of clinging to sympathy of some sort. He gave himself 
no time to think, and telegraphed to Schulz to say that 
he would arrive next morning. Hardly had he sent the 
telegram than he regretted it. He laughed bitterly at 
his eternal illusions. Why go to meet a new sorrow ?— 
But it was done now. It was too late to change his mind. 

These thoughts filled his last hour, of waiting—his train 
at last was ready. He was the first to grt into it, and he 
was so childish that he only began *to breathe again when 
the train moved, and through the carriage window he could 
see the outlines of the town fading into the gny sky 
under the heavy downpour of the night. He thought he 
must have died if he had spent the night in it. 

At that very hour—about fix in the evening—a letter 
Irom Hassler came for Christopher*at his hotel. C*hris- 
topher’s ^'isit stirred many things in him. The whole 
afternoon h(j had been thinking of it bitterly, and not 
without sympathy for the poor boy who had come to 
him with such eager affection, to be reci'ived so coldly. 
He was sorry for that reception, and a little angry with 
himself. In truth, it had been only one of those fits of 
sulky w'himsies to which he was subject. He thought to 
make it good by sending Christopher a ticket for the 
opera and a few words appointing a meeting after the 
performance.—Christopher never knew anything about 
it. When he did not see him, Hassler thought: 

“ He is angry. So much the worse for him !” 

He sliruggcd his shoulders, and did not wait long for him. 

Next day Christopher was far away—so far that all 
eternity would not have bee^ enough to bring them 
together. And they were separated for ever. 

♦ 

♦ * 

Peter Schulz was seventy-five. He had always had 
delicate health, and age had not spared him. H3 vf^as 
fairly tall, but stooping, and his head hung down to his 
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chest. He had a weak throat and difficulty in broatliing. 
Asthma, catarrh, bronchitis were always upon him, and 
the marks of the struggles he had to make—many ?¥night 
sitting up in his bed, bending forward, cfripping with 
swxat in the effort to force a breath of air into his stifling 
lungs—^were in the sorrowful lines on his long, thin, clean¬ 
shaven face. His nose was long and a little s'v\'ollen at 
the top. Deep lines came from under his eyes and crossed 
his cheeks, that were hollow from his tootlilc^ssiicss. Age 
and infirmity had not been the only sculptors of that 
poor wreck of a man: the sorrows of life also had had 
’ their share in its making.—And in spite of all ho w^as not 
sad. There wore kindness and serenity in his large mouth. 
But in his eyes especially there was that which gave a 
touching softne.ss to the old face. 'FIk y were light gre 3 ^ 
limpid, and transparent. They look^'d straight, ealruly 
and frankly. They hid nothing of the soul. Its depths 
could be road in them. 

His life had been unevfiitful. Ifo had b(‘en alone for 
years. His wife was dead. She was not very good, nor 
very intelligent, and she was not at all beautiful. ^ But he 
preserved a tender memory of her. It wais twernty-five 
years since he had lost her, and he had never once failed 
at night to have a little imaginary conversation, sad and 
tender, 'with her before he went to sleep. JHo shared all 
his doings wuth her.—He had had no cljiIdr('U. That wias 
the great sorrow of his life. He had transferred his need 
of affection to his pupils, to whom he was attached as a 
father to his sons. He had found very little return. An 
old heart can feel very near to a young heart, and almost 
of the same age ; kno-wung how brief are the years that lie 
betAveen them. But the young man never has any idea 
•of that. To hink an old man is a man of another age, 
and, besides, he is absorbed by his immediate anxieties, 
and instinctively turns ^way from the meli 
of allhis efforts. Old Schulz had sometimes found gi ati- 
fude in his pupils, who were touched by the keen and liA'ely 
interest he took in everything good or ill that liapjje.ncd ‘ 
to Miem. They used to come and see him from to. 
time. They used to write and thank him whe n tlv y left 
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the University. Some of them used to go on writing 
occasionally during the years following. And then old 
Schulz would hear nothing more of them except in the 
papers which kept him informed of their advancement, 
and he would be as glad of their success as though it was 
his own. He was never hurt by their silence. He found 
a thousand excuses for it. He never doubted their 
affection, and used to ascribe even to the most selfish the 
feelings that he had for them. 

But his books were his greatest refuge. They neither 
forgot nor deceived him. The souls which he cherished 
in them had risen above the flood enf time. They were 
immutable, fixed for eternity in the love they inspired 
and seemed to feel, and gave forth once more to those 
who loved them. He Vas Professor of ^Esthetics and 
the History of Music, and he was like an old wood quiver¬ 
ing with the songs of birds. Some of these songs sounded 
very far away. Th(‘y came from the depths of the ages. 
But they were not the least sweet and mysterious of all..— 
Others were famibar and intimate ®to him, dear com¬ 
panions. ; their every phrase reminded him of the joys and 
sorrows of his past life, conscious or unconscious ;—(for 
under every day lit by the light of the sun there are un¬ 
folded other days lit by a light unknown)—And there 
were some songs that he had never yet heard, songs which 
S£id the tilings that he had been long awaiting and need¬ 
ing ; and iiis heart opened to receive them like the earth 
to receive rain. And so old Schulz listened, in the silence 
of his solitary life, to the forest filled with birds, and, like 
the monk of the legend, who slept in the ecstasy of the 
song of the magic bird, the years passed over him and 
the evening of life was come, but still he had the heart 
of a boy of twenty. « 

He was not only rich in music. He loved the poets— 
old and new. He had a predilection for those of his owA 
country, especially for Goethe ; but he also loved those of 
other countries. He was a learned man, and could read 
several languages. In mind he was a contemporary of 
Herder and the great Welibiirger —the “citizens of‘the 
world,” of the end of the eighteenth century. He had- 
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lived through the years of bitter struggle which preceded 
and followed ’70, and was immersed in their vast idea. 
And although he adored Gerpaany, he was not “Irain- 
glorious ” about it. He thought, with Herder, that 
among all vainglorious men, he who is vainglorious of 
his nationality is the completest fool,^' and, with Schiller, 
that “ it is a poor ideal only to write for one nation.'^ And 
he was timid of mind, but his heart was large, and ready 
to welcome lovingly everything beautiful in the world. 
Perhaps he was to^ indulgent with mediocrity ; but his 
instinct never doubted as to w^hat was the best; and if 
he was not strong enough to condemn the sham artists 
admired by public opinion, he was always strong enough 
to defend the artists of originality and power whom 
public opinion disregarded. His kindness often led him 
astray. He was fearful of committing any injustice, 
and when he did not like what others liked, he never 
doubted but that it must4>e he who was mistaken, and 
he w’ould manage to love it. It was so sweet to him to 
love ! Love and admiration were even more necessary 
to his moral being than air to his miserable lungs. And 
so how grateful he was to those who gave him a new 
opportunity of showing them !—Christopher could have 
no idea of what his Licder had been to him. He himself 
had not felt them nearly so keenly when he had written 
them. His songs were to him only a few sparks throwxi 
out from his irmer fire. He had cast them forth, and 
would cast forth others. But to old Schulz they were a 
whole world suddenly revealed to him—a whole world 
to be loved. His life had been lit up by them. 

m 4t 

. A year before l;e had had to resign his position at the 
University. His health, growing more and more pre¬ 
carious, prevented his lecturing. He was ill and in bed 
when Wolf’s Library had sent him, as usual, a parcel of 
the latest music they had received, and in it were Chris¬ 
topher’s Lieder. He was alone. He was without rela- 
tive». The few that he had had were long since dead. 
He was delivered into the hands of an old servant, who 
profited by his weakness to make him do whatever she 



334 


JOHN CHRISTOPHER' 


liked. A few friends hardly younger than himself used 
to come and see him from time to time, but they were 
not iii very good healtil either, and when the weather was 
bad they, too, stayed indoors and missed their visits. It 
was winter tlien, and the streets were covered with melting 
snow. 8ehulz had not seen anybody all day. It was 
dark in the room. A yellow fog was drawn over the 
windows liJce a screen, making it impossible to see out. 
'i'he heat of the stove was thick and oppressive. Prom 
the church hard by an old peal of bells of the seventeenth 
century chimed every quarter of an hour, haltingly and. 
horribly out of tune, scraps of monotonous chants, which 
seemed grim in their heartiness to Schulz when he was 
far from gay himself. He was coughing, propped up by 
a heap of pillows. He was trying to read Montaigne, 
whom he loved ; but now he did not find as much pleasure 
in reading him as usual. He iet the book fall, and was 
breathing with dilliculty and-,dreaming. The parcel of 
music was on tin; bed. He had not the courage to open 
it: He was sad at heart. At last Be sighed, and when 
he had very carefully untied the string, he put on his 
spectacles and began to read the pieces of music. His 
thoughts were eh;cnvhere, always returning to memories 
which he was trying to thrust aside. 

The book he was holding w^as Christopher’s. His eyes 
fell on an old canticle, the words of which Christo})her 
had talvcm from a simple, pious poet of the seventeenth 
ceiitur}’, and ho had modernized them. The Ckrisiliche.3 
\Vandf rlkd (The Christian Wanderer’s Song) of Paul- 
Gcrhavdt; 

“ Ilojf l 0 du curme Seele^ 

ILuJf! und aei unverzagt, 

m 

Envarte nur der Zeit^ 

So loirst du schon erhliclten 
Vie Sonne der echop^len Freud** 

** IIopo, oh I thou wretched soul, 

Hope, hope and be valiant I 
* « • « * 

Only wait than, wait, 

And surely thou shalt sea 
The sun of lovely Joy.** 
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Old Schulz knew the ingenuous words, but never had 
thf\y so spoken to him, never so nearly. ... It was not 
the tranquil piety, soothing p,nd lulling the soul by its 
monotony. It was a soul like his own. It was his own 
soul, but younger and stronger, suffering, striving to hope, 
striving to see, and seeing, Joy. His hands trembled, 
great tears trickled down his cheeks. He read on ; 

Auf ! Auf ! gieb demem Schmeree 
Und Sorgen gule Nacht I 
Laas fahren was das Herze 
Beirubt und traurig machi V* 

“ U p 1 up 1 and give thy sorrow 
And thy cares good-night ; 

And all that grieves and saddens 
Thy heart be put to flight.” 

Christopher brought to these thoughts a boyish and 
valiant ardour, and the heroic laughteu* in it showed forth 
in the last naive and confident verses : 

** Btsf du dock nicht Begcnte 
I)er*aUes fiihren soUf 
Uott sitst im liegimente 
Und fiihret alles wohV* 

Not thou thyself art rulor 
AVhom all things must obey, 

But God is liord decreeiiig- - 
All follows in His w'ay." 

And when there came the superbly defiant stanzas which 
in his youthful barbarian insolence he had calmly plucked 
from iiitur original position in the poem to form the conclu¬ 
sion of his L ied: 

“ Und oh gleich alle Teufel 
llier wollten tviederslehn 
So wird dock ohne ZweifeU 
(Toil nicht zuruche gehn, 

** Was er ihm vorgenommen^ 

Und was er haben unit 

Las muss dock endlich kommen 

Zu seinem Zweeh und ZieV* 

“ And even though all Devils 
Came and opposed his will, 

There were no cause for doubting, 

God will be stoadfast still; 
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What He has undertakon, 

All Ilia divii'ie decree— 

Exactly .s lie ordered 
' At last shall all things bo.” 

. . . then there were transports of delight, the intoxica¬ 
tion of war, the triumph of a Roman Imperaior, 

The old man trembled all over. Breathlessly he fol¬ 
lowed the impetuous music like a child dragged along 
by a companion. His heart beat. Tears trickled down. 
He stammered : 

“Oh! My God! ... Oh! My God ! . . .” 

He began to sob, and he laughed ; le was happy. Ho 
choked. He was attacked bj^ a teryblc fit of coughing. 
Salome, the old servant, ran to him, and she thought the 
old man was goiiig to die. He went on crying, and cough¬ 
ing, and saying over and over again ; 

“ Oh ! My God ! . . . My God !...’* 

And in the short moments of respite between the fits 
of coughing he laughed a little/nysterically. 

Salome thought he was going mad. When at last she 
understood the cause of his agitation, she scolded him 
sharply : 

“ How can anybody get into such a state over a piece 
of foolery ! . . . Give it me ! I shall take it away. 
You shan’t see it again.” 

'^But the old man held firm, in the midst of liis coughing, 
and he cried to Salome to leave him alone. As she 
insisted, he grew angry, swore, and choked himself with 
his oaths. Never had she known him to be angry and, 
to stand out against her. She was aghast, and surren¬ 
dered her prize. But she did not mince her wonls with 
him. She told him he was an old fool, and said that 
hitherto she had thought she had to do vfith a gentleman, ■ 
but that now she saw her mistake ; that he said things 
which would make a ploughman blush, that his eyes were 
starting from his head, and if they had been pistols would 
have kSled her, . . . She would have gone on for a long 
time in that strain if he had not got up furiously on his 
pillow and shouted at her : “ Go !” in so peremptor.^ a 
voice that she went, slamming the door, and declaring 
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that he might call her as much as he liked, only she 
would not put herself out, and Would leave him alone to 
kick the bucket. » ^ 

Then silence descended upon the darkening room. 
Once more the bells pealed placidly and grotesquely 
through the calm evening. A little ashamed of his anger, 
old Schulz was lying on his back, motionless, waiting, 
breathless, for the tumult in his heart to die down. He 
was clasping the precious Lieder to his breast and laughing 
like a child. 

* 

* i|s 

He spent the following days of solitude in a sort of 
ecstasy. He thoiight^no more of his illness, of the winter, 
of the grey light, or of his loneliness. Everything was 
bright and filled with love about him. So near to death, 
he felt himself living again in the young soul of an un¬ 
known friend. 

He tried to imagine Christopher. He did not see him 
as anything like what he He saw him rather as an 

idealized version of himself, as he would have liked to be : 
fair, slim, with blue eyes, and a gentle, quiet voice, soft, 
timid, and tender. He idealized everything about him : 
his pupils, his neighbours, his friends, his old servant. 
His gentle, affectionate disposition and his want of the 
critical faculty—in part voluntary, so as to avoid any 
disturbing thought—surrounded him with serene, pur# 
images like himself. It was the kindly lying which he 
needed if he were to live. He was not altogether deceived 
by it, and often in his bed at night he would sigh as he 
thought of a thousand little things which had happened 
during the day to contradict his idealism. He knew quite 
well that old Salome used to laugh at him behind his 
-back with her gossips, and that she used to rob him regu¬ 
larly every week. He knew that his pupils were ob¬ 
sequious with lum while fhey had need of him, and that 
after .they had received all the services they could expect 
ftom him they deserted him. He knew that his former 
colleagues at the University had forgotten him altogethier 
since he had retired, and that his successor attacked him 
in his articles, not by name, but by some treacherous 
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allusion, and by quoting some worthless thing that he 
had said, or by pointing out his mistakes—a procedure 
very common in the world of criticism. He knew that 
his old friend Kunz had lied to him that very afternoon, 
and that he would never see again the books which his 
other friend, Pottpetschmidt, had* borrowed for a few 
days—which was hard for a man who, like himself, was 
as attached to his books as to living people. Many other 
sad things, old or new, would come to him. He tried not 
to think of them, but they were there all the same. He 
was conscious of them. Sometimes the memory of them 
would pierce him like some rending oorrow, 

“ Oh ! My God ! My God ! . 

He would groan in the silence of the night.—And then 
he would discard such hurtful thoughts ; he would deny 
them ; he would try to be confident, and optimistic, and 
to believe in human truth ; and he would believe. How 
often had his illusions been brutally destroyed !—But 
always others springing into life—always, always. . . . 
He could not do without them. 

The unknown Christopher became a fire of warmth to 
his life. The first cold, ungracious letter which ho 
received from him would have hurt him—(perhaps it did 
so)—but he would not admit it, and it gave him a childish 
joy. He was so modest, and asked so littl(‘ of mtui, that 
the little he received from tliem was enough to feed his 
need of loving and being grateful to them. To see 
Christopher was a happinc^ss which he had never dared 
to hope for, for he was too old now to journey to- the 
banks of the Rhine, and as for asking (Unistopher to 
come to him, the idea had never even occurred to him. 

Christopher’s telegram reached him in the evening, 
just as he was sitting down to dinner. ^He did not under* 
stand at first. He thought he did not know thi^ signa¬ 
ture. He thought there was sopae mistake, that the tele¬ 
gram was not for him. He read it three times. In his 
(excitement his spectacles would not stay on his nosfe. 
T’he lamp gave a very bad light, and the lettcTS danced 
before his eyes. When he did understand he was so 
overwhelmed that he forgot to eat. In vain did Salome 
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shout at him. He could not swallow a morsel. He tlirew 
his napkin on the table, unfolded,—a thing he never did. 
He got up, hobbled to get his hat arid stick, ai^d went?out. 
Old Schulz’s first thought on'receiving such good news 
was to go and share it with others, and to tell his friends 
of Christopher’s coming. 

He had two friends who were music-mad like himself, 
and he had succeeded in making them share his enthu¬ 
siasm for Christopher — Judge vSamuel Kunz and the 
dentist, Oscar Pottpetschmidt, who was an excellent 
singer. The three old friends had often talked about 
Cliristopher, and they had played all his music that they 
could find. Pottpet-ichmidt sang, Schulz accompanied, 
and Kunz listened. They would go into ecstasies for hours 
together. How often had they said while they were playing: 

“ Ah t If only Krafifc were here !” 

Schulz laughed to himself in the street for the joy he 
had and was going to give. Night was falling, and Kunz 
lived in a little village half un hour away from the town. 
But the sky was ch^ar ; it was a soft April evening. The 
nightingales were singing. Old Schulz’s heart-was over¬ 
flowing with happiness. He breathed without difficulty, 
he walked like a boy. He strode along gletdully, without 
heeding the stones against which he kicked in the dark¬ 
ness. He turned blithely into the side of the road when 
carts came along, and exchanged a merry greeting with 
the drivers, who looked at him in astonishment v hen the 
lamps showed the old man climbing up the bank of the road. 

. Night was fully come when he reached Kunz’s house, a 
little way out of the village in a little garden. Ho 
drummed on the door and shouted at the top of his voice. 
A window was opened, and Kunz appeared in alarm. 
He peered through the door, and asked : 

“ Who is there ? What is it ?” 

Schulz was out of breath, but he called gladly : 

“ KLrafft—Krafft is coming to-morrow. . . .” Kunz 
did not understand, but he recognized the voice. 

“ Schulz ! . . . What! At this hour ? What is it P* 

Sohulz repeated : “ To-morrow ; he is coming to-morrow 
morning !...*' 
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“ What ?” asked Kunz, still mystihed. 

“ Krafft!” cried Schulss. 

K'uiz pondered the? word for a moment; then a loud 
exclamation showed that he had understood. 

“ I am coming down !” he shouted. 

The window was closed. He appeared on the steps 
with a lamp in his hand, and came down into the garden. 
He was a little stout old man, with a large grey head, a 
red beard, red hair on his face and hands. He took little 
steps, and he was smoking a porcelain pipe. This good- 
natured, rather sleepy little man had never worried much 
about anything. For all that, the news brought bjr 
Schulz excited him ; he waved his short arms and his 
lamp, and asked : 

“ What ? Is it true ? Is he really coming V* 

“ To-morrow morning!” said Schulz, triumphantly 
waving the telegram. 

The two old friends went and sat on a seat in the arbour. 


Schulz took the lamp. Kunz carefully unfolded the 
telegram, and read it slowly in a whisper. Schulz read 
it again aloud over his shoulder. Kunz went on lookii^ 
at the paper, the marks on the telegram, the time when it 
had been sent, the time when it had arrived, the number 
of words. Then he gave the precious paper back to 
Schulz, who was laughing happily, looked at him, and 


wagged his head, and said : 
° Ah ! well. Ah ! 1 


Ah! well! 


After a moment’s thought, and after drawing in and 
expelling a cloud of tobacco-smoke, he put his hand on 
Schulz’s knee, and said : 

“ We must tell Pottpetschmidt.” 

“ I was going to him,” said Schulz. 

” I will go with you,” said Kunz, 

He went in and put down his lamp, and came back 
immediately. The two old men went on arm-in-arm. 
Pottpetschmidt lived at the other end of the village. 
Schulz and Kunz exchanged a few absent words, but they 
were both pondering the news. Suddenly Kunz stopped, 
and whacked on the ground with his stick : • 

“ Oh ! Lord !” he said. ... “ He is away I” 
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He had remembered that Pottpetschmidt had had to 
go away that afternoon for an operation at a neighbouring 
town, where he had to spend .the night and Suay a day or 
two. Schulz was distressed. Kunz was equally put out. 
They were proud of Pottpetschmidt; they would have 
liked to show him off. They stood in the middle of the 
road, and could not make up their minds what to do. 

“ What shall we do ? What shall we do V' asked 
Kimz. 

“Krafft absolutely must hear Pottpetschmidt,” said 
. Schulz. 

He thought for a moment, and said : 

” We must send Mm a telegram.” 

They went to the post-office, and together they com¬ 
posed a long and excited telegram, of which it was very 
difficult to understand a word. Then they went back. 
Schulz reckoned: 

“ He could be here to-njorrow morning if he took the 
first train.” 

But Kunz pointed out that it was too late, and that 
the telegram would not be sent until the morning. * Schulz 
nodded, and they said : 

“ How unfortunate !” 

They parted at Kunz’s door ; for, in spite of his friend¬ 
ship for Schulz, it did not go so far as to make him commit 
the imprudence of accompanying Schulz outside the vil¬ 
lage, and even to the end of the road by which he would 
have had to come back alone in the dark. It was arranged 
that Kunz should dine on the morrow with Schulz. 
Schulz looked anxiously at the sky : 

” If only it is fine to-morrow !” 

And his heart was a little lighter when Kunz, who was 
supposed to have h wonderful knowledge of meteorology, 
looked gravely at the sky—(for he was no less anxious 
than Schulz that Christopher should see their little 
cpuntryside in all its beauty)—and said : 

” It wiU be fine to-morrow.” 

m 

* « 

Soliulz went along the road to the town, and came to it, 
not without having stumbled more than once in the ruts 
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and the heaps of stones by the wayside. Before he went, 
home he called in at tlie confectioner’s to order a certain 
tart hioh was the pride of the town. Then he went home, 
but just as he was going in he turned back to go to the 
station to find out the exact time at which the train 
arrived. At last he did go home, and called Salome, and 
discussed at length the dinner for the morrow. Then 
only he went to bed worn out; but he was as excited as a 
child on Christmas Eve, and all night he turned about 
and about, and never slept a Avink, About one o’clock 
in the morning he thought of gettiijg up to go and tell. 
Salome to cook a stewed carp for (linner, for she was 
marvellously suc(;essful with that dish. He did not tell 
her; and it was as well, no doubt. But he did get up. 
to arrange all sorts of things in the room he meant to 
give Christopher ; he took a thousand precautions so that 
Salome should not hear him, for he was afraid of being 
scolded. All night long her was afraid of missing the 
train, althougli Christopher could not arrive before eight 
o’clock. lie was up very earl 3 ^ He first looked at the 
sk}^; Kunz had not made a mistake ; it was glorious 
weather. On tiptoe Schulz w’ent down to the cellar ; he 
had not been there for a long time, fearing the cold and 
the steep stairs. He selected his best wines, knocked his 
head hard against the ceiling as he came up again, and 
{bought he was going to choke when he reached the top 
of the stairs with his full basket. Then he went to the 
garden with his shears ; ruthlessly he cut his finest roses 
and the first branches of lilac in flower. Then he went up 
to his room again, shaved feverif-iily, and out himself 
more than once. He dressed carefully, and set out for 
the station. It w'as seven o’clock. Salome had not 
succeeded in making him take so much as a drop of milki' 
for he declared that Christopher would not have had 
breakfast w’^hen he arrived, and that they would have 
breakfast together when they came from the station. 

He was at the station three-quarters of an hour too 
soon. Ho waited and waited for Christopher, and finall;)^ 
missed him. Instead of waiting patiently at the ]gate, 
he went on to the platform, and lost his head in the 
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. crowd of people coming and going. In spite of the exact 
information of the telegram, he ha^ imagined, God knows 
why, that Christopher would arrive by a diiferenti train 
from that which brought him’; and, besides, it had never 
occurred to him that Christopher would get out of a 
fourth-class carriage. He stayed on for more than half 
an hour waiting at the station, when Christopher, who 
had long since arrived, had gone straight to his house. 
As a crowning misfortune, Salome had just gone out to 
do her shopping ; Christopher found the door shut. The 
. woman next door, whom Salome had told to say, in case 
anyone should ring, that she would soon be back, gave 
the message withowt any addition to it. Christopher, 
who had not come to see Salome, and did not even know 
who she was, thought it a very bad joke ; ho asked if 
Herr Universituts M usHcdirektor Schulz was not at home. 
He was told “ Yes,” but the woman could not tell him 
where he was. (/hristophgi^ was furious, and went aw'ay. 

When old Schulz came back with a face an ell long, and 
learned from Saloihe, who had just come in too, what 
had happened, he was in despair ; he almost wept. He 
stormed at his servant for her stupidity in going out 
while he was away, and not having even given instruc¬ 
tions that Clxristopher was to be kept waitijig. Salome 
replied in the same way that she could not imagine that 
he would be so foolish as to miss a man whom he had gone 
to meet. But the old man did not stay to argue with 
her; without losing a moment, he hobbled out of doors 
•again, and went oS to look for Christopher armed with 
the very vague clues given him by his neighbours. 

Christopher had been offended at finding nobody, and 
not even a word of excuse. Not knowing what to do 
‘until the next tlain, he went and walked about the 
town and the fields, which he thought very pretty. It 
was a quiet, reposeful .little town sheltered by gently 
^loping hills; there were gardens round the houses, 
cherry-trees and flowers, green lawns, beautiful shady 
trees, pseudo-antique ruins, white busts of princesses' 
with gentle and pleasing faces poised on marble columiw- 
the midst of the trees. All about the town were 



344 


JOHN CHRISTOPHER 


meadows and hills. In the flowering trees blackbirds, 
whistled joyously, forming little orchestras of flutes gav 
and eolemn. It was**not long before Christopher’s ill- 
humour vanished ; he forgot Peter Schulz. 

The old man rushed vainly through the streets question¬ 
ing people ; he went up to the old castle on the hill above 
the town, and was coming back in despair, when, with 
his keen, far-sighted eyes, he saw some distance away 
a man lying in a meadow in the shade of a thorn. He 
did not know Christopher; he had no means of being 
sure that it was he. Besides, the main’s back was turned. 
towards him, and his face was half nidden in the grass. 
Schulz prowled along the road anck about the meadow 
with his heart beating : 

“ It is he. . . . No, it is not he. . . 

He dared not call to him. An idea struck him ; he 
began to sing the last bars of Christopher’s Lied : 

Auf I Auf! . . .” (UpI^ Up! . . .) 

Chi’istopher rose to it like a* fish out of the water, and 
shouted the following bars at the tdp of his voice. He 
turned gladly. His face was red, and there was grass in 
his hair. They called to each other by name, and ran 
together. Schulz strode across the ditch by the road ; 
Christopher leaped the fence. They shook hands warmly, 
and went back to the house laughing and talking loudly. 
Tile old man told how he had missed him. Christopher, 
who a moment before had decided to go away without 
making any further attempt to see Schulz, was at once 
conscious of his kindness and simplicity, and began to love 
him. Before they arrived they had already confided 
many things to each other. 

When they reached the house they found Kunz, who, 
having learned that Schulz had gone to look for Chrifih* 
topher, was waiting quietly. They were given cafe au 
lait. But Christopher said that he had breakfasted at 
an inn. The old man was upset; it was a real grief tQ 
him that Christopher’s first meal in the place should not 
have been in his house; such small things were of vast 
importance to his fond heart. Christopher, who under¬ 
stood him, was amused by it secretly, loved him th» 
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. more for it. And to console him. he assured him that he 
had appetite enough for two breakfasts; and he proved 
his fitssertion. * 

All his troubles had gone from his mind ;*he felt that 
he was among true friends, and he began to recover. He 
told them about his Journey and his rebuffs in a humorous 
way; he looked like a schoolboy on holiday. Schulz 
beamed, and devoured him with his eyes, and laughed 
heartily. 

It was not long before conversation turned upon the 
secret bond that united the three of them : Christopher’s 
music. Schulz was longing to hear Christopher play 
some of his compowtions, but he dared not ask him to 
do so. Christopher was striding about the room and 
talking. Schulz watched him whenever he went near the 
open piano, and he prayed inwardly that he might stop 
at it. The same thought was in Kunz. Their hearts 
beat when they saw him^it down mechanically on the 
piano-stool, without stop^ng talking, and then, without 
looking at the instt'ument, run his fingers over the keys 
at random. As Schulz expected, hardly had .Christopher 
struck a few arpeggios than the sound took possession of 
him ; he went on striking chords and still talking ; then 
there came whole phrases, and then he stopped talking 
and began to play. The old men exchanged a meaning 
glance, sly and happy. * 

“ I)o you know that ?” asked Christopher, playing one 
of his Lieder. 

Do I know it ?” said Schulz delightedly. 

Christopher said, without stopping, half turning his 
head: 

“ Euh ! It is not very good. Your piano !” 

The old man was very contrite. He begged pardon : 

“ It is old,” he said humbly. “ It is like myself.” 

Christopher turned round and looked at the old man, 
who seemed to be asking pardon for his age, took both 
his hands, and laughed. He looked into his honest eyes ; 

“ Oh !” he said, “ you are younger than I.” 

Bchidz laughed aloud, and spoke of his old body and 
his infirmities. 
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“ Ta, ta, ta I” said C)iristopher ; “ I don’t mean that 
I know what 1 am saying. It is true, isn’t it, Kunz ?** 

(They had already .oppressed the “ Herr”) 

Kiiiiz agreed emphatically. 

Schulz tried to find the same indulgence for his piano. 

“ It has still some beautiful notes,’” he said timidly. 

And he touched them—four or five notes that were 
fairly true, half an octave in the middle register of the 
instrument. Christopher understood that it was an old 
friend, and he said kindly, thinking of Schulz’s eyes : 

“ Yes. It still has beautiful eyes.” 

Schulz’s face lit up. He launched’out on an involved 
eulogy of his old piano, but he dropped it immediately, for 
Christopher had begun to play again. Licder followed 
Lieder; Christopher sang them softly. With tears in 
his eyes, Schulz followed his every movement. With his 
hands folded on his stomachy Kunz closed his eyes the^ 
bidter to enjoy it. From time to time Christopher turned 
b(*aming towards the two old^^en, who were absolutely 
d(;lighted, and he said with a naive etithusiasm at which 
they never .thought c)f laughing : 

“ Hein ! It i.s beautiful! . . . And this ! What do 
you say about this i . . . And this again ! . . . This 
is the most beautiful of all. . . . Now I will play you 
something which will make your hair curl. ...” 

he was finishing a dreamy fragment the cuckoo clock 
began to call. Christopher startiid and shouted angrily. 
Kunz was suddenly awak(med, and rolled his eyes fear¬ 
fully. Even Schulz did not understand at first. Then, 
when he saw Christopher shaking Ins fist at the calling 
bird and shouting to someone in the name of Heaven to 
take the idiot and throw it away, the ventriloquial spectre, 
he too discovered for the first time in«his life that the * 
noise was intolerable; and he took a chair and tried to 
mount it to take down the spoiji-sport. But he nearly’ 
fell, and Kunz would not let him try again; he called 
.Salome. She came without hurrjdng herself, as usual, 
and was staggered to find the clock thrust into her hands, • 
which Christopher in his impatience had taken down 
himself. 
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“ What am I to do with it ,?’* sisked. 

“ Whatever you like. Take it away ! Don’t let us see 
it again !” said Schulz, no less impatient than Christopher. 

(Ho wondered how he could have borne such aiorror 
for so long.) 

Salome thought that they were surely all cracked. 

The music went on. Hours passed. Salome came 
and announced that dinner was served. Schulz bade her 
be silent. She came again ten minutes later, then once 
again, ten minutes after that; this time she was beside 
herself and boiling with rage, while she tried to look 
unperturbed ; she slood firmly in the middle of the room, 
and, in spite of Schulz’s desperate gestures, she asked in 
a brazen voice : 

“ Do the gentlemen prefer to eat their dinners cold or 
burned ? It docs not matter to me. I only await your 
orders.” 

Schulz was confused W her scolding, and tried to 
retort; but Christopher must out laughing, Kunz fol¬ 
lowed his exampltj, and at length Schulz laughed too. 
Salome, satisfied with the effect she had produced, turned 
on her heels with the air of a queen who is graciously 
pleased to pardon her repentant subjects. 

“ That’s a good creature !” said Christopher, getting 
up from the piano. “ She is right. There is no tiling so 
int<^)lerable as an audience arriving in the middle oh a 
concert.” 

They sat at table. There was an enormous and de¬ 
licious repast. Schulz had touched Salome’s vanity, and 
she only asked an excuse to display her art. There was 
no lack of opportunity for her to exercise it. The old 
friends were tremendous feeders. Kunz was a different 
man at table ; he expanded like a sun ; he would have 
done well as a sign for a restaurant. Schulz was no less 
susceptible to good che^r ; but his ill-health imposed more 
rcs.traint upon him. It is true that generally he did not 
pay much heed to that; and he had to pay for it. In 
that event he did not complain; if he were ill, at least 
h» knew why. like Kunz, he had recipes of his* own 
handed down from father to son for generations. Salome 



348 


JOHN CHRISTOPHER 


was accustomed, therefore, to work for connoisseurs,. 
But on this occasion she had contrived to include all her 
masterpieces in one menu ; it was like an exhibition of the 
unforgettable copking of Germany, honest and unsophis¬ 
ticated, with all the scents of all the herbs, and thick 
sauces, substantial soups, perfect stews, wonderful carp, 
sauerkraut, geese, plain cakes, aniseed and caraway seed 
bread. Christopher was in raptures, with his mouth full, 
and he ate like an ogre ; he had the formidable capacity 
of his father and grandfather, who would have devoured 
a whole goose. But he could live jus^ as well for a whole 
week on bread and cheese, and cram wJien occasion served. 
Schulz was cordial and ceremonious^ and watched him 
with kind eyes, and plied him with all the wines of 
the Rhine. Kunz was shining, and hailed him as a 
brother. Salome’s large face was beaming happily. At 
first she had been deceived, when Christopher came, 
Schulz had spoken about him,so much beforehand that 
she had fancied him as an Excellency, laden with letters 
and honours. When she saw him she^cried out: 

“ What! Is that all ?” 

But at table Christopher won her good graces; she 
had never seen anybody so splendidly do justice to her 
talent. Instead of going back to her kitchen, she stayed 
by the door to watch Christopher, who was saying all 
sorts of absurd things without missing a bite, and, with 
her hands on her hips, she roared with laughter. They 
were all glad and happy. There was only one shadow 
over their joy: the aosence of Pottpetschmidt. They 
often returned to it. 

“ Ah ! If he were here ! How he would eat! How 
he would drink ! How he would sing I” 

Their praises of him were inexhaustible. 

“ If only Christopher could see him ! . , . But per¬ 
haps he would be able to. Perhaps Pottpetschmidt 
would return in the evening, on that night at latest. ...” 

“ Oh ! I shall be gone to-night,” said Christopher. 

A shadow passed over Schulz’s beaming face. 

” What! Gone !” he said in a trembling voice. “ But 
ydu are not going.” 
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“ Oh yes,” said Christopher ga^y. “ I must catch the 
train to-night.” 

Schulz was in despair. He had c’ounted on Christopher 
^nding the night, perhaps several nights, in his Aouse. 
He murmured : 

“ No, no. You can’t go! . . 

Kunz repeated : 

” And Pottpetschmidt! . . .” 

Christopher looked at the two of them ; he was touched 
by the dismay on their kind friendly faces, and said : 

“ How good you,are ! . . , If you like, I will go to- 
‘ morrow morning.” * 

Schulz took him by the hand. 

“ Ah !” he said. “ How glad I am ! Thank you ! 
Thank you!” 

He was like a child to whom to-morrow seems so far, 

, so far, that it will not bear thinking on. Christopher was 
not going to-day ; to-day was theirs ; they would spend 
the whole evening togethtt*; he would sleep under his 
roof; that was all«that Schulz saw ; he would not look 
further. 

They became merry again. Schulz rose suddenly, 
looked very solemn, and excitedly and slowly proposed 
the toast of their guest, who had given him the immense 
joy and honour of visiting the little town and his humble 
house ; he drank to his happy return, to his success, to 
his glory, to every happiness in the world, which with 
all his heart he wished him. And then he proposed 
another toast “ to noble music ”—another to his old 
friend Kunz—another to Spring—and he did not forget 
Pottpetschmidt. Kunz, in his turn, drank to Schulz and 
others, and Christopher, to bring the toasts to an end, 
^proposed the hoalth of Dame Salome, who blushed 
crimson. Upon that, without giving the orators time to 
reply, he began a familiar song, which the two old men 
took up; after that another, and then another for three 
parts, which was all about friendship and music and wine ; 
•the whole was accompanied by loud laughter and the oUnk- 

of glasses continually touching. 

e 

e ♦ \ 

It was half-past three when they got up from the 
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table. They were ratj^er drowsy. Kunz sank into a 
chair ; he was longing to have a sleep. Schulz’s legs 
were worn out by his exertions of the morning and by 
standing for his, toasts. They both hoped that Chris¬ 
topher would sit at the piano again, and go on playing for 
hours. But the terrible boy, who was in fine form, struck 
first two or tliree chords on the piano, shut it abruptly, 
looked out of the window, and asked if they could not 
go for a walk until supper. The country attracted liim. 
Kunz show^ed little enthusiasm, but Schulz at once 
thought it an excellent idea, and declared that he must 
show their guest the walk roimd the Sch'inhuchwdlder. 
Kunz made a face ; but he did not protest, and got up 
with the others ; he was as desirous as Schulz of showing 
Chiistopher the beauties of the country. 

They went out. Christopher took Schulz’s arm, and 
made him w^alk a little faster than the old man liked. 
Kunz follow’cd, mopping his brow. They talked gaily. 
The people standing at their doors 'watched them pass, 
and thought that Herr Professor Schulz looked like a 
young man. When they left the towm they took to the 
fields. Kunz complained of the heat. Christopher was 
merciless, and declared that the air was exquisite. For- 
tunat(*ly for the two old men, they stopped frequently to 
argue, and they forgot the length of the walk in their 
(^‘mversation. They went into the woods. Schulz re¬ 
cited verses of Goethe and Mdrike. Christopher loved 
poetry, but he could not remember any, and while he 
listened he stepped into a vague dream in which music, 
replaced tlie words and made him forget them. He 
admired Schulz’s memory. What a diJfference there was 
between the vivacity of mind of this poor sick old man, 
almost impotent, shut up in his room for a great part of* 
the year, shut up in his little provincial town almost all 
his life—and Hassler, young, fajnous, in the very thick 
of the artistic movement, and touring over all Europe for 
his concerts, and yet interested in nothing, and un- 
' willing to know an 3 ’'thing ! Not only was Schulz in touch * 
.with every manifestation of the art of the day tJiat 
Christopher knew, but he knew an immense amount. 
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about mufticianR of the past and of other countries of 
' whom Christopher had never hoard. His memory was 
a great reservoir in which all the heautiful waters of the 
heavens were collected. Christopher never weaned of 
dipping into it, and Schulz was glad of Christopher’s 
interest. He had sometimes found willing listeners or 
docile pupils, but he had never yet found a young and 
ardent heart with which he could share his enthusiasm, 
which sometimes so swelled in him that ho was like to 
choke. 

They had become the best friends in the world, wdien, 

* unhappily, the old /nan chanced to express his admira¬ 
tion for Brahms. Christopher was at once coldly angr}’'; 
he dropped Schulz’s arm, and said liarshly that anyone 
who loved Brahms could not be his friend. That threw 
cold water on their happiness. Schulz was too timid 
to argue, too honest to lie, and mimmured and tried to 
explain. But Christopher stopped him : 

“ Enough!” • 

It was so cutting that it was impossible to reply. There 
was an icy silence. They walked on. The two old men 
dared not look at each other. Kunz coughed, and tried 
to take up the convcjrsation again, and to talk of the 
woods and the weather ; but C'hristopher sulked and 
would not talk, and only answered with monosyllables. 
Kunz, finding no response from him, tried to break the 
silence by talking to Schulz ; but Schulz’s throat was dry, 
ho could not speak. Christopht^r watched liini out of the 
corner of his eyes, and he wanted to laugh; he had for¬ 
given him already. He had never been seriously angry 
with him ; he even thought it brutal to make llu^ poor 
old man sad; but he abused his power, and would not 
appear to go back on what he had said. They remainc'd 
so until they left the woods ; nothing was to be heard 
but the weary steps of the two downcast old men ; 
Christopher whistled through his teeth, and pretended 
not to see them. Suddenly he could bear it no longer. 
He burst out laughing, turned towarda Schulz, and • 
gripped his arm : 

“My dear good old Schulz!” he said, looking at 
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him affectionately. “ Isn’t it beautiful ? Isn’t it 
beautiful ?” ' 

He was speaking of’the country and the fine day, but 
his lalghin^ eyes seemed to say : 

“ You are good. I am a brute. Forgive me 1 I love 
you much.” 

The old man’s heart melted. It was as though the 
sun had shone again after an eclipse. But a short time 
passed before he could utter a word. Christopher took 
his arm, and went on talking to him more amiably than 
ever ; in his eagerness he went faster, and faster without 
noticing the strain upon his two companions. Schulz 
did not complain ; he did not even notice his fatigue ; he 
was so happy. He knew that he would have to pay for 
that day’s rashness ; but he thought: 

“ So much the worse for to-morrow ! When Ae is gone 
I shall have plenty of time to rest.” 

But Kunz, who was not so excited, followed fifteen 
yards behind, and looked a Jfitiful object. Christopher 
noticed it at last. He begged his pardon confusedly, and 
proposed that they should lie down in a meadow in the 
shade of the poplars. Of course, Schulz acquiesced with¬ 
out a thought for the effect it might have on his bron¬ 
chitis. Fortunately, Kunz thought of it for him ; or, at 
least, he made it an excuse for not running any risk from 
the moisture of the grass when he was in such a perspira¬ 
tion. He suggested that they should take the train back 
to the town from a station close by. They did so. In 
spite of their fatigue, they had to hurry, so as not to be 
late, and they reached the station just as the train came in. 

At the sight of them, a big man threw himself out of the 
door of a carriage, and roared the names of Schulz and 
Kunz, together with all their titles and. qualities, and he- 
waved his arms like a madman. Schulz and Kunz shouted 
in reply, and also waved their arms; they rushed to the* 
big man’s compartment, and he ran to meet them, jostling 
the people on the platform. Christopher was amazed, 
and ran after them, asking : 

. What is it ?” 

' And the others shouted exultantly ; 
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** It h Pottpetschmidt !’* . • 

The name not convey much to him. He had for¬ 
gotten the. toasts at dinner. Pottpetschmidt in, the 
carriage and Schulz and Kunz on the step were making a 
deafening noise ; they.were marvelling at their encounter. 
They climbed into the train as it was going. Schulz 
introduced Christopher. Pottpetschmidt bowed as stiff 
as a poker, and his features lost all expression ; then, when 
the formalities were over, he caught hold of Christopher’s 
hand, and shook it five or six times, as though he were 
trying to pull his arni' out, and then began to shout again. 
Christopher was abie to make out that he thanked God 
and his stars for th6 extraordinary meeting. That did 
not keep him from slapping his thigh a moment later, and 
crying out upon the misfortune of having had to go away 
—he who never went away—^just when Herr Kapdlmeister 
was coming. Schulz’s telegram had only reached him 
that morning an hour after ^e train went; he was asleep 
when it arrived, and they had not thought it worth while 
to wake him. He fiad stormed at the hotel people all 
morning. He was stiU storming. He had sent his 
patients away, cut his business appointments, and taken 
the first train in his haste to return; but the infernal 
train had missed the connection on the main line. Polt- 
petschmidt had had to wait three hours at a station ; he^ 
had exhausted all the expletives in his vocabulary, and* 
fully twenty times had narrated his misadventures to other 
travellers who were also waiting, and a porter at the 
station. At hast he had started again. He was fearful 
of arriving too late. . • . But, thank Gk)d! Thank 
QodI . . . 

He took Christopher’s hands again, and crushed them 
in his vast paws with their hairy fingers. He was fabu¬ 
lously stout and tall in proportion ; he had a square head, 
close-cut red hair, a clean-shaven, pock-marked face, big 
eyes, large nose, thin lips, a double chin, a short neck, a 
monstrously wide back, a stomach like a barrel, arms . 
. thrust out by his body, enormous feet and hands;-a 
gigaatic mass of flesh, deformed by excess of eating and. * 
drinking ; one of those human tobacco-jars that one sees . 
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sometimes rolling along the streets in the towns of 
Bavaria, which keep the secret of that race of men that is 
produced by a system of gorging similar to .that of the 
StrasDurg geese. He glistened with joy and warmth like 
a pat of butter, and with his two hands on his outstretched 
knees, or on those of his neighbours, he never stopped 
talking, hurling consonants into the air like a catapult, 
and making them roll along. Occasionally he would have 
a fit of laughing, which made him shake all over; he 
would throw back his head, open his mouth, snorting, 
gurgling, choking. His lauglater wo(Jd infest Schulz and. 
Kunz, and when it was over they would look at Chris¬ 
topher as they dried their eyes. They seemed to be asking 
him ; 

“ Hein ! , , . And what do you say V* 

Christopher said nothing ; he thought fearfully ; 

“ And this monster sings my music ?” 

They went home with Sc^,ulz, Christopher hoped to 
avoid Pottpetschmidt’s singing, and made no advances in 
spite of Pottpetschmidt’s hints. He was itching to be 
heard. • But Schulz and Kunz were too intent on showing 
their friend off ; Christopher had to submit. He sat at 
the piano rather ungraciously ; he thought: 

“ My good man, my good man, you don’t know what 
is in store for you ; have a care ! I will spare you nothing.” 

He thought that he would hurt Schulz, and he was 
angry at that; but he was none the less determined to 
hurt him rather than have this Falstaff murdering his 
music. He was spared the pain of hurting his old friend 
the fat man had an admirable voice. At the fii'st bars 
Christopher gave a start of surprise. Schulz, who never 
took his eyes off him, trembled; he thought that Chris¬ 
topher was dissatisfied, and he was only reassured whefi 
he saw his face grow brighter and brighter as he went on 
pla 3 ring. He was lit up by the ^*efiection of Christopher’s 
delight; and when the song was finished and Christophejr 
turned round and declared that he had never heard any 
of his songs sung so well, Schulz found a joy in it all sweeter 
and greater than Christopher’s in his satisfaction, swsseter 
and greater than Pottpetschmidt’s in hia triumph \ foa 
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•they had only their own pleasure,*and Schulz had that of 
his two friends. They went on with the music. Chris¬ 
topher cried aloud; he coujid not understand how so 
ponderous and common a creature could succeed in 
rendering the idea of his Lieder, No doubt, there were 
not exactly all the shades of meaning, but there was the 
impulse and the passion which he had never quite suc¬ 
ceeded in imparting to professional singers. He looked 
at Pottpetschmidt, and wondered : 

“ Does he really feel that ?” 

But he could not see in his eyes any other light than 
that of satisfied vanity. Some unconscious force stirred 
in that solid flesh. * The blind passion was like an army 
fighting without knowing against whom or why. The 
spirit of the Lieder took possession of it, and it obeyed 
gladly, for it had need of action ; and, left to itself, it 
■ never would have known bow. 

Christopher fancied thatpon the day of the Creation 
the Great Sculptor ^id not take very much trouble to put 
in order the scattered members of His rough-hewn crea¬ 
tures, and that He had adjusted them anyhow, without 
bothering to find out whether they were suited to each 
other, and so every one was made up of all sorts of 
pieces ; and one man was scattered among five or six 
different men; his brain was with one, his heart with 
another, and the body belonging to his soul with yeli 
another ; the instrument was on one side, the performer 
on the other. Certain creatures remained like wonderful 
•violins, for ever shut up in their cases, for want of anyone 
with the art to play them. And those who were nt to 
play them were found all their lives to put up with 
^wretched scraping fiddles. He had all the more reason for 
thinking so as ne was furious with himself for never 
having been able properly to sing a page of music. He 
had an untuneful voice,* and could never hear himself 
^without disgust. 

However, intoxicated by his success, Pottpetschmidt. 
began to “put expression” into Christopher’s Lieder — 
thSt is to say, he substituted his own for. Christopher's; 
Naturally he did not think that the music gained by the 
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change, and he grew gleqmy. Schulz saw it. His lack 
of the critical faculty ^nd his admiration for his friends 
would not l>ave allowed him of his own accord to set it 
down \o Pottpetschmidt’s bad taste. But his affection 
for Christopher made him perceptive of the young man’s 
finest shades of thought; he was no longer in himself, 
he was in Christopher ; and he, too, suffered from Pott- 
petschmidt’s affectations. He tried hard to stop his 
going down that perilous slope. It was not easy to 
silence Pottpetschmidt. Schulz found it enormously 
difficult, when the singer had exha4sted Cliristopher’s 
repertoire, to keep him from breaking out into the 
lucubrations of mediocre composers, kt the mention of 
whose names Christopher curled up and bristled like a 
porcupine. 

Fortunately, the announcement of supper muzzled 
Pottpetschmidt. Another field for his valour was opened 
for him ; he had no rival there ; and Christopher, who 
was a little weary with his exploits in the afternoon, made 
no’attempt to vie with him. 

It was.geiting late. They sat round the table, and the 
three friends watched Christopher ; they drank in his 
words. It seemed very strange to Cliristopher to find 
himself in the remote little town among these old men 
whom he had never seen until that day, and to be more 
intimate with them than if they had been his relations. 
He thought how fine it would be for an artist if he could 
know of the unknown friends whom his ideas find in the 
world,—how gladdened his heart would be, and how 
fortified he would be in his strength ! But he is rarely 
that; everyone lives and dies alone, fearing to say what 
he feels the more he feels, and the more he needs to express 
it. Vulgar flatterers have no difficuTty in speaking. 
Those who love most have to force their lips open to say 
that they love. And so he must be grateful indeed to 
those who dare to speak; they are imconsciously col¬ 
laborators with the artist.—^Christopher was filled with 
latitude for old Schulz. He did not confound him with 
his two friends ; he felt that he was the soul of the little 
group; the others were only reflections of that living 
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fire of goodness and love. The iriendwship that Kunz and 
Pottpetschmidt had for him wag^ very different. Kunz 
was selfish ; music gave him a comfortable^ satisfaction, 
like a fat cat when it is stroked. Pottpetschmidt found * 
in it the pleasure of tickled vanity and physical exercise. 
Neither of them troubled to understand him. But Schulz 
absolutely forgot himself ; he loved. 

It was late. The two friends went away into the night. 
Christopher was left alone with Schulz. He said : 

Now I will play for you alone.” 

He sat at the p'ano and played—as he knew how to 
play when he had someone dear to him by his side. He 
played his latest* compositions. The old man was in 
ecstasies. He sat near Christopher, and never took his 
eyes from him, and held his breath. In the goodness of 
lus heart, he was incapable of keeping the smallest happi¬ 
ness to himself, and, in spite of himself, he said : 

“ Ah ! What a pity K^nz is not here !” 

. *That irritated Christopner a little. 

An hour passed; Christopher was still pla 3 dng ; they 
had not exchanged a word. When Christopher had 
finished neither spoke a word. There was silence ; the 
house, the street, was asleep. Christopher turned, and 
saw that the old man was weeping ; he got up, and went 
and embraced him. They talked in whispers in the still¬ 
ness of the night. The clock ticked didly in the ndkt 
room. Schulz talked in a whisper, with his hands 
clasped, and leaning forward ; he was telling Christopher, 
in answer to his questions, about his life and his sorrow ; 
at every turn he was ashamed of complaining, and had 
to say: 

“lam wrong. ... I have no right to complain. . . , 
Everybody has been very good to me. ...” 

And, indeed, he was not complaining; it was only an 
involuntary melancholy emanating from the dull story of 
his lonely life. At the most sorrowful moments he wove 
into it professions of faith vaguely idealistic and very senti¬ 
mental, which irritated Christopher, though it would have 
been too cruel to contradict him. At bottom there was 
in Schulz not so much a firm belief as a passionate deshe 



358 


JOHN CHRISTOPHER 


» 


to believe—an uncertain hope to which he clung as to a 
buoy. He sought the,confirmation of it in Christopher’s 
eyes. Christopher understood the appeal in fihe eyes of 
his frfcnd, who clung to him with touching confidence, 
imploring him, and dictating hi^i answer. Then he spoke 
words of calm faith and strength, sure of itself, which 
the old man was expecting, and they comforted him. 
The old man and the young had forgotten the years that 
lay between them; they were near each other, like brothers 
of the same age, loving and helping each other; the 
weaker the support of the stronger i the old man took 
refuge in the young man’s soul. 

They parted after midnight; Christopher had to get 
up early to catch the train by which he had come. And 
so he did not loiter as he undressed. The old man had 
prepared his guest’s room as though for a visit of several 
months. He had put a bowl qf roseS on the table, and a 
branch of laurel. He had put^^resh blotting-pa^r on the 
bureau. During the morning he had had an upright 
piano carried up. On the shelf by the*bed he had placed 
books chosen from among his most precious and beloved. 
There was no detail that he had not lovingly thought 
out. But it was a waste of trouble ; Christopher saw 
nothing. He fiung himself on his bed, and went sound 
asleep at once. 

^ Schulz could not sleep. He was pondering the joy that 
he had had, and the sorrow he must have at the departure 
of his friend. He was turning over in his mind the words 
that had . been spoken. He was thinking that his dear 
Christopher was sleeping near him on the other side of 
the wall against which his bed lay. He was worn out, 
stiff all over, depressed ; he felt that he had caught cold 
during the walk, and that he was going to have a relapse ; 
but he had only one thought: 

“ If only I can hold out until he has gone!” And 
he was fearful of having a fit of coughing and waking 
Christopher. He was full of gratitude to God, and began 
to compose verses to the song of old Simeon: “ Nunc 
dimiUia . . He got up in a sw^t to write the veiees 
down, and sat at his desk until he had carefully copied 
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. them out with an afEectioiiate dedication, and his signa¬ 
ture, and the date and hour. Thfn he lay down again 
with a shiver, and could not get warm all night. 

Dawn came. Schulz thought regretMly of the^dawn 
of the day before. But he was angry'with himself for 
spoiling with such thoughts the few minutes of happiness 
left to him ; he knew that on the morrow he would regret 
the time fleeting then, and he tried not to waste any of it. 
He listened, eager for the first sound in the next room. 
But Christopher did not stir. He lay stiU just as he had 
gone to bed ; he ha 1 not moved. Half-past six rang, and 
he still slept. JSTothing would have been easier than to 
make him miss the train, and doubtless he would have 
taken it with a laugh. But the old man was too scrupu¬ 
lous to use a friend so without his consent. In vain did 
he say to himself : * 

“ It will not be my fault. I could not help it. It will 
be enough to say nothing*. And if he does not wake in 
time I shall have another fl^hole day with him.” 

He answered hifnself: 

“No, I have no right.” * ; 

And he thought it his duty to go and wake him. He 
knocked at his door. Christopher did not hear at first; 
he had to knock again. That made the old man’s heart 
thump as he thought: “ Ah ! How weU he sleeps ! He 
would stay like that till midday ! . . .” • 

At last Christopher replied gaily through the partition. 
When he learned the time he cried out; he was heard 
bustling about his room, noisily dressing himself, singing 
scraps of melody, while he chattered with Schulz through 
the wall and cracked jokes, while the old man laughed in 
spite of his sorrow. The door opened; Christopher ap¬ 
peared, fresh, rested, and happy; he had no thought of 
the pain he was causing. In reality there was no hurry for 
him to go ; it would have cost him nothing to stay a few 
days longer, and it would have given Schulz jso much 
pleasure! But Christopher could not know that. Be¬ 
sides, although he was very fond of the old man, he was 
iad to go; he was worn but by the day of pei^etu^ 
conversation, by these people who clung to him^in des- 
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perate fondness. And then he was young ; he thought 
there would be plenty'of time to meet again, he was’ 
not going to the other ends of the earth !—The old man 
knew that he would soon be. much farther than the other 
ends of the eartli, and he looked at Christopher for all 
eternity. 

In spite of his extreme weariness, he took him to the 
station. A fine cold rain was falling noiselessly. At the 
station, when he opened his purse, Christopher found that 
he had not enough money to buy his ticket home. He 
knew that Schulz w’ould gladlj" lend Jdm the money, but 
he would not ask him for it. . . . Why ? Why deny 
those love you the opportiiiiityi^the happiness of 
doing yon a service ? ... He would not out of dis¬ 

cretion—perhaps out of vanity. He took a ticket for a 
station on the w ay, saying that he would do the rest of 
the journey on foot. 

The time for leaving came*. They embraced on the 
footboard of the carriage, ^hulz slipped the poem he 
had written during the night into Christophers hand. 
He stayed on the platform below the compartment. 
They had nothing more to say to eac*h other, as usual when 
good-byes are too long drawn out, but Schulz’s eyes went 
on spealdng ; they never left Chri.-topher’s face until the 
train went. 

^ The carriage disappeared round a curve. Schulz was 
left alone. He went back by the muddy path; he 
dragged along ; suddenly he felt all his weariness, the cold, 
the melancholy of the rainy day. He w'as hardly able 
to reach home and to go upstairs again. Hardly had he 
reached his room than he w'as seized with an attack of 
asthma and coughing. Salome came to his aid. Through 
his involuntary groans he said : ^ 

“Wlmt lu 'h! . . . What luck that it did not happen 
sooner ! . . .” He felt very ill. He went to bed. Salome 
fetched the doctor. In bed he bVeame as limp as a rag. 
He could not move; only his breast w'as heaving and 
panting like a belkiws. head was heavy and 

feverish. He spent the whole day in living through ^he 
day before, minute by minute; he tormented liimseft, 
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and then was angry with himself for complaining after 
so much happiness. With his hah<^ clasped and his heart 
big with love, he thanked God. 

• Cl 

Christopher was comfo'rted by his day, and restored to 
confidence in himself by the affection that he had left 
behind him ; so he returned home. When he had gone 
as far as his ticket would take him, he got out blithely 
and took to the road on foot. He had sixty kilometres 
to do. He was iii po hurry, and dawdled like a schoolboy. 
It was April. The country was not very far on. The 
leaves were unfolding like little wrinkled hands at the 
ends of the black branches ; the apple-trees were in flower, 
and along the hedges the frail eglantine smiled. Above 
the leafless forest, whore a soft greenish down was begin¬ 
ning to appear, on the summit of a little liill, like a trophy 
.on the end of a lance, there rose an old Romanic castle. 
Tlirce black clouds sailf|^ across the soft blue sky. 
Shadow^s chased jover the country in spring, showers 

E assed, then the bright sun shone forth again, and the 
irds sang. 

Christopher found that for some time he had been think¬ 
ing of Uncle Gottfried. He had not thtmght of the poor 
man for a long time, and he wondered why the memory of 
liim should so obstinately obsess him now ; he was 
haunted by it as he w^alked along a path along a canal 
that reflected the poplars ; and the image of his uncle 
was so actual that as he tm*ned a great wall he thought 
he saw him coming towards him. 

The sky grew dark. A heavy downpour of rain and 
hail fell, and thunder rumbled in the distance. Chris¬ 
topher was near a village ; he could see its pink walls and 
red roofs among the clumps of trees. He hurried and 
took shelter under the projecting roof of the nearest house. 
The hailstones come lashing dowm ; they rang out on the 
tiles, and fell down into the street like pieces of lead. 
The ruts were overflowing. Above the blossoming 
orchards a rainbow'^ flung its brilliant garish scarf over 
^ tW dark blue clouds. 

On the threshold a girl w’^as standing knitting. She 
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asked Christopher to enter. He accepted the inritation. . 
The room into which he stepped was used as a kitchen, 
a dining-room, and a bedroom. At the back a stew-pot 
hung <)ver *a grgat fire. A* peasant woman* who was 
cleaning vegetables wished Christopher good-day, and 
bade him go near the fire to dry himself. The girl fetched 
a bottle of wine, and gave him to drink. She sat on the 
other side of the table, and went on knitting, while at 
the same time she looked after two children who were 
playing at tickling each other’s necks with those grasses 
which are known in the country as “ thi.^ves ’’ or “ sweeps.” 
She bega’" to talk to Christopher. It was only after a 
moment that he saw that she was blind. She was not 
pretty. She was a big girl, with red cheeks, white teeth, 
and strong arms, but her features were irregular ; she 
had the smiling, rather expressionless air of many blind 
people, and also their mania for talking of things and 
people as though they could see them. At first ChTlS^ 
topher was startled, and wondered if she were making fun 
of .him when she said that ho looked Veil and that the 
country was looking very pretty. But after glancing from 
the blind girl to the w'oman who was cleaning the vege¬ 
tables he saw that nobody was surprised, and that it was 
no joke (there was nothing to joke about, indeed). The 
two women asked Christopher friendly questions as to 
whither he was going and w^hence he had come. The 
blind girl joined in the conversation with a rather exag¬ 
gerated eagerness ; she agreed with, or commented on, 
Christopher’s remarks about the road and the fields. 
Naturally her observations were often wide of the mark. 
She seemed to be trying to pretend that she could see as 
well as he. 

Other members of the family came in: a healthy 
peasant of thirty and his young wife. Christopher talked 
to them all, and watched the clearing sky, waiting for 
the moment to set out again. The blind girl hummed 
an air while she plied her knitting-needles. The air 
brought back aU sorts of old memories to Christopher. 

. “‘What!” he said. “ You know that.” (Gk)ttfiiad 
h^td taught him it .) 



REVOLT 


363 


He hammed the following notes. The girl began to 
laugh. She sang the first half*of the phrases, and he 
finished them. He had just got up to go and look at the 
weather, and he was walking round thp rooin, msehani- 
cally taking stock of every corner of it, when near the 
dresser he saw an object which made him start. It was 
a long twisted stick, the handle of which was roughly 
carved to represent a little bent man bowing. Chris¬ 
topher knew it well; he had played with it as a child. 
He pounced on the stick, and asked in a choking voice : 

“ Where did you^et this ?. . . Where did you get it 

The man looked up and said : 

“ A friend left inhere—an old friend who is dead.*’ 

Christopher cried : 

“ Gk)ttfried ?** 

They all turned and asked : 

“ How do you know . . . 

And when Christopher 'told them that Gottfried was 
his uncle, they were all gfeatly excited. The blind girl 
got up ; her ball* of wool rolled across the room ; she 
stopped her work, and took Christopher’s hands, and said 
in a great state of emotion : 

“ You are his nephew ?” 

They all talked at once. Christopher asked : 

“ But how . . . how do you come to know him !” 

The man replied : • 

“ It was here that he died.” 

They sat down again, and when the excitement had 
subsided a little, the mother told, as she went on with 
her work, that Gottfried used to go to the house for many 
years ; he always used to stay there on his way to and 
fro his journeys. The last time he came (it was last 
July) he seemed very tired, and when he took off his 
pack it was some time before he could speak a word; 
but they did not take apy notice of it, because they were 
used to seeing him like that when he arrived, and knew 
that he was short of breath. He did not complain, either. 
He never used to complain; he always used to find some 
happiness in the most unpleasant things. When he’was 
doing some e^^hausting work he used to be glad thinking 
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how good it would be in bed at night; and when he was. 
ill he used to say how- good it would be when he was not 
ill any longer. ...” 

“ Md, sir, it is wrong to be always content,” added the 
woman ; “ for if you are not sorry for yourself, nobody 
will pity you. I always complain. .’ . .” 

Well," nobody had paid any attention to him. They 
had even chaffed him about looking so well, and Modesta 
(that was the blind girl’s name), who had just relieved him 
of his pack, asked him if he was neyer going to be tired 
of running like a young man. He sndlcd in reply, for he 
could not "peak. He sat on the seat by the door. Every¬ 
body went about their work—the men to the fields, the 
woman to her cooking. Modesta went near the seat; 
she stood leaning against the door with her knitting in 
her hands, and talked to Gottfried. He did not reply; 
she did not ask him for any reply, and told him every¬ 
thing that had happened since his last visit. He breathed 
with difficulty, and she heard mm trying hard to speak. 


Instead of being anxious about him, she said i 

“ Don’t speak. Just rest. You shall talk presently.... 
How can people tire themselves out like that! . . .” 

And then he did not talk, or even try to talk. She 
went on with her story, thinking that he was listening. 
He sighed, and said nothing. When the mother came 
a* little later she found Modesta still talking and Gottfried 


motionless on the seat, with his head fiung back facing 
the sky ; for some minutes Modesta had been talking to a 
dead man. She understood then that the poor man had 
been trying to say a few words before he died, but had 
not been able to ; then, with his sad smile, he had accepted 
that, and had closed his eyes in the peace of the summer 


evening. ... • 

The rain had ceased. The daughter-in-law went to the 
stables ; the son took his mattock, and cleared the little 
gutter in front of the door which the mud had obstructed. 


Modesta had disappeared at the beginning of the story. 
Christopher was left alone in the room with the mother, 
and* was silent and much moved. The old woman, who 
was rather talkative, could not bear a prolonged silencoy 
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•and she began to tell him the ,^hole history of her ac¬ 
quaintance with Gottfried. It w?5nt far back. When 
she was quite young Gottfried loved her. He dared not 
tell her, but it became a joke; she made fun of him, 
everybody made fun of hiih—(it was the custom wherever 
he went)—Gottfried used to come faithfully every year. 
It seemed natural to him that people should make fun 
of him—natural that she should have married and been 
happy with another man. She had been too happy ; 
she had boasted t(^o much of her happiness ; then un¬ 
happiness came. Her husband died suddenly. Then his 
daughter—a fine strong girl whom everj^body admired, 
who was to be marHed to the son of the richest farmer of 
the district—lost her sight as the result of an accident. 
One day when she had climbed to the great pear-tree 
behind the house to pick the fruit, the ladder slipped 
as she fell, a broken branch struck her near the eye. 
At first it was thought that^i^he would escape with a scar, 
but later she had had unceasing pains in her forehead; 
one eye lost its sight, then the other ; and all their remedies 
had been useless. Of course, the marriage was, broken 
off; her betrothed had vanished, without any explana¬ 
tion, and of all the young men who a month before had 
actually fought for a dance with her, not one had the 
courage (it is quite comprehensible) to take a blind girl 
to his arms. And so Modesta, who till then had beerf 
careless and gay, had fallen into such despair that she 
wanted to die. She refused to eat; she did nothing but 
w^p from morning till evening, and during the night 
they used to hear her still moaning in her bed. They did 
hot know what to do ; they could only join her in her 
despair ; and she only wept the more. At last they lost 
patience with her moaning ; then they scolded her, and 
she talked of throwing herself into the canal. The 
minister would come sometimes; he would talk of the 
,.good God, and eternal things, and the merit she was 
gaining for the next world by bearing her sorrows; but 
that did not console her at all. One day Gottfried came. ’ 
Modesta had never been very kind to him. Not that 
she was naturally unkind, but she was disdainful, and, 
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besides, she never thought; she loved to laugh, and- 
there was no malice Hn what she said or did to him. 
When he heyEud of her misfortune he was as overwhelmed 
by it as though he were a member of the family. How¬ 
ever, he did not let her see it the first time he saw her. 
He went and sat by her side, made no allusion to her 
accident, and began to talk quietly, as he had always done 
before. He had no word of pity for her ; he even seemed 
not to notice that she was blind. Only he never talked 
to her of tilings she could not see ; helbalked to her about 
what she could hear or notice in her blindness ; and he 
did it qu' 0 simply, as though it were a natural thing ; 
it was as though he, too, were blind. At first she did not 
listen, and went on weeping. But next day she listened 
better, and even talked to liim a little. . . . 

“ And,” the woman went on, “ I do not know what he 
can have said to her ; for we v;ere haymaking, and I was. 
too busy to notice her. Bu^in the evening, when we 
came in from the fields, we foimd her talking quietly. 
And after that she went on getting better. She seemed to 
forget her affliction. But every now and then she would 
think of it again ; she would weep alone, or try to talk to 
Gottfried of sad things ; but he seemed not to hear, or 
he would not reply in the same tone ; he would go on 
talking gravely or merrily of things which soothed and 
ihterested her. At last he persuaded her to go out of 
the house, which she had never left since her accident. 
He made her go a few yards round the garden at first, 
and then for a longer distance in the fields. And at last * 
she learned to find her way everywhere and to make 
out everything as though she could see. She even noticed 
things to which w’^e never pay any attention, and she is 
interested in everything, whereas beforte she was never 
interested in much outside herself. That time Gottfried . 
stayed with us longer than usual. We dared not ask 
him to postpone his departure, but he stayed of his own - 
^cord until he saw that she was calmer. And one day 
—she was out there in the yard—I heard her laughing. 

I-cannot tell you what an effect that had on me. Gdtt- ^ 
fried looked happy too. He was sitting near me. We 
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looked at each other, and 1 am. not ashamed to tell you> 
sir, that 1 kissed him with all mrp heart. Then he said 
to me 

“ ‘ Now I think I can go. ' I am not needed any^more.* 

“ I tried to keep him, Tint he said : 

** ‘ No. I must go now. I cannot stay any longer.’ 

“ Everybody knew that he was like the Wandering 
Jew : he could not stay anywhere; we did not insist. 
Then he went, but he arranged to come here more often, 
and every time it |vas a great joy for Modesta ; she was 
always better after his visits. She began to work in the 
house again ; her brother married ; she looks after the 
children ; and no\^she never complains, and always looks 
happy. I sometimes wonder if she would be so happy 
if she had her two eyes. Yes, indeed, sir, there are days 
when I think that it would be better to be like her, and 
not to see certain ugly people and certain evil things. The 
world is growing very ugly*-it grows worse every day. . . . 
And yet I should be very much afraid of God taking me 
at my word, and for my part I would rather go on seeing 
the world, ugly as it is. ...” 

Modesta came back, and the conversation changed. 
Christopher wislw^id to go now that the weather was fair 
again, but they would not let him. He had to agree to 
stay to supper and to spend the night with them. 
Modesta sat near Christopher, and did not leave him aH 
the evening. He would have liked to talk intimately to 
the girl, whose lot filled him with pity, but she gave him 
ho opportunity. She would only try to ask him about 
Gottfried. When Christopher told her certain things 
she did not know, she was happy and a little jealous. 
She was a little unwilling to talk of Gottfried herself ; it 
was apparent that she did not tell everything, and when 
she did tell everything she was sorry for it at once *, her 
memories were her property—she did not like sharing 
them with another ; in her affection she was as eager as a 

g easant woman in her attachment to her land; it hurt 
er to think that anybody could love Gottfried as much as* 
she; It is true that she refused to believe it, and CHris* 
''topher, understanding, left her that satisfaction. As he 
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listened to her, he saw tfegit, although she had seen Gott¬ 
fried, and bad even seeSi him with uuindulgent eyes, since 
her blindness she had made of him an image absolutely 
different from the* reality, and she had transferred to the 

E hantom of her mind all the huViger (or love that was in 
er. Nothing had disturbed her illusion. With the 
bold certainty of the blind, who calmly invent what they 
do not know, she said to Christopher : 

“ You are like him.** 

He understood that for years she j;.ad grown used to 
living in a house with closed shutters through which the 
truth con, I not enter. And now that she had learned 
to see in the darkness that surrounded her, and even to 
forget the darkness, perhaps she would have been afraid 
of a ray of light fUtering through the gloom. With 
Cliristopher she recalled a number of rather silly trivialities 
in a smiling and di.sjointed conversation in which Chris¬ 
topher could not be at his eas^ He was irritated by her 
chatter ; he could not understand how a creature who 
had suffered so much had not become more serious in her 
suffering, and he could not find tolerance for such futility ; 
every now and then he tried to talk of graver things, 
but they found no echo ; Modesta could not-^or would 
not—follow him. 

They went to bed. It was long before Christopher 
c6uld sleep. He was thinking of Gottfried, and trying to 
disengage him from the image of Modesta’s childish 
memories. He found it difficult, and w^as irritated. His 
heart ached at the thought that Gottfried had died there, 
and that his body had no doubt lain in that very bed. 
He tried to live through the agony of his last moments, 
when he could neither speak nor make the blind girl 
understand, and had closed his eyes in death. He longed 
to have been able to raise his eyelids and to read the 
thoughts hidden under them—the mystery of that soul 
which had gone without making itself known, perhaps 
even without knowing itself! It never tried to know 
itself, and all its wisdom lay in not desiring wisdom, or 
in not trying to impose its will on circumstance, but* in 
abandoning itself to the force of circumstance, in accepting 
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It and loving it. So he assimilated the mysterious 
essence of the world without even ftiinking of it. And if 
he had done so much good to .the blind girl, to Ghristopher, 
and doubtless to many f>thers who w6uld be fot ever 
unknown, it was because, instead of bringing the cus¬ 
tomary words of the revolt of man against Nature, he 
brought something of the indifferent peace of Nature, 
and reconciled the submissive soul with her. He did good 
like the fields, the woods, all Nature with which he was 
impregnated. Chri topher remembered the evenings he 
had spent with Gottfried in the country, his walks as a 
child, the stories and songs in the night. He remembered 
also the last walk he had taken with his uncle, on the 
hill above the town, on a cold winter’s morning, and the 
tears came to his eyes once more. He did not try to 
sleep, so as to remain with his memories. He did not wish 
to lose one moment of that, night in the little place, filled 
with the soul of Gottfried^o which he had been led as 
though impelled by some unknown force. But while he 
lay listening to the irregular trickling of the fountain arid 
the shrill cries of the bats, the healthy fatigue of youth 
mastered his will, and he fell asleep. 

When he awoke the sun was shining : everybody on 
the farm was already at work. In the hall he found only 
the old woman and the children. The young couple were, 
in the fields, and Modesta had gone to milk. They looked 
(or her in vain. She w^as nowhere to be found. Chris¬ 
topher said he would not wait for her return. He did not 
much want to see her, and he said that he was in a hurry. 
He set out after telling the old woman to bid the others 
good-bye for him. 

As he was leaving the village at a turn of the road, he 
saw the blind girl sitting on a bank under a hawthorn 
.hedge. She got up as she heard him coming, approached 
him smiling, took his hand, and said : 

'• ‘*-Come.°* 

They climbed up through meadows to a little shady 
flowering field filled with tombstones, which looked down 
on'^the village. She led him to a grave, and said : 

“ He is there.” 

• VOL. II. 
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They both knelt dA'vn. Christopher remembered . 
another grave by whic^h he had knelt with Gottfried, and 
he thought; 

“ So<.">n it will be my turn.”^ 

But there was no sadness in his thought. A great peace 
was ascending from the earth. Christopher leaned over 
the grave, and said in a whi.sper to Gottfried : 

“ Enter into me 

Modesta was praying, wdth her hands clasped and her 
lips moving in silence. Then she wdit round the grave 
on her knees, feeling the ground ana the grass and the 
flowers ^ -th her hands. She seemed to caress them ; 
her quick fingers seemed to see. Tlfey gently plucked 
the dead stalks of the ivy and the faded violets. She 
laid her hand on the kerb to get up. Christopher saw her 
fingers pass furtively over Gottfried’s name, lightly 
touching each letter. She said : ] 

“ The earth is sweet tliis morning.” 

She held out her hand to him. He^ave her his. She 
made him touch the moist warm earth. He did not loo.se 
her hand. ' Their locked fingers plunged into the earth. 
He kissed Modesta. She ki.ssed him, too. 

They both rose to their feet. She held out to him a 
few fresh violets tdie had gathered, and put the faded ones 
into her bosom. They dusted their knees, and left the 
cemetery without a word. In.the fields the larks were 
singing. White butterflies danced about their heads. 
They sat down in a meadow' a few yards away from each 
other. The smoke of the village was ascending direct to • 
the sky, that w'as washed by the rain. The still canal 
glimmered between the poplars. A gleaming blue mist 
wrapped the meadows and w'oods in its folds. 

Modesta broke the silence. She spoke in a whisper of* 
the beauty of the day as though she could see it. She 
drank in the air through her half-open lips ; she listened* 
for the sounds of creatures and things. Christopher also, 
knew the worth of such music. He said what she was 
thinking and could not have said. He named certain of 
the cries and imperceptible tremors that they could liear 
in the grass, in the depths of the air. She said : 
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“ Ah! You see that, too ?” ,, 

He replied that Gk>ttfried had taillight him to distinguish 
them. 

“ You, too ?” she said if, little crossly; 

He wanted to say to her : “ Do not be jealous,” but he 
saw the Divine light smiling all about them : he looked at 
her blind eyes, and was filled with pity. 

“ So,” he asked, “ it was Gottfried taught you ?” 

She said “ Yes,” and that they gave her more delight 
than ever before. S. . She did not say before “ what.” 
She never mentioned the words “ eyes ” or “ blind.” 

They were silent for a moment. Christopher looked at 
her in pity. She*felt that he was looking at her. He 
would have liked to teU her how much he pitied her. He 
would have liked her to complain, to confide in him. 
He asked kindly: 

You have been very unhappy ?” 

She sat dumb and unyic^ng. She plucked the blades 
of grass, and miyiched them in silence. After a few 
moments—the song of a lark was going farther and 
farther from them in the sky—Christopher told her how 
he too had been unhappy, and how Gottfried had helped 
him. He told her all his sorrows, his trials, as though 
he were thinking aloud or talking to a sister. The blind 
girl’s face lit up as he told his story, which she followecj 
eagerly. Christopher watched her, and saw that she was 
on the point of speaking. She made a movement to 
come near him and hold his hand. He moved, too—but 
already she had relapsed into her impassiveness, and 
when he had finished, she only replied with a few banal 
words. Behind her broad forehead, on which there was 
not a line, there was the obstinacy of a peasant, hard as 
' a stone. She saM that she must go home to look after 
her brother’s children. She talked of them with a calm 
smile. 

He asked her: 

** You are happy V* 

She seemed to be more happy to hear him say the word. 
She*Baid she was happy, and insisted on the reasons sh^ 
had for being so : she was trying to persuade herself and 
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him that it was so. Sh««spoke of the children, and the 
house, and all that she’had to do. . . 

“ Oh yes,V she said, “ I am, very happy !’* 

Christopher did not reply. I^he rose to go. He rose 
too. They said good-bye gaily and carelessly. Modesta’s 
hand trembled a little in Christopher’s. She said : 

“ You will have fine weather for your walk to-day.” 
And she told him of a crossroads where he must not go 
wrong. It was as though, of the two, Christopher were 
the blind one. 3 

They parted. He went down the hill. When he 
reached the bottom he turned. She was standing at the 
summit in the same place. She waved her handkerchief 
and made signs to him as though she saw him. 

There was something heroic and absurd in her ob¬ 
stinacy in denying her misfortune, something which 
touched Christopher and hurt lum. He felt how worthy 
Modesta was of pity, and eijen of admiration, and he 
could not have lived two days with hei^. As he went his 
way between flowering hedges, he thought of dear old 
Schulz, and’ his old eyes, bright and tender, before which 
so many sorrows had passed which they refused to see, 
for they would not see hurtful realities. 

“ How does he see me, I wonder ?” thought Chris¬ 
topher. “ I am so different from his idea of me ! To 
him I am what he wants me to be. Everything is in his 
own image, pure and noble like himself. He could not 
bear life if he saw it as it is.” 

And he thought of the girl living in darkness who 
denied the darkness, and tried to pretend that what was 
was not, and that what was not was. 

Then he saw the greatness of Herman idealism, which 
he had so often loathed because in vulgar souls it is a 
source of hypocrisy and stupidity. He saw the beauty 
of the faith which begets a world within the world, 
different from the world, like a little island in the ocean. 
.But he could not bear such a faith for himself, and refused 
to take refuge upon such an Island of the t>eo.d. Life! 
Truth! He would not be a lying hero. Perhaps that 4 
o.ptimistic lie which a Gorman Emperor tried to make 
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law for all his people was ii^^eed necessary for weak 
oreatures if they were to live. And Christopher would 
have thought it a crime to snatch from such poor wretches 
the illusion which upheld.them. But for himself he never 
could have recour.Be to such subterfuges. He would 
rather die than live by illusion. Was not art also an 
illusion ? No, it must not be. Truth! Truth ! Eyes 
wide open, let him draw in through every pore the all- 
puissant breath of life, see things as they are, squarely 
face his misfortunr.s—and laugh. 

* 

4c 4( 

Several monthly passed. Christopher had lost all hope 
of escaping from the town. Hassler, the only man who 
could have saved him, had refused to help him. And old 
Schulz’s friendship had been taken from him almost as 
soon as it had been given. 

He had written once on his return, and he had received 
two affectionate letters, Jput from sheer laziness, and 
especially becausq of the difficulty he had expressing him¬ 
self in a letter, he delayed thanking him for his kind words. 
He put off writing from day to day. And when at last 
he made up his mind to wTite he had a word from Kunz 
announcing the death of his old friend. Schulz had had 
a relapse of his bronchitis which had developed into 
pneumonia. He had forbidden them to bother Chris¬ 
topher, of whom he was always talking. In spite of his 
extreme weakness and many years of illness, he was 
pot spared a long and painful end. He had charged 
Kunz to convey the tidings to Christopher, and to tell 
him that he had thought of him up to the last hour ; that 
he thanked him for all the happiness he owed him, and 
that his blessing would be on Christopher as long as he 
lived. Kunz dm not tell him that the day with Chris¬ 
topher had probably been the reason of his relapse and 
the cause of nis death. • 

"Christopher wept in silence, and he felt then all the 
worth of the friend he had lost, and how much he loved 
him, and he was grieved not to have told him moije of 
he loved him. It was too late now. And what wj« 
left to him ? The good Schulz had only appeared enough 
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to make the void seem n^Qre empty, the night more black, 
after he ceased to be. ‘As for Kunz and Pottpetsohmidt, 
they had np value outside the friendship they had for 
Schulz^ and Schulz for them.' ^Christopher valued them 
at their proper worth. He wrote to them once, and 
their relation ended there. He tried also to write to 
Modesta, but she answered with a commonplace letter 
in w^hich she spoke only of trivialities. He gave up the 
correspondence. He wrote to nobody, and nobody wrote 
to him. ^ 

Silence. Silence. From day to day the heavy cloak 
of silence descended upon Christopher. It was like a rain 
of ashes falling on him. It seemed alre'ady to be evening, 
and Christopher was losing his hold on life. He wouW 
not resign himself to that. The hour of sleep was not 
yet come. He must live. 

And he could not live in Germany. The sufferings of 
his genius, cramped by the n^jrowness of the little town, 
lashed him into injustice. His nerves^were raw : every¬ 
thing drew blood. He was like one of those wretched 
wild animals who perished of boredom in the holes and 
cages in which they were imprisoned in the Stadtgarten 
(town gardens). Christopher u.sed often to gO and look 
at them in sympathy. He used to look at their wonderful 
eyes, in which there burned—or every day grew fainter— 
a fierce and desperate fire. Ah ! how they would have 
loved the brutal bullet, which sets free, or the knife that 
strikes into their bleeding hearts ! Anything rather than 
the savage indifference of those men who prevented them 
from either living or dying ! 

Not the hostility of the people was the hardest for 
Christopher to bear, but their inconsistency, their form¬ 
less, shallow natures. There was no knowing how to 
take them. The pig-headed opposition of one of those 
stiff-necked, hard races who refuse to understand any 
new thought were much better. Against force it,is 
possible to oppose force—the pick and the mine, which 
new away and blow up the hard rock. But what can be 
done against an amorphous mass which gives like a jellj;;^ 
collapses under the least pressure, and retains no imprint 
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of it ? All thought and energy and everything disap¬ 
peared in the slough. When'ti ^tone fell, there were 
nardly more than a few ripples quivering on the surface 
of the gull: the monster opened and shut its maw, and 
there was left no trace of what had been. * 

They were not ehemies. Dear God! if only they had 
been enemies 1 They were people who had not the 
strength to love or hate, *or believe or disbelieve—^in 
religion, in art, in politics, in daily life; and all their 
energies were exp \nded in trying to reconcile the irre¬ 
concilable. Especnally since the German victories they 
had been striving to make a compromise, a revolting 
intrigue between their new power and their old principles. 
The old idealism had not been renounced. There should 
have been a new effort of freedom of which they were 
incapable. They were content with a forgery, with 
making it subservient to German interests. Like the 
serene and subtle Schwabian, Hegel, who had waited 
until after Leipzig and Waterloo to assimilate the cause 
of ids philosophy*with the Prussian State—their interests 
having changed, their principles had changed, too. When 
they were defeated, they said that Grermany’s ideal was 
humanity'. Now that they had defeated others, they 
said that Germany was the ideal of humanity. When 
other countries were more powerful, they said, with 
Lessing, that “ patriotism is a heroic weakness which it^is 
well to be without, and they called themselves “ citizens 
of the world Now that they were in the ascendant, 
they could not enough despise the Utopias “ d /a Fravr- 
fawc.” Universal peace, fraternity, pacific progress, the 
rights of man, natural equality : they said that the 
strongest people had absolute rights against the others, 
and ftiat tne osiers, being weaker, had no rights against 
him. He was the living God and the Incarnate Idea, 
the progress of which is accomplished by war, violence, 
and oppression. Foro^ had become holy now that it was 
on their side. Force had become the only idealism and 
the only intelligence. 

Jn truth, Germany had suffered so much for centuries 
irom having idealism and no fame that she had every 
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excuse, after so many trials, for making the sorrowful 
confession that at all oosts Force must be hers. But ’ 
what bitterness was hidden in such a confession from the 
people of H>3rder and Gk)ethe.! And what an abdication 
was the Gkrmair victory, whS,t a degradation of the 
German ideal! Alas ! there were only too many facilities 
for such an abdication in the deplorable tendency even 
of the best Germans to submit. 

“ The chief characterMc of Germmy^^^ said Moser, more 
than a century ago, “ is obedience And Madame de 
Stael: 

“ They have submitted doughtily. They find philosophic 
remons for explaining the least philosophic theory in the 
ivorld : respect for power and the chastening emotion of fear 
which changes that respect into admiration.*^ 

Christopher found that feeling everywhere in Germany, 
from the highest to the lowest-—from the William Tell of 
Schiller, that limited little bou^-geois with muscles like a 
porter, who, as the free Jewt^ Borne says, “ to reconcile 
honour and fear passes before the pillar of* dear Herr Geasier, 
with his eyes down. so as to he able to say that he did not see 
the hat ; did not disobey ”—to the aged and respectable 
Professor Weis.se, a man of seventy, and one of the most 
honoured men of learning in the town, who, when he saw 
a Herr Lieutenant coming, would make haste to give him 
the path, and would step down into the road. Chris¬ 
topher’s blood boiled whenever he saw one of these small 
acts of daily servility. They hurt him as much as though 
he had demeaned himself. The arrogant manners of the 
officers whom he met in the street, their haughty inso¬ 
lence, made him speechless with anger. He never would 
make way for them. Whenever he passed them he 
returned their arrogant stare. More than once he was 
very near causing a scene. He seemed to be looking for 
trouble. However, he was the first to understand the 
futility of such bravado ; but he had moments of aberra¬ 
tion, the perpetual constraint which he imposed on him¬ 
self, and the accumulation of force in him that had no 
outlet, made him furious. Then he was ready to go B^y 
length, and he had a feeling that if he stayed a year longed 



REVOLT 377 

in the place he would be lost. He loathed the brutal 
militarism which he felt weighing down upon him, the 
sabres clanking on the pavement, the piles of arms, and 
the guns placed outside the .barracks, their muzzles gaping 
down on the town, ready to fire. Scandalous'novels, 
which were then making a great stir, denounced the cor¬ 
ruption of the garrisons, great and small : the officers were 
represented as mischievous Tjreatures, who, outside their 
automatic duties, wore only idle, and spent their time in 
drinking, gamblim, getting into debt, living on their 
families, slandering one another, and from top to bottom 
of the hierarchy they abused their authority at the 
expense of their inferiors. The idea that he would one 
day have to obey them stuck in Christopher’s throat. 
He could not—no, he could never bear it, and lose his 
own self-respect by submitting to their humiliations and 
injustice. . . . He had no idea of the moral strength in 
some of them, or of all.that they might be suffering 
themselves : lost illusions,i'so much strength and youth 
and honour and f€i.ith, and passionate desire for sacrifice, 
turned to ill accjouiit and spoiled—the pointlessness of a 
career, which, if it is only a career, if it has not sacrifice 
as its end> is only a pointless activity, an inept display, 
a ritual which is recited without belief in the words th^t 
are said. . . . 

His country was not enough for Chi’istopher. He feU 
in himself that unknown force which wakes suddenly, 
irresistibly, in certain species of birds, at definite times, 
like the ebb and flow of the tides :—the instinct of the 
great migrations. As he read the volumes of Herder and 
Fichte which old Schulz had left him, he found souls like 
his own, not “ sons of the soil,^'* slavishly bound to the 
earth, but “ spirits^ sons of the sun'^ turning invincibly 
to the light whencesoever it comes. 

Whither should he go ? Ho did not know. But in¬ 
stinctively his ej^es turnfed to the Latin South. And first 
td IVance—France, the eternal refuge of Germany in 
distress. How* often had German thought turned to. 
Frajico, without ceasing to slander her ! Ever since 
*«V0, what an attraction emanated from the town which 
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had been shattered and smoking under the German guns ! 
The most revolutionary *and the most reactionary forms 
of thought and art had found alternately and some¬ 
times together example and 'mspiration there. Like so 
many other great German musicians in distress, Chris¬ 
topher turned towards Paris. . . . What did he know 
of the French ? Two women’s faces and some chance 
reading. That was enough for him to imagine a country 
of light, of gaiety, of courage, and even of a little Gallic 
boasting, which does not sort ill witH the bold youth of 
the heart. He believed it all, because he needed to 
believe it all, because, with all his soul, he would have 
liked it to be so. ^ 

♦ ♦ 

He made up his mind to go. But he could not go, 
because of his mother. 

Louisa was growing old. She adored her son, who was 
her only joy, and she was all ^at he most loved on earth. 
And yet they were always^ hurting each other. She 
hardly understood Christopher, and did not try to under¬ 
stand him.- She was only concerned to love him. She 
had a narrow, timid, dull mind, and a fine heart; an 
immense need of loving and being loved in which there 
was something touching and sad. She respected her son, 
because he seemed to her to be very learned ; but she did 
all she could to stifle his genius. She thought he would 
stay all his life with her in their little town. They had 
lived together for years, and she could not imagine that 
he would not always be the same. She was happy : why 
should he not be happy, too ? All her dreams for him soared 
no higher than seeing him married to the daughter of some 
prosperous citizen of the town, hearing him play the organ 
at church on Sundays, and never having him leave her. 
She regarded her son as though he were still twelve years 
old. She would have liked him, never to be more than 
that. Innocently she inflicted torture on the unhappy 
man, who was sufEooated in that narrow world. 

And yet there was much truth—moral greatness—^in 
that unconscious philosophy of the mother, who cau|d 
not understand ambition, and saw all the happiness ot 
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life in the family affections ai^d the acoompUshmont of 
humble duties. She was a crea1bu2*e who wished to love, 
and only .to love. Sooner renounce life, reason, logic, 
the material world, ever5rthing, rather, than “ love^ ! • And 
that love was infinite, suppliant, exacting : it gave every¬ 
thing—^it wished to be given everything ; it renounced 
life for love, and it desired tjiat renunciation from others, 
from the beloved. What a power is the love of a simple 
soul ! It makes it find at once what the groping reason¬ 
ing of an uncertaii: genius like Tolstoy, or the too refined 
art of a dying civilization, discovers after a lifetime— 
ages—of bitter struggle and exhausting effort ! But the 
imperious world Vhioh was seething in Christopher had 
very different laws and demanded another wisdom. 

For a long time he had been wanting to announce his 
determination to his mother. But he was fearful of the 
grief it would bring to her, and just as he was about to 
speak he would lose his cmirage and put it off. Two or 
three times he did timidly allude to his departure, but 
Louisa did not take him seriously :—perhaps she pre¬ 
ferred not to take him seriously, so as to persuade him 
that he was talking in jest. Then he dared not go on ; 
but he w6uld remain gloomy and thoughtful, and it was 
apparent that he had some secret burdtm upon his soul. 
And the poor woman, who had an intuition as to the 
nature of that secret, tried fearfully to delay the coif- 
fession of it. Sometimes in the evening, when they were 
sitting, silent, in the light of th^lamp, she would sud¬ 
denly feel that he was going to speak, and then in terror 
she would begin to talk, very quickly, at random, about 
nothing in particular. She hardly knew what she was 
saying, but at all costs she must keep him from speaking. 
Generally her instinct made her find the best means of 
imposing silence on him : she would complain about her 
health, about the swelling of her hands and feet, and the 
cramps in her legs. She would exaggerate her sickness : 
call herself an old, useless, bed-ridden woman. He was 
not deceived by her simple tricks. He would look at her 
j^diy in dumb reproach, and after a moment he woujd 
got up, sapng that he was tired, and go to bed. 
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But all her devices could not save Louisa for long. 
One evening, when shd resorted to them once more, 
Christopher gathered his courage, and put his hand on 
his mother’d and jsaid : * i 

‘^NoJ^ mother. I have something to say to you.*’ Louisa 
was horrified, but she tried to smile and say chokingly : 

“ What is it, my dear ?” 

Christopher stammered out his intention of going. She 
tried to take it as a joke, and to turn the conversation as 
usual, but he was not to be put of , and went on so 
deliberately and so seriously that there was no possibility 
of doubt. Then she said nothing. Her pulse stopped, 
and she sat there dumb, frozen, looking at him with 
terror in her eyes. Such sorrow showed in her eyes as 
he spoke that he, too, stopped, and they sat, both speech¬ 
less. When at last she was able to recover her breath, 
she said—(her lips trembled)— : 

“ It is impossible. . . . It is impossible. . . .” 

Two large tears trickled down her cheeks. He turned 
his. head away in despair, and hid his iace in his hands. 
They wept.- After some time he went to his room, and 
shut himself up until the morrow. They made no refer¬ 
ence to what had happened, and as he did not speak of 
it again she tried to pretend that he had abandoned the 
project. But she lived on tenterhooks. 

* There came a time when he could hold himself in no 
longer. He had to speak, even if it broke his heart: he 
was suffering too much. The egoism of his sorrow mas¬ 
tered the idea of the suffering he would bring to her. He 
spoke. He went through with it, never looking at his 
mother, for fear of being too greatly moved. He fixed 
the day for his departure, so as to avoid a second dis¬ 
cussion :—(he did not know if he could again win the sad 
courage that was in him that day). Louisa cried : 

“No, no! Stop, stop! . . 

He set his teeth, and went on implacably. When be 
had finished (she was sobbing), he took her hands and 
tried to make her understand how it was absolutely 
necessary for his art and his life for him to go away^fejj^ 
some time. She refused to listen. She wept and said : 
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” JNo, no ! . . . 1 will not . 

After trying to reason with her* in vain, he left her, 
thinking that the night would bring about a charge in 
her ideas. But when thfey met next day ai breaSfast, 
he began once more to talk of his plans. She dropped 
the piece of bread she was raising to her lips, and said 
sorrowfully and reproachfully: 

“ Why do you want to torture me V* 

He was touched, hut he said : 

“ Dear mother, I must.” 

“ No, no !” she replied. “ You must not. , . . You 
want to hurt me. ... It is a madness. ...” 

They tried to convince each other, but they did not 
listen to each other. He saw that argument was wasted : 
it would only make her suffer more, and he began osten¬ 
tatiously to prepare for his departure. 

When she saw that no entreaty would stop him, Louisa 
relapsed into a gloomy stup^. She spent her days locked 
up in her room, and without a light, when evening came. 
She did not speak or eat. At night he could hear her 
weeping. He was racked by it. He could have cried 
out in his grief, as he lay all night twisting and turning 
in his bed* sleeplessly, a prey to his remorse. He loved 
her so. Why must he make her suffer ? . . . Alas ! she 
would not be the only one : he saw that clearly. • . . 
Why had destiny given him the desire and strength of d 
mission which must make those whom he loved .suffer ? 

“ Ah t” he thought; ” if I were free, if I were not 
i*awn on by the cruel need of being what I must be, or 
else of dying in shame and disgust with myself, how 
happy would I make you^—^you whom I love! Let me 
live tot; do, fight, suffer, and then I will come back to 
you and love yftu more than ever. How I would like 
only to love, love, love ! . . .” 

He never could have .been strong enough to resist the 
perpetual reproach of the grief-stricken soul had that 
reproach been strong enough to remain silent. But 
Louisa, who was weak and rather talkative, could not* 
bee'p the sorrow that was stifling her to herself. She told 
her neighbours. She told her two other sons. They 
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could not miss such a hnf) opportunity of putting Chris¬ 
topher in the wrongs* Rodolphe especially, who had 
never ceased to be jealous of his elder brother^ although 
there" was little .enough reason for it at the time— 
Rodolphe, who was cut to the quick .by the least praise 
of Christopher, and was secretly afraid of his future 
success, though he never dared admit so base a thought 
—(for he was clever enough to feel his brother’s force, 
and to be afraid that others would feel it, too),—Rodolphe 
was only too happy to crush Christopher beneath the 
weight of his superiority. He had never worried much 
about his mother, though he knew her straitened circum¬ 
stances : although he was well able to afford to help her, 
he left it all to Christopher. But when he heard of Chris¬ 
topher’s intention, he discovered at once hidden treasures 
of affection. He was furious at his proposing to leave 
his mother, and called it monstrous egoism. He was 
impudent enough to tell Ch^fetopher so. He lectured 
him loftily, like a child who deserves smacking : he told 
him stiffly of his duty towards his mother, and of all that 
she had sacrificed for him. Christopher almost burst 
with rage. He kicked Rodolphe out, and called him a 
rascal and a hypocrite, Rodolphe avenged Himself by 
feeding his mother’s indignation. Excited by him, Louisa 
began to persuade herself that Christopher was behaving 
hke a bad son. She tried to declare that he had no right 
to go, and she was only too willing to believe it. Instead 
of using only her tears, which were her strongest weapon, 
she reproached Christopher bitterly and unjustly, and 
disgusted him. They said cruel things to each other; 
the result was that Christopher, who, till then, had been 
hesitating, only thought of hastening his preparations for 
his departure. He knew that the charitable neighbours 
were commiserating his mother, and that in the opinion 
of the neighbourhood she was regarded as a victim and 
himself as a monster. He set his teeth, and would not 
go back on his resolve. 

* The days passed. Christopher and Louisa hardly spoke 
to each other. Instead of enjoying to the last drop tlteia. 
last days together, these two, who loved each other, wasted 
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the time that was left—as too ioften happens—^in one of 
those sterile fits of sullenness in wlhch so many afEeotions 
are swalloy^ed up. Thej: only met at meals, when they 
eat opposite each other, no*t looking at.each other, hever 
spealang, forcing themselves to eat a few mouthflds, not 
BO much for the sake of eating as for the sake of appear¬ 
ances. Christopher would ^contrive to mumble a few 
words, but Louisa would not reply; and when she tried 
to talk he vrould be silent. This s^^ate of things was 
intolerable to both of them, and the longer it went on 
the more difficult it became to break it. Were they 
going to part like that ? Louisa admitted that she had 
been unjust and awkward, but she was suffering too much 
to know how to win back her son’s love, which she thought 
she had lost, and at all costs to prevent his departure, the 
idea of which she refused to face. Christopher stole 
glances at his mother’s pale, swollen face, and he was 
tom by remorse ; but he ha^ made up his mind to go, and, 
knowing that he was goiiig for ever out of her life, he 
wished cowardly lo be gone to escape his remorse. 

His departure was fixed for the next day but one. 
One of their sad meals had just come to an end. When 
they finished their supper, during which they had not 
spoken a word, Chiistopher withdrew to his room ; and, 
sitting at his desk, with his head in his hands—he was 
incapable of working—he became lost in thought. Th6 
night was drawing late : it was nearly one o’clock in the 
morning. Suddenly he heard a noise, a chair upset in 
the next room. The door opened, and his mother ap- 
peajred in her nightgown, barefooted, and threw her arms 
round his neck and sobbed. She was feverish. She 
kissed her sou, and moaned through her despairing sobs : 

“ Don’t go ! -Don’t go ! I implore you ! I implore 
you! My dear, don’t go! . . . 1 shall die. ... 1 

can’t, I can’t bear it! ... .” 

> He was alarmed and upset. He kissed her, and said : 
“ Dear mother, calm yourself, please, please !” 

But she went on : 

. can’t bear it. . . . I have only you. If you* gp. 
what will become of me ? 1 shall die if you go. 1 don‘’t 
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want to die away from you. I don’t want to die alone. 
Wait until I am dead f . . .” 

Her word^ rent his heart. I|e did not know what to 
say to nonsole her. What arguments could hold good 
against such an outpouring of love and sorrow ! He took 
her on his knees, and tried to calm her wdth kisses and 
little ajffectionate words. The old woman gradually 
became silent, and wept softly. When she was a little 
comforted, he said * 

“ Go to bed. You will catch cold.*' 

She repeated : “ Don’t go !” 

He said in a low voice : “ I will not gQ.” 

She trembled, and took his hand. “ Truly ?” she said. 
“ Truly ?” 

He turned his head away sadly. “ To-morrow,” he 
answered, “ I will tell you to-morrow. . . . Leave me 
now, please! . . .” 

She got up meekly and wer<J back to her room. Next 
morning she was ashamed of her despairing outburst,* 
which had come upon her like a madness in the middle 
of the night', and she was fearful of what her son would 
say to her. She waited for him, silling in a corner of the 
room. She had taken up some knitting for occupation, 
but her hands refused to hold it. She let it fall. Chris¬ 
topher entered. They greeted each other in a whisper, 
without looking at each other. He was gloomy, and 
went and stood by the window, with his back to his 
mother, and he stayed without speaking. There was a. 
great struggle in him. He knew the result of it already, 
and was trying to delay the issue. Louisa dared not 
speak a word to him, and provoke the answer which she 
expected and feared. She forced herself to take up her 
knitting again, but she could not see wha't she was doing, 
and she dropped her stitches. Outside it was raining. 
After a long silence Christopher-came to her. She did 
not stir, but her heart was beating. Christopher stood 
still and looked at her, then, suddenly, he went down on 
his knees and hid his face in his mother’s dress, and, 
without saying a word, he wept. Then she understbod 
that he was going to stay, and her heart was filled with 
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a mortal agony of joy—but at once she was seized by 
remorse, for she felt all that her %on was sacrificing for 
her, and she began to suffer all that Christopher had 
suffered when it was she' whom he sacrificed. Sh^ bent 
over him, and covered his brow and his hair witli kisses. 
In silence their tears and their sorrow mingled. At last 
he raised his head, and Louisa took his face in her hands 
and looked into his eyes. She would have liked to say 
to him : 

“ Go !” 

But she could llVl/. 

He would have liked to say to her ; 

“ I am glad to*stay.” 

But he could not. 

The situation was hopeless ; neither of them could alter 
it. She sighed in her sorrow and love : 

“ Ah ! if we could all be born and all die together !” 
Her simple words filled him with tenderness ; he dried his 
J>ears, and tried to smile aife said : 

“ We shall all Hie together.” 

She insisted : 

“ Truly you will not go ?** 

He got up : 

“ I have said so. Don*t let us talk about it. There is 
nothing more to be said.” 

Christopher kept his word ; he never talked of going 
again, but he comd not help thinking of it. He stayed, 
but he made his mother pay dearly for his sacrifice by 
his sadness and bad temper. And Louisa tactlessly— 
much more tactlessly than she knew, never failing to do 
what she ought not to have done—Louisa, who knew 
only too w’ell the reason of his grief, insisted on his telling 
her what it was. She worried him with her affection, 
uneasy, vexing, argumentative, reminding him every 
moment that they were^very different from each other— 
i^nd that he was trying to for^t. How often he had 
tried to open his heart to her ! But just as he was about 
to speak the Great Wall of China would rise between them,- 
and* he would keep his secret buried in himself. *Slio 
would guess, but she never dared invite his confidence, 
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or else she could not. When she tried, she would succeed 
only in flinging back dn him those secrets which weighed 
so sorely on him, and wliich he Was so longing to teU. 

A thousand little things, harmless tricks, cut her off 
from him and irritated Christopher. The good old 
creature was doting. She had to talk about the local 
gossip, and she had that nmse’s tenderness which will 
recall all the silly little things of the earliest years, and 
ever}'thing that is associated with the cradle. We have 
such dilficulty in issuing from it and growing into men 
and women ! And Juliet’s nurse must for ever be 
laying before us our swaddling clothes, commonplace 
thoughts, the whole unhappy period in which the growing 
soul struggles against the oppression of vile matter or 
stifling surroundings ! 

And with it all she had little outbursts of touching 
tenderness—as though to a little child—which used to 
move him greatly, and he would surrender to them— 
like a little child. ^ 

The worst of all to bear was living Trom morning to 
night as they did, together, always together, isolated from 
the rest of the world. When two people suffer, and can¬ 
not help each other’s sufferings, exasperation is fatal; each 
in the end holds the other responsible for their suffer¬ 
ing ; and each in the end believes it. It were better to 
De alone ; alone in suffering. 

It was a daily torment for both of them. They would 
never have broken free if chance had not come to break 
the cruel indecision, against which they were struggling; 
in a way that seemed unfortunate—but it was really 
fortunate. ^ 

m * 

It was a Sunday in October. Four o’clock in the after¬ 
noon . The weather was brilliant. Christopher had stayed 
in his room all day, chewing the cud of melancholy. 

He could bear it no longer ; hie wanted desperately to 
go out, to walk, to expend his energy, to tire iumself out, 
' so as to stop thinking. 

^ Relations with his mother had been strained since^ t^e 
day before. He was just going out without saying good- 
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bye to her ; but on the 8taird«h§ thought how it would 
hurt her the whole evening when she was left alone. He 
went bank, making an exj[)use of having left sometliing in 
his room. The door of his mother’s foom was ajar. He 
put his head in through the aperture. He watched his 
mother for a few moments. . . . (What a place those 
two seconds were to fill in Jus life ever after !).... 

Louisa had just come in from Vespers. She was sitting 
in her favourite ^lace, the recess of the window. The 
wall of the house opposite, dirty white and cracked, 
obstructed the view, nut from the corner where she sat 
she could see to the right through the yards of the next 
houses a little patch of green the size of a pocket-hand¬ 
kerchief. On the window-sill a pot of convolvulus climbed 
along its threads, and over this frail ladder stretched its 
tendrils, which were caressed by a ray of sunlight. Louisa 
was sitting in a low chair bending over her great Bible, 
which was open on her'iap, but she was not reading. 
Her hands wera laid flat on the book—her hands with 
their swollen veins, worker’s nails, square and a little 
bent—and she was devouring with loving eyes the little 
plant and the patch of sky she could see through it. A 
sunbeam, basMng on the green gold leaves, lit up her 
tired face, with its rather blotchy complexion, her white, 
soft, and rather thick hair, and her lips, parted in a smile. 
She was enjoying her hour of rest. It was the best 
moment of the week to her. She made use of it to sink 
into that state so sweet to those who suffer, when thoughts 
dwell on nothing, and in torpor nothing speaks save the 
heart, and that is half asleep. 

“Mother,” he said, “ I want to go out. I am going 
by Buir. I shall be rather late.” 

Louisa, who ^as dozing off, started a little. Then she 
turned her head towards him and, looked at him with her 
calm, kind eyes. ' • 

• Yes, my dear, go,” she said. “ You are right; make 
use of the fine weather.” 

She smiled at him. He smiled at her. They lopked 
at ^ach other for a moment, then they said good-night 
affectionately, nodding and smiling with their eyes. 
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He closed the door soft?y. She slipped back into her 
reverie, which her son’s smile h^td lit up with a bright 
ray offlight like the sunbeam on the pale leaves of the 
convolviilus. 

So he left her—for ever. ^ 

♦ 4t 

An October evening. A pafe watery sun. The drowsy 
country is sinking to sleep. Little village bells are slowly 
ringing in the silence of the fields. Col'^'mns of smoke rise 
slowly in the midst of the ploughed fields, A fine mist 
hovers in the distance. The white fogS are awaiting the 
coming of the night to rise. ... A dog^with his nose to 
the ground was running in circles in a field of beet. Great 
flocks of crows whirled against the grey sky. 

Christopher went on dreaming, having no fixed object, 
but yet instinctively he was Tvalking in a definite direc¬ 
tion. For several weeks his walks round the town had 
gravitated, whether he liked ife’or not, towards another 
village, where he was sure to meet a*prettv girl who* 
attracted him. It was only an attraction, but it was 
very vivid and rather disturbing. Christopher could 
hardly do without loving someone; and his heart was 
rarely left empty; it always had some lovely image for 
its idol. Generally, it did not matter whether the idol 
knew of his love ; his need was to love, the .fire must 
never be allowed to go out; there must never be darkness 
in his heart. 

The object of this new flame was the daughter of a 
peasant whom he had met, as Eliezer met Rebecca, by a 
well; but she did not give him to drink ; she threw water 
in his face. She was kneeling by the edge of a stream 
in a hollow in the bank between two willows, the roots 
of which made a sort of nest about her ; &he was washing 
linen vigorously ; and her tongue was not less active than 
her arms ; she was talking and laughing loudly with other 
girls of the village, who were wasmnc opposite her on the 
other side of the stream. Christopher was lying in the 
*^a^ a few yards away, and, with his chin resting in his 
fiends, he watched them. They were not put out b;^ it*; 
they went on chattering in a style which sometimes did 



REVOLT 


389 


not lack blun'tuess. He hardly listened; he heard only 
the sound of their merry voices,*mingling with the noise 
of their washing-pats, 6.nd with the distant lowing of the 
cows in this meadows, and he was dreaming, never taking • 
his eyes off the beautiful washerwoman. A bright young 
face would make him glad for a whole day. It was not 
long before the girls made out which of them he was 
looking at; and they madd caustic remarks to each other ; 
the girl he prefefred was not the least cutting in the 
observations she threw at him. As he did not budge, 
she got up, took a bundle of linen washed and wrung, 
and began to lay it out on the bushes near him, so as to 
have an excuse for looking at him. As she passed him 
she contrived to splash him with her wet clothes, and 
she looked at him boldly and laughed. She was thin 
and strong : she had a flne chin, a little underhung, a 
short nose, arching eyebrows, deep-set blue eyes, bold, 
bright, and hard, a prett^mouth, with thick lips, pouting 
a little, like those of a ureek mask, a mass of fair hair 
turned up in a l£not on her head, and a full colour. She 
carried her head very erect, tittered at every word she 
said, and even when she said nothing, and walked like a 
man, swinging her sunburned arms. She went on laying 
out her linen while she looked at Christopher with a pro¬ 
voking smile—^waiting for him to speak. Christopher 
stared at her, too; but he had no desire Mo talk to her. 
At last she burst out laughing in his face, and turned 
back towards her companions. He stayed lying where 
he was until evening fell, and he saw her go with her 
bundle on her back and her bare arms crossed, her back 
bent under her load, still talking and laughing. 

He saw her again a few days later at the town market 
among heaps af carrots, and tomatoes, and cucumbers, 
and cabbages. He lounged about watching the crowd 
of women, selling, whp were standing in a line by their 
. baskets like slaves for sale. The police official went up 
to each of them with his satchel and roll of tickets, 
receiving a piece of money and giving a paper. The 
,coffee-seller went from row to row with a basket fuU^of 
little coffee-pots ; and an old nun, plump and jovial, 
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went round the market wjth two large baskets on her 
arms, and without any Bb^t^of humility begged v'jgetables, 
and talked of the good God. The women shouted : the 
‘ old scales with their green painted pans jfogled and 
clanked with the noise of their chains ; the big dogs har¬ 
nessed to the little carts barked loudly, proud of their 
importance. In the midst of the rabble Christopher saw 
Rebecca.—Her real name wafc Lorchen (Eleanor).—On 
her fair hair she had placed a large cabbage-leaf, green 
and white, which m^de a dainty lace &ap for her. She 
was sitting on a basket by a heap of golden onions, little 
pink turnips, haricot beans, and ruddy apples, and she 
was munching her own apples one after efhother without 
trying to sell them. She never stopped eating. From 
time to time she would dry her chin and wipe it with 
her apron, brush back her hair with her arm, rub her 
cheek against her shoulder, or her nose with the back of 
her hand. Or, with her hands ©n her knees, she would 
go on and on, throwing a handful of shelled peas from 
one to the other. And she W'ould look t6 right and left, 
idly and indifferently. But she missed nothing of what 
was going on about her. And, without seeming to do so, 
she marked every glance cast in her direction. She saw 
Christopher. As she talked to her customers she had a 
way of raising her eyebrows and looking at her admirer 
ofer their heads. She was as dignified and serious as a 
Pope; but inwardly she was laughing at Christopher. 
And he deserved it; he stood there a few yards away 
devouring her with his eyes, then he went away without 
speaking to her. He had not the least desire to do so. 

He came back more than once to prowl round the 
market, and the village where she lived. She would bo 
about the yard of the farm ; he would stop on the road 
to look at her. He did not admit that he came to see 
her, and, indeed, he did so almost unconsciously. When, 
as often happened, he was absorbki by the composition 
of some work he would be rather like a somnambulist: 
while his conscious soul was following its musical ideas 
th^ rest of him would be delivered up to the other uncon-, 
scious soul which is for ever watching for the smallest 
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distraotioii of vhe mind to takt? the freedom of the fields. 
He was of!^n bewildered by tile buzaing of his musical 
ideas when; he was face to face with her ; and he would 
go on droaihing as he watched her. JSe coUld nol have 
said that he loved her ; he did not even think «of that; 
it gave him pleasure to see her, nothing more. He did 
not take stock of the desire which was always bringing 
him back to her. • 

His insistence was remarked. The people at the farm 
joked about it, for they had discovered who Christopher 
was. But they ^eft him in peace ; for he was quite 
harmless. He looked silly enough in truth; but he 
never bothered hbout it. ^ 

♦ * 

There was a holiday in the village. Little boys were 
crushing crackers between stones and shouting, “ God 
save the Emperor !” (“ Kaiser lehe f Hoch A cow 
shut up in the barn and the men drinking at the inn were 
to be heard. Kites, witlftong tails like comets, dipped 
and swung in tile air above the fields. The fowls were 
scratching frantically in the straw and the golden dung- 
heap ; the wind blew out their feathers like the skirts of 
an old lady. A pink pig was sleeping voluptuously on 
his side in the sun. 

Christopher made his way towards the red roof of the 
inn of the Three Kings, above which floated a little R&g. 
Strings of onions hung by the door, and the windows 
were decorated with red and yellow flowers. He went 
into the saloon, filled with tobacco-smoke, where yellow¬ 
ing chromos hung on the walls, and in the place of honour 
a coloured portrait of the Emperor-King surrounded with 
a wreath of oak-leaves. People were dancing. Chris¬ 
topher was sure his charmer would be there. He sat in 
a corner of the room, from which he could watch the 
movement of the dancers undisturbed. But in spite of 
aU his care to pass unnoticed, Lorchen spied him out in 
his corner. While she waltzed indefatigably she threw 
quick glances at him over her partner’s shoulder to make 
sure that he was still looking at her ; and it amused Imr 
to excite him ; she coquetted with the young men of me 
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village, laughing the while with her wide m;'»uth. She 
talked a great deal aftd'said silly things, ar^d was not 
very different from the girls ot the polite ^Vprld, who 
think ^hey ifiust laugh and moVe about and’play to the 
gallery when anybody looks at them, instead of keeping 
their foolishness to themselves. But they are not so very 
foolish either; for they know quite well that the gallery 
only looks at them, and does hot listen to what they say. 
—With his elbows on the table and hi| chin in his hands 
Christopher watched'the girl’s tricks with burning, furious 
eyes ; Ins mind was free enough not to be taken in by her 
vdles, but he was not enough himself not to be led on by 
them ; and he growled with rage and he laughed in silence 
and shrugged his shoulders as he fell into the snare. 

Not only the girl was watching him ; Lorchen’s father 
also had his eyes on him. Thick-set and short, bald- 
headed—a big head with a short nose—sunburned scalp 
with a fringe of hair that had been fair, and hung in thick 
curls like Diirer’s St. John, cman-shaven, expressionless 
face, with a long pipe in the corner of his mouth, he was 
talking very deliberately to some other peasants, while 
all the time he was watching Christopher’s pantomime 
out of the corner of his eye ; and he laughed softly. After 
a moment he coughed, and a malicious light shone in Ids 
little grey eyes, and he came and sat at Christopher’s 
ttible. Christopher was annoyed, and turned and scowled 
at him; he met the cunning look of the old man, who 
addressed Christopher familiarly without taking his pipe 
from his lips. Christopher knew him ; he knew him for 
a common old man; but his weakness for the daughter 
made him indulgent towards the father, and even gave 
him a queer pleasure in being with him ; the old rascal 
saw that. After talking about rain and fine weather, and 
some chaffing reference to the pretty girls in the room, 
and a remark on Christopher’s not dancing, he concluded 
that Christopher was right not to put himself out, and. 
that it was much better to sit at table with a mug in his 
hand; without ceremony he invited himself to have a 
di;,ink. While he drank the old man went on talking 
dniberately, as always. He spoke about his affairs, the 
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difficulty In gali^Lig a livelihood, the bad weather, and 
high pricesr Christopher hardl 3 f limned, and only replied 
with an oc&sional grunt; he was not interested ; he was 
looking ai ^orchen. Clnistopher wgndered wha\ had 
procured him the honour of the old man’s company and 
confidences. At last he understood. When the old man 
had exhausted his compliments he passed on to another 
chapter ; he praised the quality of his produce, his vege¬ 
tables, his fowls, hig eggs, his milk, and suddenly he asked 
if Christopher could not procure hinf the custom of the 
Palace. Christopher started : 

“ How the devil did he know ?... He knew him, then ?” 

“ Oh yes,” said the old man. “ Everything is known_** 

He did not add : 

“ . . . When you take the trouble to make inquiries.” 

But Christopher added it for him. He took a wicked 
pleasure in telling him that, although everything was 
known, “ he was no doubt unaware that he had just 
quarrelled with the Court^and that if he had ever been 
able to flatter Himself on having some credit with the 
servants* quarters and kitchens of the Palace—(which he 
doubted strongly)—that credit at present was dead and 
buried.” *The old man’s lips twitched imperceptibly. 
However, he was not put out, and after a moment he 
asked if Christopher could not at least recommend him 
to such-and-such a family. And he mentioned aU thos5 
with whom Christopher had had dealings; for he had 
informed himself of them at the market, and there was 
no danger of his forgetting any detail that might be useful 
to him. Christopher would have been furious at such 
spying upon him had he not rather wanted to laugh at the 
' thought that the old man would be robbed in spite of all 
his cunning (foB he had no doubt of the value of the re¬ 
commendation he was asking—a recommendation more 
likely to make him lose his customers than to procure him 
.fresh ones). So he let'him empty all his bag of clumsy 
tricks, and answered neither “ Yes ” nor ” No.” But the 
peasant persisted, and finally he came down to Chris.- 
Jopher and Louisa, whom he had kept for the end,*and 
expressed his keen desire to provide them with miik, 
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butter, and cream. He odded that,\» ChrW-opher was 
a musician, nothing wUs good for the voici as a fresh 
egg swallowed raw morning and evening; afid he tried 
hard to make him, let him provide him witmthese warm 
from th<3 hen. The idea of the old peasant taking him 
for a singer made Christopher roar with laughter. The 
peasant took advantage of that to order another bottle. 
And then, having got aU he aould out of Christopher for 
the time being, he went away without further ceremony. 

Night had fallen.' The dancing had become more and 
more excited. Lorchen had ceased to pay any attention 
to Christopher ; she was too busy turning the head of a 
young lout of the village, the son of a'rich farmer, for 
whom all the girls were competing. Christopher was 
interested by the struggle; the young women smiled at 
each other, and would have been only too pleased to 
scratch each other. Christopher forgot himself, and 
prayed for the triumph of Lorchen. But when her 
triumph was won, he felt a'little downcast. He was 
enraged by it. He did not love Lorchen ; he did not 
want to be loved by her; it was natural that she should 
love anybody she liked.—No doubt. But it was not 
pleasant to receive so little sympathy himself- when he 
had so much need of giving and receiving. Here, as in 
the town, he was alone. All these people were only 
interested in him while they could make use of him, and 
then laugh at him. He sighed, smiled as he looked at 
Lorchen, whom her joy in the discomfiture of her rivals 
had made ten times prettier than ever, and got ready to • 
go. It was nearly nine. He had fully two miles to go 
to the town. 

He got up from the table when the door opened, and a * 
handful of soldiers burst in. Their entrj" dashed the gaiety 
of the place. The people began to whisper. A few 
couples stopped dancing to look uneasily at the new 
arrivals. The peasants standing'near the door deliber-. 
ately turned their backs on them, and began to talk 
among themselves ; but without seeming to do so, they 
presently contrived to leave room for them to pass, f’or 
some time past the whole neighbourhood had been at 
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loggerheadJ^itL f&e garrisons of the fortresses round it. 
The soldierawere bored to death* ahd wreaked their ven¬ 
geance on tib peasants. They made coarse fun of ^hem, 
maltreated mem, and used the women as though they 
were in a conquered country. The week before some of 
them, full of wine, had disturbed a feast at a neighbouring 
village, and had half killed a farmer. Christopher, who 
knew these things, shared thi^ state of mind of the peasants, 
and he sat down qgain and waited to see what would 
happen. ^ 

The soldiers were not worried by the ill-will with which 
their entry was received, and went noisily and sat down 
at the full tables, jostling the people away from them to 
make room ; it was the affair of a moment. Most of the 
people went away grumbling. An old man sitting at the 
end of a bench did not move quickly enough ; they lifted 
the bench, and the old man toppled over amid roars of 
laughter. Christopher felt tjie blood rushing to his head ; 
he got up indignantly ; bilf, as he was on the point of 
interfering, he saw the old man painfully pick himself up, 
and, instead of complaining, humbly crave par-don. Two 
of the soldiers came to Christopher’s table ; he watched 
them come, and clenched his fists. But he did not have 
to defend himself- They were two tall, strong, good- 
humoured louts, who had followed sheepishly one or two 
daredevils, and were trying to imitate them. They were"* 
intimidated by Christopher’s defiant manner, and when 
he said curtly, “ This place is taken,” they hastily begged 
'his pardon and withdrew to their end of the bench, so as 
not to disturb him. There had been a masterful inflec¬ 
tion in his voice ; their natural servility came to the fore, 
X^ey saw that Christopher was not a peasant. 

Christopher was a little mollified by their submission, 
and was able to watch things more coolly. It was not 
difiicult to see that the gang were led by a non-commis¬ 
sioned officer—a little bull-dog of a man, with hard eyes 
—^with a rascally, hypocritical, and wicked face ; he was 
one of the heroes of the affray of the Sunday before. He - 
w^fcs sitting at the table next to Christopher. He was 
drunk akeady, and stared at the people and threw in- 
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suiting sarcasms at them which they pi'eteytied not to 
hear. He attacked especially the couples yancing, de¬ 
scribing their physical advantages or demcts with a 
coarseness *of expression which made hif^ companions 
laugh, e The girls blushed, and tears came to their eyes ; 
the young men ground their teeth and raged in silence. 
Their tormentor’s eyes wandered slowly round the room, 
sparing nobody; Christopheiv saw them moving towards 
himself. He seized his mug, and clepched his fist on the 
table, and waited, Metermined to throw the liquor at his 
head on the first insult. He said to himself : 

“ I am mad. It would be better to go away. They 
will slit me up ; and then, if I escape, 'they will put me 
in prison ; the game is not worth the candle. I’d better 
go before he provokes me,” 

But his pride would not let him ; he would not seem to 
be running away from such brutes as these. The officer’s 
cunning brutal stare was fix»ed on him. Christopher 
stiffened, and glared at him angrily. The officer looked 
at him for a moment; Christopher’s face irritated him ; 
he nudged- his neighbour, and pointed out the young 
man with a snigger ; and he opened his lips to insult him. 
Christopher gathered himself together, and was* just about 
to fling his mug at him. . . . Once more chance saved 
him. Just as the drunken man was about to speak, an 
^‘awkward couple of dancers bumped into him, and made 
him drop his glass. He turned furiously, and let loose a 
flood of insults. His attention was distracted; he forgot 
Christopher. Christopher waited for a few minutes' 
longer; then, seeing that his enemy had no thought of 
going on with his remarks, he got up, slo\^ took his hat, 
and walked leisurely towards the door. He did not ta^ 
his eyes off the bench where the other •was sitting, just 
to let him feel that he was not giving in to him. But the 
officer had forgotten him altogether; no one took any 
notice of him. 

He was just turning the handle of the door; in a few 
•seconds he would have been outside. But it was ordered 
that he should not leave so soon. An angry murmur*ro 9 e 
at the end of the room. When the soldiers had drunk 
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they had d^idcd to dance. Anl} a^all the girls had their 
cavaliers, tl^'^y drove awf^ their partners, who submitted 
to it. But Lorchen was not going to put up with*that. 
It was not f ^ nothing that she had her bold eyes and her 
firm chin which so charmed Christopher. She waiS waltz¬ 
ing like a mad thing when the officer, who had fixed his 
choice upon her, came and pulled her partner away from 
her. She stamped with h«r foot, screamed, and pushed 
the soldier away, (keclaring that she would never dance 
with such a boor; He pursued her. ^ He dispersed with 
his fists the peopled behind whom she was tr 3 dng to hide. 
At last she took refuge behind a table; and then, pro¬ 
tected from him for a moment, she took breath to scream 
abuse at him ; she saw that all her resistance would be 
useless, and she stamped with rage and groped for the 
most violent words to fling at him, and compared his face 
to that of various animals of the farmyard. He leaned 
towards her over the table^miled wickedly, and his eyes 
glittered with rage. Suddenly he pounced and jumped 
over the table. He caught hold of her. She struggled 
with feet and fists like the lusty wench she was,. He was 
not too steady on his legs, and almost lost his balance. 
In his fury he flung her against the wall, and slapped her 
face. He had no time to do it again ; someone had 
jumped on his back, and was cuffing him and kicking him^ 
back into the crow'd. It w'as Christopher, who had flung'^ 
himself on him, overturning tables and people without 
stopping to think of what he was doing. Mad with rage, 
the officer turned and drew his sabre. Before he could 
make use of it Christopher felled him with a stool. The 
whole thing had been so sudden that none of the spec¬ 
tators had time to think of interfering. The other soldiers 
ran to Christopher, drawing their sabres. The peasants 
flung themselves at them. The uproar became general. 
Mugs flew across the room ; the tables were overturned. 
•The peasants woke up ; they had old scores to pay off. 
The men rolled about on the ground and bit eacn other 
savagely. Lorchen’s partner, a stolid farm-hand, had 
oaught hold of the head of the soldier who had just 
insulted him, and was banging it furiously against the 
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wall. Lorchen, armed a cudgel, waSg,^triking out 
blindly. The other girls ran aivay screamiii, except for 
a wantons who joined in heartily. Onf of them—a 
fat little fair girl—seeing a gigantic soldier—the same 
who had sat at Christopher’s table—crushing in the chest 
of his prostrate adversary with his knee, ran to the fire, 
came back, dragged the brute’s head backwards, and 
flung a handful of burning ashes into his eyes. The man 
bellowed. The girl gloated, abused the disarmed enemy, 
whom the peasant^ now thwacked at their ease. At last 
the soldiers, finding themselves on the' losing side, rushed 
away, ktaving tw^o of their number on the floor. The 
fight went on in the village street. They burst into the 
houses crying murder, and trying to smash everything. 
The peasants followed them with forks, and set their 
savage dogs on them. A third soldier fell with his belly 
cleft by a fork. The others had to fly, and were hunted 
out of the village, and from*^' distance they shouted as 
they ran across the fields that they would fetch their 
comrades and come back immediately. 

The peasants, left masters of the field, returned to the - 
inn; they were exultant; it was a revenge for all the 
outrages they had suffered for so long. They had as 
yet no thought of the consequences of the affray. They 
all talked at once and boasted of their prowess. They 
fraternized with Christopher, who was delighted to feel 
in touch with them. Lorchen came and took his hand, 
and held it for a moment in her rough paw while she 
giggled at him. She did not think him ridiculous for 
the moment. 

They looked to the wounded. Among the villagers 
there were only a few teeth knocked out, a few ribs brokei< 
and a few slight bruises and scars. But it was very 
different with the soldiers. They were seriously injured : 
the giant whose eyes had been burned had had his 
shoulder half cut off with a hatchet; the man whose 
belly had been pierced was dying; and there was the 
■officer who had been knocked down by Christopher. 
They were laid out by the hearth. The officer, whoVas 
the least injured of the three, had just opened his eyes. 
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He took ayong Ibok at the rin’g ol peasants leaning over 
him, a loo? filled with hatred. Hardly had he regained 
oonscious^tiBs of what had happened, than he began to 
abuse thenJi He swore-' that he woidd be Avenged and 
would settleHheir Jiash, the whole lot of them ; be choked 
with rage ; it was palpable that if he could he would 
exterminate them. They tried to laugh, but their 
laughter was forced. A young peasant shouted to the 
wounded man : , 

“ Hold your gab or I’ll kiU you.” ^ 

The officer tried to get up, and he glared at the man 
who had just spoken to him with blood-shot eyes : 

“ Swine!” he said. “ Kill me! They’ll cut your 
heads off.” 

He went on shouting. The man who had been ripped 
up screamed like a bleeding pig. The third was stiff and 
still like a dead man. A crushing terror came over the 
peasants. Lorchen and s<^e women carried the ivounded 
men to another room. Tne shouts of the officer and the 
screams of the dying man died away. The peasants 
were silent; they stood fixed in the circle as- though the 
three bodies were still lying at their feet; they dared not 
budge, and looked at each other in panic. At last 
Lore hen’s father said : 

“ You have done a fine piece of work !” 

There was an agonized murmuring ; their throats were* 
dry. Then they began all to talk at once. At first they 
whispered as though they were afraid of eavesdroppers, 
but soon they raised their voices and became more 
vehement; they accused each other ; they blamed each 
other for the blows they had struck. The dispute 
became acrid; they seemed to be on the point of going 
for each other. • Lorchen’s father brought them to unani¬ 
mity. With his arms folded, he turned towards Chris¬ 
topher, and jerked his chin at him : 

“And,” he said, “what business had this fellow 
here ?” 

The wrath of the rabble was turned on Christopher : • 

“•True ! True 1” they cried. “ He began it! But 
for him nothing would have happened.” 
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Christopher was amazed. He tried'to*Tepl 

“ You know perfectly’ that what I did vfes for you 
not f«r myself.” f , 

But they‘replied furiously : 3 

“ Aren’t we capable of defending ourselves ? Do you 
think we need a gentleman from the town to tell us what 
we should do ? Who asked your advice ? And besides, 
who asked you to come ? Cceildn’t you stay at home ?” 

Christopher shrugged his shoulders-and turned towards 
the door. But Lorcfcn’s father barred the way, screaming: 

“ That’s it! That’s it!” he shouted. “ He would 
like to cut away now after getting us all into a scrape. 
He shan’t go!” 

The peasants roared: 

“ He shan’t go ! He’s the cause of it all. He shall 
pay for it all!” 

They surrounded him and shook their fists at him. 
Christopher saw the circle of‘^threatening faces closing 
in upon him ; fear had infuriated them. He said nothing, 
m^de a face of disgust, threw his hat on the table, went 
and sat at the end of the room, and turned his back on 
them. 

But Lorchen was angry, and flung herself at the 
peasants. Her pretty face was red and scowling with 
.rage. She pushed back the people who were crowding 
round Christopher : 

“ Cowards ! Brute beasts !” she cried. “ Aren’t you 
ashamed ? You want to pretend that he brought it all 
on you ! As if they did not see you all! As if there was' 
a single one of you who did not hit out as hard as he 
could I... If there had been a man who had stayed with 
his arms folded while the others were fighting, I would 
spit in his face and call him : Coward! Coward ! . . .” 

The peasants, surprised by this unexpected outburst, 
stayed for a moment in silence; they began to shout 
again: 

He began it! Nothing would have happened but 
• for him.” 

In vain did Lorchen’s father make signs to his daughter, 
^he went on: 
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“ Yes. \ He did begin it! .Tkat is nothing for you 
to boast sDOut. But f^r him you would have let them 
insult you* You would have let them insult yoif. You 
cowards ! lYou funks 

She abused her partner : 

“And you, you said nothing. Your heart was in 
your mouth ; you stood still to be kicked. You would 
have thanked them for it! Aren’t you ashamed ? . . . 
Aren’t you all a^kamed ? You are not men! You’re 
as brave as sheep with your noses ^to the ground all the 
time ! He had to give you an example !—Xad now you 
want to make* him bear everything ? . . . Well, I tell 
you, that shan’t happen ! He fought for us. Either you 
save him or you’ll suffer along with him. I give you 
my word for it!” 

Lorchen’s father caught her arm. He was beside 
himself and shouted: 

“ Shut up! Shut up! .' ^ Will you shut up, you bitch!” 

But she thrust him away and went on again. The 
peasants yelled. She shouted louder than they in a 
shrill, piercing scream : 

“ What have you to say to it all % Do you think I 
did not see you Just now kicking the man who is Ijdng 
half dead in the next room ? And you, show me your 
hands! . . . There’s blood on them. Do you think \ 
did not see you with your knife ? I shall tell everything 
1 saw if you do the least thing against him. I will have 
you all condemned.’’ 

The infuriated peasants thrust their faces into Lorohen’s 
and bawled at her. One of them made as though to box 
her ears, but Lorchen’s lover seized him by the scruff 
of the neck, and they jostled each other, and were on the 
point of coming to blows. An old man said to Lorchen : 

“ If we are condemned, you will be too.” 

“ I shall be too,” she said, “ I am not so cowardly aa 
»> • 

you. 

And she burst out again. 

They did not know what to do. They turned to her* 
fatlfer : 

“ Can’t you make her be silent I” 

TOL, n. 


29 



402 JOHN CHRISTOPHER ' 

The old man had understood that it was rbt wise to 
push Lorchen too far. He signed to them to be calm. 
Silence came- Lorchen went on talking alone ; then, as 
she found no response, like a fire without fuel, ^he stopped. 
After a Aioment her father coughed, and said : 

“ Well, then, what do you want ? You don’t want 
to ruin us.” 

She said: < 

“ I want him to bp saved.” 

They began to tnink. Christopher had not moved 
from where he sat; he w’as stiff and proud, and seemed 
not to understand that they were diseasing him ; but 
he w'as touched by Lorchen’s intervention. Lorchen 
seemed not to be aware of his presence ; she was leaning 
against the table by which he was sitting, and glaring 
defiantly at the peasants, who were smoking and looking 
down at the ground. At last her father chewed his pipe 
for a little, and said : * ‘ 

“ Whethei* we say anything or not,—if he stays he 
is done for. The sergeant-major recognized him ; he 
won’t spare him. There is only one thing for him to do . 
—to get away at once to the other side of the frontier.” 

He had come to the conclusion it would be better for 
them aU if Christopher escaped ; in that way he would 
admit his guilt, and when he was no longer there to 
defend himself, it would not be difficult to put upon 
liim the burden of the affair. The others agreed. They 
understood each other perfectly.—^Now that they had 
come to a decision, they were all in a hurry for Chris¬ 
topher to go. Without being in the least embarrassed 
by what they had been saying a moment before, they 
came up to him, and pretended to be deeply interested 
in his welfare. 

“ TLvre is not a moment to lose, sir,” said Lorchen’s 
father. “ They will come back. Half an hour to go 
to the fortress. HsLlf an hour to come back. . . . There 
is only just time to slip away.” 

Christopher had risen. He too bad been thinking. 
He knew that if he stayed he was lost. But to go, to 
go without seeing his mother I . • . No. It was im- 
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possible. He'said that he vgoujd first go back to the 
town, an(f would still have time to go during the night 
and crosb the frontier. But they protested • loudly. 
They had barred the door just before to prevent Ms 
going ; now' they wanted to prevent Ms not going. If he 
went back to the town he was certain to be caught; they 
would know at the fortress before he got there; they 
would await him at ho^ie.—He insisted. Lorchen had 
understood him 

“ You want to see your mother P.,, I w^ill go instead 
of you.” 

“ When ?” , 

” To-night.” 

“ Really ! You will do that ?” 

“ I will go.” 

She took her shawl and put it round her head. 

“ Write a letter. I will lake it to her. Come with 
me. I will give you sooj^ ink.” 

She look hiip into the inner room. At the door she 
turned, and addressing her lover : 

“ And do you get ready,” she said. “ You must take 
him. You must not leave Mm until you have seen him 
over the' frontier.” 

He was as eager as anybody to see Christopher over 
into Prance, and further if possible. , 

Lorchen went into the next room with Christopher. 
He was still hesitating. He was torn by grief at the 
thought that he would not be able to embrace Ms mother. 
When would he see her again ? She was so old, so worn 
out, so lonely! This fresh blow would be too much for 
her. What would become of her without him ? . . . 
But what would become of her if he stayed and were 
condemned and put in prison for years ? Would not that 
even more certainly mean destitution and misery for her ? 
If ho were free, though far away, he could always help 
her, or she could come to him.—He had not time to see 
clearly in Ms mind. Lorchen took his hands—she stood 
near Mm and looked at Mm ; their faces were almost 
tottcMng ; she threw her arms round Ms neck and kissed 
his mouth ; 
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“ Quick ! Quick!” ske whispered, pointing to the table. 

He gave up trying to think. He sat down. She tore a 
sheet o^ squared paper with red lines from an account book. 

He wrote 

“ My dEAR Mother : 

“ Forgive me. I am going to hurt you much. I 
cannot do otherwise. I have done nothing wrong. But 
now I must fly and leave the country. The girl who 
brings you this letter^ will tell you evei'ything. I wanted 
to say good-bye to you. They will not let me. They 
say that J should be arrested. I am so unhappy that 
I have no will left. I am going over tl/e frontier, but 
I shall stay near it until you have written to me ; the ghl 
who brings you my letter will bring me your reply. Tell 
me what to do, I wdll do whatever you say. Do you want 
me to come back ? Tell me to come back ! I cannot bear 
the idea of leaving you alone. \Vhat will you do to live ? 
Forgive me! Forgive me! I lo^je you and I kiss you . . .** 

“ Be quick, sir, or W'e shall be too late,” said Tjorchen’s 
swain, pushing the door open. 

Christopher wrote his name hurriedly, and gave the 
letter to Lorchen. 

“You will give it to her yourself 

“lam going,” she said. 

She was ready to go. 

“ To-morrow,” she went on, “ I will bring you her 
reply ; you must w^ait for me at Leiden,—(the first 
station beyond the German frontier)—on the platform.” 

(She had read Christopher’s letter over his shoulder as 
he wrote.) 

“ You will tell me everything, and how she bore the 
blow, and everything she says to you ? You will not 
keep an^-thing from me ?” said Cliristopher beseechingly. 

“ I will tell you everything.” 

They were not so free to talk now, for the young man 
was at the door watching them : 

• “ And then, Herr Christopher,” said Lorchen, “ I will 
go and see her sometimes, and I will send you news, of 
her ; do not be anxious.” 
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She shoqk hands with him \agcftously like a man. 

“ Let us go !” said the peasant. 

^ Let us go !” said Christopher. * • 

All three y'ent out. On the road they parted. Lorchen 
went one way an’d Christopher, with lus guide, %he other. 
They did not speak. The crescent moon veiled in mists 
was disappearing behind the wo^ds. A pale light 
hovered over the fields.# In the hollows the mists had 
risen thick and fifilky white. The shivering trees were 
bathed in the moisture of the air.—They were not more 
than a few minutes gone from the village when the 
peasant flung •back sharply and signed to Christopher 
to stop. They listened. On the road in front of them 
they heard the regular tramp of a troop of soldiers coming 
towards them. The peasant climbed the hedge into the 
fields. Christopher followed him. They walked away 
across the ploughed fields. They heard the soldiers go 
by on the road. In fl^ darkness the peasant shook 
his fist at th«n. Christopher’s heart stopped like a 
hunted animal that hears the baying of the hounds. They 
returned to the road again, avoiding the ‘villages and 
isolated farms where the barking of the dogs betrayed 
them to the countryside. On the slope of a wooded hill 
they saw in the distance the red lights of the railway. 
They took the direction of the signals, and decided to go 
to the first station. It was not easy. As they came 
down into the valley they plunged into the fog. They 
had to jump a few streams. Soon they found themselves 
in immense fields of beetroot and ploughed land ; they 
thought they would never be through. The plain was 
uneven; there were little rises and hollows into which 
they were always in danger of falling. At last, after 
walking blindly through the fog, they saw suddenly a few 
yards away the signal light of the railway at the top of an 
embankment. They olimbed the bank. At the risk of 
being run over, they followed the rails until they were 
within a hundred yards of the station ; then they took 
to the road again. They reached the station twen^ 
mihutes before the train went. In spite of Lorchetf^ 
orders, the peasant left Christopher; he was in a hu^y 
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to go back to see what'had happened to -^he others and 
to his own property. 

Christopher, took a ticket for Leiden, and waited aldne 
in the empty third-class waiting-room. An official who 
was asleep on a seat came and looked at Christopher’s 
ticket, and opened the door for him when the train came 
in. There was nobody in the carriage. Everybody in 
the train was asleep. In the fietds all was asleep. Only 
Christopher did not s|eep in spite of Lis weariness. As 
the heavy iron "wheeK approached the frontier, he felt 
a fearful longing to be out of reach. In an hour he would 
be free. But till then a word would be effiough to have 
him arrested. . . . Arre.sted ! His whole being revolted 
at the word. To be stifled by odious force ! . . . He 
could not breathe. His mother, his country, that he 
was leaving, were no longer in his thoughts. In the 
egoism of his threatened liberty he thought only of that 
liberty, of his life which he \V>hed to save. Whatever 
it might cost! Even at the cost of (virne. He was 
bitterly sorry that he had taken the train instead of 
continuing the journey to the frontier on foot. He had 
wanted to gain a few hours. A fine gain ! .He was 
throwing himself into the jaws of the wolf. Surely they 
were waiting for him at the frontier station ; orders must 
have been given ; he would be arrested. . . . He thought 
for a moment of leaving the train while it was moving, 
before it reached the station; he even opened the door 
of the carriage, but it was too late ; the train was at the 
station. It stopped. Five minutes. An eternity. 
Christopher withdrew to the end of the compartment, 
and hid behind the curtain, and anxiously watched the 
platform, on which a gendarme was standing motionless. 
The station-master came out of his office with a telegram 
in his hand, and went hurriedly up to the gendarme. Chris¬ 
topher had no doubt that it was about himself. He looked 
for a weapon. He had only a strong knife with two blades. 
He opened it in his pocket. An official with a lamp on his 
Qhest had passed the station-master, and was running along 
the train. Christopher saw him coming. His fist closed 
on,the handle of the knife in his pocket, and he thought: 
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“ I am 

He was in such a stale of excitement that he would 
hav6 been'capable of plunging the knife into the man’s 
breast if he had been unfortunate enough to come straight 
to him and opeh his compartment. But this official 
stopped at the next carriage to look at the ticket of a 
passenger, who had just taken his sea^. The train moved 
on again. Christopher uepressed the throbbing of his 
heart. He did ndt*stir. He dared hardly say to himself 
that he was saved. He would noi^say it until ho had 
crossed the frontier. . . . Day was beginning to dawn. 
The silhouett^of the trees were starting out of the night. 
A carriage was passing on the road like a fantastic shadow 
with the jingle of bells and a winking eye. . . . With his 
face close pressed to the window Christopher tried to 
see the post "with the Imperial arms which marked the 
bounds of his servitude. He was still looking for it in 
the growing light, when*f^ train whistled to announce 
its arrival at the first Belgian station. 

He got up, opened the door wide, and drank in. the 
icy air. Free! His whole Hfe before him! JThe joy 
of life ! . . . And at once there came upon him suddenly 
all the sadness of what he was leaving, all the sadnqss of 
what he was going to meet; and he was overwhelmed by 
the fatigue of that night of emotion. He sank down oi^ 
the seat He had hardly been in the station a minute. 
When a minute later an official opened the door of the 
carriage, he found Christopher asleep. Christopher 
awoke, dazed, thinking he had been asleep an hour ; he 
got out heavily, and dragged himself to the customs, 
and when he was definitely accepted on foreign territory, 
having no more to defend himself, he lay down along a seat 
in the waiting-froom, and dropped off and slept like a log. 

* 4e 

He awoke about ndon. Lorchejj could hardly come 
before two or three o’clock. While he was waiting for 
the train, he walked up and down the platform of tho^ 
lit^e station. Then he went straight on into the mid^ 
of the fields. It was a grey and joyless day, givffSg 
warning of the approach of winter. The light was djm. 
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The plaintive whistle •of,a traili stopping all that 
broke the melancholy sUence. * Christopher ” stopped a 
few ya«ds away from the frontier in the deserted courftry. 
Before him was a little pond, a clear pool of water, in 
which the gloomy sky was reflected. It was enclosed by 
a fence, and two trees grew by its side. On the right, 
a poplar with leaflpss trembling top. Behind, a great 
walnut tree with black, naked branches like a monstrous 
polypus. The black fruit of it swung heavily on it. The 
last withered leaves i^ere decaying and falling one by one 
upon the still pond. ... 

It seemed to him that he had already f»een them, the 
two trees, the pond . . . —^and suddenly he had one of 
those moments of giddiness which open great distances 
in the plain of life. A chasm in Time. He knew not 
where he was, who he was, in what age he lived, through 
how many ages he had been so. Christopher had a 
feeling that it had already bec#^ that what was, now, was 
not, now, but in some other time. was no longer 
himself. He was able to see himself from outside, from 
a great distance, as though it were some one else standing 
there in that place. He heard the buzzing of . memory 
and pf an unknown creature within himself; the blood 
boiled in his veins and roared : 

“Thus... Thus... Thus...” 

The centuries whirled through him . . . Many other 
Kraflts had passed through the experiences which were 
his on that day, and had tasted the wretchedness of the 
last hour on their native soil. A wandering race, banjshed 
everywhere for their independence and disturbing quali¬ 
ties. A race always the prey of an inner demon that 
never let it settle anywhere. A race attached to the soil 
from which it was torn, and never, never ceasing to love it. 

Christopher in his turn was passing through these same 
sorrowful experiences; and he was finding on the way 
^ the footsteps of thosb who had gone before him. With 
loars in his eyes he watched his native land disappear 
tin the mist, his country to which he had to say farewell.— 
fcbd Tie not ardently desired to leave it ?—^Yes ; but now 
that he was actually leaving it he felt himself racked by 



409 


BE^Op 

anguish. Oni^^a brWISft heart^can part without emotion 
from the mtothwland. Happy *or unhappy, he had lived 
with her she was his mother and his comrade; he had 
slept in her, he had slept on her bosom, he*was impreg¬ 
nated with her ; ki her bosom she held the trea^re of his 
dreams, all his past life, the sacred dust of those whom 
he had loved. Christopher saw now in review the days 
of his life, and the dear men and w5men whom he was 
leaving on that soil^r beneath it. His sufferings were not 
less dear to him than his joys. Mjtina, Sabine, Ada, his 
CTandfather, Uncle Gottfried, old Schulz—all passed 
before him in^yio space of a few minutes. He coidd not 
tear himself away from the dead^—(for he counted Ada 
also among the dead)—the idea of his mother whom he 
was leaving, the only living creature of all those whom 
he loved, among these phantoms, was intolerable to him. 

He was almost on the point of crossing the frontier 
again, so cowardly-^did Ms flight seem to him. He 
made np his mi^jd that if tS answer Lorchon was U) bring 
him from his mother betrayed too great grief, he would 
return at all costs. But if he received nothing V If 
Lorchen had not been able to reach Louisa, or to bring 
back the-answer ? Well, he would go back. ^ 

He returned to the station. After a grim time of 
waiting the train at last appeared. Cliristopher expected 
to see Lorchen’s bold face in the train; for he was sure' 
she w’ouid keep her promise; but she did not appear. 
He ran anxiously from one compartment to another; 
he said to himself that if she had been in the train she 
.j^towWrtTave been one of the first to get out. As he w'as 
plunging through the stream of passengers coming from 
the op])osite direction, he saw a face which he seemed 
to know. It was the face of a little girl of thirteen or 
fourteen, chubby, dimpled, and ruddy as an apple, with 
a little turned-up nose and a large mouth, and a thick 
plait coiled around her liead. As he*looked more closely 
at her, he saw that she had in her hand an old valise very 
much like his own. She w’as watching him too like a 
sparrow ; and when she saw that he was looking at* bj$>s 
ene came towards him ; but she stood firmly in front of 
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Christopher, and stared at himt>vii^i her. little mouselike 
e 3 '^e 8 , without speaking a* word.* Christ/phef knew her ; 
she WAS a little milkmaid at Lorchen’s larm^ Pointing 
to the valis6, he said : 

“ That is mine, isn’t it ?” 

The girl did not move, and replied cunningly : 

“ I’m not sure. Where do you come from, first of all ?” 
“ Buir.” 

“ And who sent it you ?” 

“ Lorchen. Come|.. Give it me.* 

The little girl held out the valise. 

“ There it is.” 

And she added : 

“ Oh ! But I knew you at once !** 

“ What were you waiting for then ?’* 

“ I was waiting for you to tell me that it was you.** 

“ And Lorchen ?” asked Christopher “ Why didn’t 

she come ?” . 4^ * i 

The girl did not reply. ‘ Unristopher .understood that 
she did not want to say anything among all the people. 
Th ry h? d first to pass through the customs. When that was 
done Christopher took the girl to the end of the platform: 

“ The police came,” said the girl, now very talkative. 
“ Tliey came almost as soon as you had gone. They 
went into all the houses. They questioned everybody, 
^and they arrested big Sami, and Christian, and old 
Kaspar. And also Melanie and Gertrude, though they 
declared they had done nothing, and they wept; and 
Gertrude scratched the gendarmes. It was not any good 
them sa 3 ring that you had done it all.” " * 

“ Oh! yes,” said the girl quietly. “ It did not matter 
as you had gone. Then they looked for you ever 3 rwhere, 
and hunted for you in every direction.” 

“ And Lorchen ?” 

” Lorchen was net there. She came back afterwards 
IT-after she had been to the town.” 

. “ Did she see my mother ?” 

Here is the letter. And she wanted to come 
herself, but she was arrested too.” 

/ ” How did you manage to com© f” 
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“ Well, She c&tnc the^viliage without being seen 

by the police, Aid sne was going to set out again. But 
Irnrina, Gertrude’s sister, denounced her. ' They came 
to arrest he^r-^^hen when she saw tke gendaCrmes coming ' 
she went u^ to^ejr room, and shouted that she would 
come down in a minute, that she was dressing. I was 
in the vineyard behind the house ; she called to me from 
the window : ‘ Lydia ] Lydia !’ I went to her ; she threw 
down your valise %nd the letter which your mother had 
given her, and she explained wheye I should find you. 

I ran, and here I “am.” 

“ Didn’t sAs*say anything more 1” 

“ Yes. She told me to give you this shawl to show 
you that I came from her.” 

Christopher recognized the white shawl with red spots 
and embroidereck/fiewers which Liorchen had tied round 
her head whoik'^J^ left him on the night before. The 
naive imprdtTaftifi ^ th^ excuse she had made for 
sending him sifah a'love-toKeh did not make him smile. 

“ Now,” said the girl, “ here is the return train. I must 
go home. Good-night.” . ,\ 

“ Wait,” said Christopher. “ And the fare, whatf did 
you do'^oiit that ?” 

” Lorehen gave it me.” 

” Take this,” said Christopher, pressing a few pieces 
of money into her hand. * 

He held her back as she was trying to go. 

“ And then . . he said. 

He st ooped and kissed her cheeks. The girl affected 
tu protest. 

“ Don’t mind,” said Christopher jokingly. ” It was 
not fbr you.” 

“Oh! I knftw that,” said the girl mockingly. “It 
was for Lorclien,” 

It was not only Lorghen that Christopher kissed as he 
kissed the little milkmaid’s chubby cheeks; it was all 


Germany. ^ ^ 

The girl slipped away and ran towards the train whicn* 
was just going. She hung out of the window and wave^ 
her handkerchief to him until she was out of sight, pe 
followed with his eyes the mowe^^er who had 
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' brought him for the*last breath of his country 

and of those he loved. ■ ^ i 

Wien sht’ had gone he found himself utterly alone, this 
time, a stranger in a strange lai]id. He had in his hand 
his mother’s letter and the shawl love-tjoken. He pressed 
the shawl to his breast, and tried to open the letter. But 
his hands trembled. What would he find in it ? What 
suffering would be written in it ?—No ; he could not bear 
the sorrowful words of reproach whi<'h already he seemed 
to hear ; he would r'^trace his steps. 

At last he unfolded the letter and read *. “ My poor 
child, do not be anxious about me. I w\ be wise. God 
has punished me. I must not be selfish and keep you here. 
Go to Paris. Perhaps it 'will be better for you. Do not 
worry about me. I can manage somehow. The chief 
thing is that you should be happy, it'd”/kiss you. 

. “Mother. 

“ Write to me when you^an.” ' 

Christopher sat down on his valise 

ffhe.porter was shouting the train for Paris. 

The heavy train was slowing down with a terrific 
noise. Christopher dried his tears, got up, and^jsaid : 

‘ I must go.” 

He looked at the sky in the direction in which Paris 
* must be. The sky, dark everywhere, was even darker 
there. It was like a dark chasm. Christopher’s heart 
ached, but he said again : 

“ I must go.” 

He climbed into the train and, leaning otnrofHha^ 
window, 'w^ent on looking at the menacing horizon : 

“ Oh, Paris !” he thought, “ Pefis ! Come to my aid! 
Save me ! Save my thoughts !” « 

The thick fog grew denser still. Behind Christopher, 
above the country he was leaving, a little patch of sky, 
pale blue, gazing like t.vo eyes—-like the eyes of Sabine— 
j^r^smiled sorrowfully thrOvigh the heavy veil of clouds, and 
.then was gone. The trairnvorit on. Rain fell. Night fell. 









